‘mas 


‘eet, 




















Y Wilh le 


Mj 


) Wj 
io a / 


mnt) 
YY 





io S/ tH 2:\ 
G4} HY 
Vj fj / 


Lif, 
































Von. LXIV. 








The Language of Vegetables. 

THE present age is so thoroughly practical that it is not to be 
wondered that the one-time popular language of flowers has fallen 
into disuse, and, in order to combine the romantic with the useful, 
we beg to offer those of our readers who may desire a symbolical 
method of communicating their thoughts, the following suggestions: 
which may be added to and varied at will. 

The advantage which this language possesses over the other 
must be evident to the dullest comprehension, for the amorous 
swain will be able to literally drink in his lady love’s words by 
making the vegetables representing them into soup, while on the 
other hand a fair one, who may be a little uncertain as to what she 
will say, will have the opportunity of sleeping over and around any 
proposal of marriage, by having the symbols cooked for supper. 

Asparagus—I long to touch your hand. 

Beetroot—I would bleed for you. 

Capsicum—You are too hot tempered, 

Carrot—You are courageous. 

Celery—You are a stick. 

Cucumber—Why are you £o cold? 

Egg Plant.—You are no chicken. 

Endive.—You are too bitter. 


French Beans—I shall cut you. 

Lettuce—Shall we ? 

Mushroom—You are an upstart. 

Onion—You bring tears to my eyes. 

Peas—I am willing to “ shell out.” 

Potato—The best part of you is underground. 

Scarlet Runner—If you deve cold water on my suit, I shall run 
away. 

Spinach—You are very green. 

Spring Greens—You have no heart. 

Summer Cabbage—You are all beart, or my heart is thine. 

Tomato—You are too saucy. 

lurnip—I am mashed oa you. 
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The Foudroyant. 


At the invitation of Mr. Cobb, I boarded this relict of obsolete 
naval architecture on Saturday, 20th ult., lying at her moorings 
at Woolwich. She has been fitted out as she appeared in 1798, an 
80 gun two decker. Her lines are very graceful, and she floats in 
all the stateliness and majesty of perfection. Nelson, in his 
memoir of his services, writes: ‘‘In May, 1799, I shifted my flag, 
being promoted to be Rear-Admiral of the Red, to the Foudroyant, 
and was obliged to be on my guard against the French fleets. In 
June and July I went to Naples, and, as his Sicilian Majesty is 
pleased to say, re-conquered his kingdom and placed him on his 
throne. On the 9th of August, I brought his Sicilian Majesty back to 
Palermo, having been upwards of four weeks on of the 
Foudroyant. A prophecy made to me, on my arrival at Naples, was 
fulfilled, namely, That Ishould take Rome with my ships. Thus may be 
exemplified by my life, that perseverence in any profession will most 
probably meet its reward. Without having any inheritance or 
having been fortunate in prize money, I have received all the 
honours of my profession, been created a peer of Great Britain, etc., 
and I may say to the reader, GO THOU AND DO LIKEWISE,” 

To handle the old matchlocks, pistols of ponderous weight, and 
cutlasses of commodious length, afforded a strange impetus to 
one’s imagination, which forthwith peopled the vessel with 
vigorous Rabegere sailors in the active performance of running out 
the cumbrous carriages bearing the muzzle-loading guns of that 
day. The beautiful Lady Hamilton had frequented the state- 
rooms; there Abercrombie breathed his last; and a host of 
illustrious beings had trod her decks. All co tulations to Mr, 
Cobb for his patriotic display of affection for this splendid naval 
specimen of a hundred years ago. The vessel will visit many of 
the principal seaports, and thus afford to everyone an opportunity 
of occupying the very rooms wherein Nelson, the saviour of our 
country, passed some years of his time. 

‘“* Far seen shall blaze the unextinguished ray, 
A mighty beacon, lighting Glory’s way; 
With living lustre this proud Land adorn, 
And shine, and save, through ages yet unborn.” 


A Hoarse Soutprer.—Tommy Atkins with a sore throat. 

















Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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BOUND “HENLEY WAY.” 


A Little Holiday. 

Tue Bilberrie’s had been thinking of taking a little holiday 
for some years. Especially old Bilberrie. The other members of 
the famiiy discussed the matter, but Bilberrie merely thought — 
with occasional interjections. Bilberrie is a powerful thinker, bis 
thoughts are “long, long thoughts,” and his interjections are 
strong, strong interjections. No one knows how it happened, but 
this year a rumour got about that the Bilberrie’s really were going 
to take a holiday. 

From the moment the rumour started, there was a steady rise in 
* Home Rails.” You see the Bilberrie’s are a large family, and it 
was expected that their jaunt, en masse as it were, would send up 
some company’s passenger returns to an unprecedented figure. 
And it did. 

When old Mrs. Poddlemore, Mrs. Bilberrie’s mother, heard of 
the scheme, she decided to make one of the party. Thereupon 
she post-carded her seven married daughters, and her four 
married sons, to the effect that she was seaward bound. The 
illustrious eleven, one might almost say the All England Eleven, 
replied that they were with her to an infant. And it was so. 


Then Bilberrie’s married sisters caught on. As they justly said, 
* it is so nice to go away with people you know, you know.” So they 
wired to old Bilberrie to that effect, till he became more thoughtful and 
more interjectional than ever. Well, the thing spread with a 
centrifugal centripetal action till the whole family was affected to 
its remotest branches. As Minkskip put it, “it was a trans- 
plantation of the Bilberrie family tree.” 


Then the question arose, “where to go?” and geographical 
om aecwares were made, till Bilberrie gave up thinking altogether, 
and went in for nothing but interjections. Mrs. Bilberrie mentioned 
Margate, and Mr. B. said “Pooh!” Blanche hinted Dover, and 
B. said “ Bah !!"’ Mrs. Poddlemore let fall something about Black- 
pool being lively, and B., said ‘“‘ D !!!"—so they left it to him. 

Now, Bilberrie is not such a fool as he looks. Without saying 
anything to anybody, he took lodgings for the Poddlemore branches 
at, Yarmouth, Clacton, Felixstowe, and Cromer. Mrs. Bilberrie 
and family he settled should go to Lowestoft, his brother Tom to 
Hunstanton, while he determined to slip off quietly to Southwold 
by himself for a month’s thoughtful solitude. : 
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y A Cycling Tour Round the 
ih p> LN World. 

Y/), Dra. Lunn, the editor of Travel, has 
arranged to send his brother, Mr. 
Edward Lunn, Mr. John Foster Fraser, 
and Mr. F. H. Lowe on acycling tour, 
proceeding to the Continent vid Antwerp, 
and passing through Brussels aod 
Cologne, up the Rhine and down the 
Danube. The cyclists will then proceed 
across Southern Russia, over the 
| Caucasus, and through Persia to India, 
|  Obina and Japan will be visited later on. 





a 


Itis then intended to cycle through the 
several parts of Australia and New 
Zealand, and, sailing the Pacific, to ride 
from San Francisco to New York. 








Fiery. 

Rawson.—"“ Excuse me, old fellow, 
but I rather wonder at your marrying a 
red-haired girl.” 

Shivvery.—‘ Well, you see, I was 
brought up in India, and am a dread- 
fully chilly mortal, and her red hair 
looks so warm and comfortable in this 
beastly cold climate! ’’ 








| Toothsome. 


Plaintif.—“ The defendant’s dog 
rushed out, and left his tooth-marks in 
me, your worship.” 

Defendant (wdignantly). — ‘‘ Why, 
your worship, I may say the dog is 

| toothless!” 

| Plaintifi.—“ Yes, from the pain I 

| suffer, I expect he left his teeth in me, 
too!” 








Wueu he had thoroughly settled everything to his own satis- 
faction, he called a general meeting of the whole strength of the 
conpany, and took St. James’ Hall for the occasion. The meeting 
caused a good deal of excitement in Regent Street and Piccadilly. 
Some thought it was the Foresters, some the Sons of the Pheenix, 
while a large number decided that it wasa May meeting gone 
a-wandering in its mind. 

When Bilberrie appeared upon the platform the applause was 
simply deafening, When he made the original statement that it 
was the proudest moment of his life, they sang ‘ For he is a jolly 
good fellow,” till the people passing in the neighbourhood con- 
cluded that a classical concert was in full swing. He spoke for a 
full hour with the delusive lucidity of a Gladstone. Splendid 
periods, decorated with the most beautiful adjectives in the 
language, flowed from his lips; but, like the marriage ceremony, 
his speech began with ‘‘ Dearly beloved” and ended in “ amaze- 
ment.’ For all the meeting could understand was, that they were 
to meet next day at noon,on the platforms of Liverpool Street 
Station. 

The resources of the Great Eastern were taxed to their utmost, 
but, cheered by the jubilation shown by Bilberrie as train after 
train crammed with his relatives left the station for their various 
and, to them, almost unknown destinations, the officials bore 
manfully up. 

At length the deed was done, and Bilberrie sank exhausted but 
happy into the nearest refreshment-room. An hour later the 
successful conspirator was speeding in a reserved first-class 
smoker for peaceful Southwold in the cheerful company of him- 
self, and his cigars, and his flask, and his current number of Fun. 

The various members of his too numerous family are at present 
wandering over the towns of East Anglia looking for each other, 
enjoying their holiday, and only regretting Jane, or James, or 
Margaret, or William, as the case might be, had not been fortunate 
enough to arrive at the most delightful watering-place in the whole 
wide world, and blessing the apparently mislaid Bilberrie for so 
thoughtfully thinking of their individual well-being, 

On the sands of Southwold may be seen a stout gentleman in a 
nautical rig out, sleeping the happy hours away, with a smile of 
blissful contentment upon his rubicund countenance. And the 
primitive inhabitants gazing upon him exclaim, ‘‘ How that nice, 
old gentleman fare to be enjoying his ‘ Little Holiday’ rarely well! ” 












































bs pa aS ee ee es 
Page aE ear 
x SR gi RE ae aa oa : 


v5 38 eS 5 é : : i 











ded BS2S 38 ee as 





‘ a me, Te, Kae en a 
Sabor sep tal ipa anal mar ee 
abies tegen Gh ae ae * 








= 


JuLty 7, 1896. 














Expensive Amusement. 


Mr. Bluff —“ Look here, young man, 
you’re always going about with my 
daughter, and I want to know what your 
intentions are regarding her?” 

Young Man.—*‘ I really have no inten- 
tions, sir.” 

Mr. Bluff (angrily) —“ Then what do 
you mean by amusing yourself at my 
daughter’s expense ?” 

Young Man (airily).—* I’m not amus- 
ing myself at your daughter’s expense, 
sir, but at my own expense. I always 
pay for the theatre tickets, refreshments, 
etc, |” 


——$—<——— —=— 
“X”-plained ! | 

Bill.—“* Wot’s this ’ere ‘X’ rays wot 
there’s so much talk abart, Tom ?” 

Tom (the pot-house * oracle.” )—‘* Why, 
it’s a new kind o’ beer wot’s just come’ | 
out; a light beer, not like double X, yer | 
know,” | 

| 











Bill.‘ But wot's the ‘rays’ got to do 
with it ?” 

Tom (always equal ta the occasion).— 
‘Raise? Oh, it means that if yer drink 
is it’ll raise yer sperrits, an’ make life 
worth livin’ !’’ 


~—--—-- 





A Bad Beginning. | mae 

Gentleman (to loafer).—‘‘It strikes 
me that you will end your days in 
the workhouse.” 

Loafer (coolly). — ‘*Very likely. 


That’s where I began them!” rather too tight.” 





we 





Bathing Woman —‘‘ Oh, mum, I’m so sorry er costume is not dry, for I 
wore it myself this morning just to stretch it a 
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An excellent mot on the subject of the recent appointment to 
St. Botolph’s, Bishopsgate, is credited to a well-known and popular 
canon, as follows :— 


Expectant parsons, do not wait ; 
He but for bishops caters. 

The man who goes to Bishopsgate, 
Must wear a Bishop's-gatters. 


Oh, the size of the ladies’ hats, not at the theatre this time, but 
at the ’Varsity match. Jungles of cornflowers: miles of light 
blue streamers! I had the misfortune to get behind one fair maid 
in a—in a Gainsborough hat, I think they callit. At first sight I 
mistook it for the refreshment tent. Two other ardent cricketers 
shared my sad plight, and never did three “ boneless wonders” go 
through more contortions than did we perspiring three to get a view 
of the game, round, above, or through that capital trophy. All in 
vain. Once I caught a glimpse of Mordaunt’s left leg, and twice I 
distinctly saw the ball. “owe 


The Sultan of Morocco is about to visit us. ‘‘ For what we are 
about to receive,” etc. He and Li Hung Chang will put some life 
into this dull old capital. After that we may expect a visit from 
the King of Siam, the gentleman of curious habits. 

















i 


It is a fact that lately a large consignment of billiard tables left 
London for Buluwayo. They seem to be getting on the spot out 
there. A few cannons will come in pretty useful. 


This Australian team is said to excel its predecessors, all of whom 
have been excellent, as the Cricket Humourist says :— 


The Cornstalks from their home have gone; 
In the cricket-field you'll find them. 

Their fathers’ prowess they’ve girded on, 
And they’ve left the tail behind them. 


——— 








The Reason. 


HowEVER hot the weather be I wear an overcoat, 

And button it with anxious care right up around my throat ; 
It’s not because I’m chilly, 

it’s not because I’m silly, 

But ’cause it hides a multitude of holese— 

I only wish ’twould cover up my soles! 


—— oe ie | 
Sun Bathing. 


MACDONALD’s mind was very much upon a sun-bath bent ; 

So in a bathing costume round about the town he went; 

He walked about without his pants, just like a Highland Scot, 
For the weather it was sultry and Macdonald he was hot, 


Now, followed was Macdonald by a motley, jeering mob, 
Who wished to know the reason why his tailor he did rob. 
But for their sneers, and gibes, and jeers he didn’t care a jot, 
For the weather it was sultry and Macdonald he was hot. 


A gentleman, whose dress was blue, upon the scene appeared, 
And said that Mac must go with him, because he wasn’t geared, 
Our friend replied: “ Put on a pair of breeches I will not,” 

For the weather it was sultry and Macdonald he was hot. 


Macdonald then was taken up before a trate, 

Who warned him not to walk about in Adamitio state, 

And told him to wear pantaloons when he the streets doth trot, 
Though the weather may be sultry and Macdonald may be hot, 


But, notwithstanding this decisicn, nothing need retard 

A man from wearing what he likes when in his own backyard. 
In bathing costume, therefore, in his garden Mac can squat 

If the weather should be sultry and Macdonald should be hot, 
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(Poor Jones has been whipping the stream all day without a rise.) 
Hieland Laddie.—“ They’re best fryet in butter, sir!” 


Hieland Lassie.—“ Ye micht gie’s a’ ye canna eat yersel’, sir!” 


Hieland Laddie.—“t Wull a come owre an’ cairry them hame for ye, sir?” 
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Chartered Diplomacy. 


Iaco Krucer (to Othello Company, 
whispering ) :— 


A worp in your ear, noble Co., 
A regular bad ’un is Rhodes! 
A bandit who's ready to go 
A raiding our humble abodes. 
I don't like the look of his eye, 
That dogged and resolute glare 
Makes me feel very timid and shy, 
And I don’t like the feeling—so there! 


I really must ask you, dear boy, 
To dismiss that too resolute man, 
His presence here serves to annoy ; 
You never know what he will plan. 
** His tricks and his manners” I know, 
I pray that from here you will send 
Your manager, worthy old Co.— 
Believe me, I speak as a friend. 


Some mealy-mouthed Government hack, 
You had better engage in his place. 
We are really not safe from attack 
Till you send him away in disgrace! 


(Aside) 
Doctor Jim I’ve already wiped out, 
That = friend of the Rand’s ! 
Smash 


hodes—and there’s not any 
doubt 


I shall have the whole game in my 
hands! 





OTHELLO COMPANY :— 


What you say, gentle Kruger, is rough 
On my manager, captain, and friend. 
But you doubtless have reasons enough, 
On your word, of course, I depend. 
You are kindly and honest and true, 
You've a trustworthy face of your 
own ; 
But, if it had not been for you, 
My affection for Rhodes would have 
grown. 


He has served me as none else can 
serve ; 
All I have, well, I owe it to him! 
His mind was my mind, and his nerve 
Was my steadiness;—now, for a 
whim, 
Must I tell him to leave me, and go, 
In disgrace, from my service for aye, 
And leave me a ricketty Co. 
With whom even Kruger can play ? 


So be it !—Dear Cecil, I fear 
You really must leave me; good-bye ! 
Friend Kruger, pray pardon the tear 
That stands in my Company eye! 
Dear Cecil, I love you, you know, 
But no more be you servant of mine! 
Kruger says it, and Joseph, you know, 
Thinks the voice of the Boer is divine! 





Cassio RHODES :— 


Farewell, then, my Co., but beware, 
You stand on a precipice brink, 

The clouds gather thick in the air, 
More dangerousclouds than you think! 

Your friends may prove foes in disguise, 
And, as for your counsellor here, 

His advice, that you now seem to prize, 
May cost you exceedingly dear. 


I go, but still ready at hand 

I shall be till you call me again. 
Dismissed—still your servant I stand, 

And my service shall not be in vain. 
Your nog shakes to its fall, 

Of a chance of success not a ghost. 
But remember you've only to call, 

And Rhodes will be found at his post. 


As for you, Master Kruger, beware, 
You are playing the game pretty low. 
In my fall will my enemies share, 
You will feel the recoil of the blow. 
You have won up to now, you will say, 
But, sir, for all that, I opine 
Ev’ry dog has but one little day, 
—— ; your’s—but to-morrow is 
mine 











The Serenade. 


THE poet felt his breast expand, 

As ’neath her room he played his lute; 
But soon he felt her father’s hand, 
And also his big foot to boot!” 
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CHARTERED DIPLOMACY. 
IAGO (KrvuGzp). 


OTHELLO (CHarteRep Company), CASSIO (Ceci Ropes). 
OTHELLO.—“CECIL, I LOVE YOU; BUT NEVER MORE BE MANAGER OF MINE,” 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 4.) 
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Seedy Party.—‘‘ Um! they seem to be able to recover almost Country Party.—“ Umbrellas recovered! Fancy that, now! 
anything about here. I wonder if they could succeed in recover- I’ll just step inside and see if they can recover the one I left in 
ing my income!” the train when I came up to Lunnen a month ago!” 
= — = ama a reer ne Sa oo 














By THE Party ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—Helped the Duchess of Devonshire to open bazaar 


at Town Hall, Kensington. All to benefit fund for giving sick 
children a holiday. Ran down to Brighton also, where the 
Duchess’s ‘good man" was superintending reception and garden 
arty, all for the sake of Masonic Orphanage at Wood Green. 
ined with them in the evening in the same noble cause. Sup- 
ported the Prince and Princess of Wales at the Alvert Hall in the 
evening at the celebration of 30th anniversary of Dr. Barnardo’s 
Homes. Meantime, off to Clapham to help Mr. Robertson and 
Mrs. Pat Campbell lay foundation stone of Shakespeare Theatre. 


ANSWERING A THEATRICAL CALL, 


As, one by one, before our eyes, 
In “likely ’’ situation, 
The Drama's stately homes arise, 
They claim our admiration ; 
“— call upon us all to laud 
The way they build and map ’em, 
And so, to show them J applaud, 
I hurried down to Clap-‘e: 








Ne 


= — 








































































Thursday.—Spent a nice afternoon with the Duke of Teck at 
Botanic Gardens Reception. A great success. The sunshine, 
tempered with a delightfully cool breeze and the toilettes, made 
up a very bright and pleasurable meeting. The Duchess of Teck 
was the soul of affability, and her daughter was, with becoming 
modesty, similarly agreeable. ‘ Always glad to see Yun,’ was the 
former lady’s gracious remark. ‘‘ You circulate everywhere, and 
are invariably welcome.” ‘“ Much obliged to your Grace,’’I replied, 
making my best bow. Then the Duke took me into the Conserva- 
tory at the rear of the Royal dais, and—— 

Friday.—Down to Aberystwith. Grand weather. Grand sea. 
Told H.R.H. what to do, saw that the juvenile Gladstone held the 
train properly, prompted the G.O.M., and pegged into the luncheon 
with the best of them. Looked in at Holland House and con- 
gratulated the Countess of Ilchester upon the success of the garden 
— given to the grand darnes of the Primrose League. Here hun 
1ath sat, and here for ever dwell with Her, those pleasures that she 
sings so well. 

Saturday.—Went down to the Clyde (or is it up?) and saw the 
Britannia’s clever win. Dined with the Cobdenites—jubilee of 
Repeal of Corn Laws. More politics, but still very good dinner. 
One needn’t swallow the politics unless one chooses (or shall I say 
chew-ses ?). 

Monday.—Took a run to Edinburgh on the Great Northern 
Railway’s new Flying Scotchman. Tore myself away to dine with 
Conan Doyle at the Author’s Club. Set me thinking how to write 
successful novels. After all, it’s really 

VERY EASY. 
You take of characters a lot 
(A task in which I glory) 
And, after that, you get a plot 
And formulate your story ; 
Then next you get a lucid style 
In which to clearly tell it, 
And, when you've finished it, you smile 
And—then you go and sell it. 

Tuesday.—Went down to Egham to help the Duchess of Teck 
distribute prizes at Holloway College. 

THE SPOTTER. 
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| A. CrossGRaIn Borcuer, Esq., OF MuppLE Vitta, WEST MEDDLETON, GIVES HIS ATTENTION TO THE StuDy AND PRACTICE OF THE SCIENCE OF HYPNOTISM. 
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Botcher had found his prize at a bookstall, and secured it fora ‘‘mere song.’ He had carefully read the great work, in the train, on his 
“returning home. He made his first trialon the cat. An hourand a-halfof his “mistic passes,” and pussy was in a profound state of cat-alepsy 
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hell ‘‘ Now, Martha,” triumphantly cried the great Botcher, ‘‘1'm goiug to charm away your chronic neuralgia. What! you haven't 
got it now? Don’t tell me,madam. I will not be contradicted in my own house. ‘Take a seat, and I’ll make a few passes—thus—and 
va —thus—there, now!’’ N.B.—Mrs. Botcher had assumed an attitude and aspect of deep sleep. 
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And, for the first time in her life, Mrs. B. actually became obstinate and resentful, and would not come out of that sleep. The perplexed 
ack Sotcher put into practice all the knowledge, gleaned in a full half-hour’s study of the subject, in vain! His better half didn t mean to 
awaken from that death-like trance until she had given her inferior half a good fright! Hehadgotit,too. There is no knowing how the 
: affair would have terminated had not a servant suddenly entered the room with the statement that the mistress’s new dress had arrived. 
This ar cement acted like magic !—Botcher’s subject instantly came to! ! 
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A very strong little play is Major Raymond, 
produced at Terry’s ‘Theatre matinée on 
Thursday last. Mr. Philip Haward, the 
author, may be congratulated on a powerful 
central idea, and if his workmanship is at 
times rough and rugged, yet there can be 
no gainsaying the fact that his piece in- 
terested and amused. Major Raymond, after 
S a life of bickering with his wife, went out to 

AN 53 oY California, and was reported dead. After 20 
te “4” years he returns, to find that a son was born 
almost immediately after his departure. 
He does not know his boy, and the boy does not know his father. 
3ut the Major finds it necessary to unmask a certain young scape- 
grace who has stolen £500 and is about to let another man suffer 
for his crime. Just as,Major Raymond is on the point of 
pointing out the real culprit, he discovers that he is 
his son and takes the blame upon himself. It is a very strong 
situation, and the company made the most of it. Major Raymond 
was very excellently interpreted by Mr. W. L. Abingdon, Mr. G. 
Hippisley, Mr. Oswald Yorke, Miss Eva Moore, Miss Mary Raby, 


Miss Madge Ray, and others. 
GOSSAMER. 


Miss Iratia Conti displayed deep histrionic appreciation in her 
rendering of Aline in Her Father's Friend, a three-act romantic 
play by the Jate H. A. Rudall, which was performed on Monday at 
a matinée at the Savoy Theatre, kindly lent for the occasion by 
Mr. D’Oyly Carte. The artistes likewise generously gave their 
services in the cause, which was for the benefit of the widow and 
children of the late H. A. Rudall. The Pity of It, by Ian Robertson, 
preceded, and appeared to be of the calibre reflected by the society 
sketches in Black and White. Mr. Cyril Maude’s recitation was 
querulously humorous. 


The Grip of Iron (Mr. Arthur Shirley’s version of Les 
Etrangeleurs de Paris) bas taken up lodgings at the Princess's, 
I made my call on Monday in last week. The piece was being 
represented for the 5,035th time, so that it may be considered to 
have fairly justified its existence and earned a solid right to its 
buggestive title, 

The first act takes place in one Captain Guerin’s back garden, 
and I gathered, from the general conversation of the neighbour- 
hood, that the captain was oversleeping himself after a good day in 
the law courts. He'd landed some 500,000 francs, and had taken 
them to bed with him. The person with the grip, desiring these 
francs for bis own use, breaks into the captain’s bedroom (con- 
veniently situated on the ground floor), appropriates the money, 
and wags the captain about by the neck as one would wag the 
succulent rooster ere preparing bim for the table. The murderer 
escapes, and an ex-convict, previously punished for not doing 
anything, is promptly arrested for repeating the offence. 

Early in the second act the ex-convict’s sister (late servant maid 
to the late captain) makes the remarkable statement that she 
will ‘‘work night and day” to prove her brother’s innocence. 
And, needless to say, she is faithful to her order, and does nothing of 
the kind. In this act we discover that the “ gripper’ leads “a 
double life,’’ but I'm not quite sure whether he means that one 
side of him goes about strangling people while the other loves his 
only cheeild with a fierce intensity, or whether it is that one side of 
him isa melodramatic ruffian and the other a broadly humorous 
acrobatic mountebank. The act ends with the arrest of the 
gripper. 

The next act, a prison scene, in which the gripper gives the 
authorities and others a lively time, and the following one—a 




















convict ship at sea—where the gripper and the innocent one are 
both apparently expiating the same crime, show pretty clearly 
what a rollicking, jolly life a convict has. I may say that the 
knockabout business in this last scene is very skilfully done. The 
whole scene goes with a bang—particularly at the finish, when the 
ship blows up, and the gripper, the hero, and the comic man are 
rescued by a boat let down from heaven by two thick ropes. 

The piece ends with the usual retribution and restitution. It is 
well acted by a good working company, among whom Mr. Fred 
Powell, Mr. Charles East, Mr. Arthur E. Godfrey, Mr. Gus 
Wheatman, Mr. Andrew Liston, Miss F. Nelson, Miss Hast 
obertson, and Miss Frances Ruttledge are most prominent. 


The Jubilee performance of Mendelssolhn’s “ Elijah” at the 
Crystal Palace on the 27th ultimo was a splendid celebration. The 
choir, convened upon Handel Festival proportions, sang vigorously, 
and, but for a sudden change of time on the part of Mr. Manns which 
they failed to comprehend, their achievement would have been 
crowned with consummate accuracy. ‘ Blessed are the Men” and 
‘Thanks be to God” were about the best of the choral exemplica- 
tions. Mr. Santley (Elijah) appeared to sing stronger and clearer 
than I have ever heard him over a course of some 30 years. The 
fine, warm weather is undoubtedly vocally beneficial, and rids the 
larynx of that superfluous humidity occasionally so troublesome. To 
Mr. Santley fell the bulk of the singing. His principal achievement 
was “Is Not His Word,’ and an emphatic furore of applause 
followed. Miss Clara Butt’s rendering of ‘‘O, Rest in the Lord” 
was sweet and impressive. Madame Albani, both in tone and 
expression, was beautiful and satisfying. Madame Clara Samuel 
and Miss Jessie King ably collaborated. Mr. Edward Lloyd 
(Obadiah) gave all his solos faultlessly. Messrs. Kearton, Brereton, 
and Grice supported their parts with perfect integrity. Mr. Santley 
(Elijah) created some humour by disappearing, not, as the chorus 
were thundering, ‘“‘by a whirlwind,’ down the auditorium stairway 
celeritously, intent on business purposes. 

The Conceived, Designed, and Produced is still in the height of 
vigour. He hath attained unto the 200th performance of his 
GORGEOUS spectacle India. Of course, this Incarnation of all the 
Herculean Amazements deemed the occasion ripe for the con- 
ception and production of that modern stage monument, The 
Souvenir. Every visitor to the Empress Theatre, Earl’s Court, on 
the last day of flaming June was presented with a volume of 
waltzes, arranged from themes composed by THE AUTHOR, whose 
name is upon every hoarding, wall, and lip. The wheel of fortune 
revolves with its burden of thronging aspirants, eager for an all 
night sitting and the gift of a £5 note in the morning. The 
beautiful panorama, Rome, continues to charm, and the little boy 
who points out its beauties increases in precocity, if not in stature. 
The Jungle has not deteriorated, and its reverberating music is not 
inaudible. The shows, elephants, camels, natives, et hoc genus 
omne, are in the heyday of prosperity, and all proceeds merrily as 
the fabled marriage bell. 


The lady who jumps at conclusions, distanced 150ft, from the 
roof of the Royal Aquarium, is named Daisy. ‘A pretty and simple 
name, sir,” Dr. Johnson remarked, “ and signifies the Eye of Day.” 
— trusts the young lady’s performance will not conclude with a 
eap. 


The exhibition of paintings by Miss R. J. Leigh and Miss Mabel 
Young, at Mr. Edward Freeman’s Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, 
will be open free to the public from the 9th to 19th inst., between 
the hours of 10 a.m. and 7 p.m., and Sundays from 8 to 7 o’clock. 


A Merely Nominal Mistake. 


My father’s name is Ashby Wilkins. Mine was Ashby Wilkins. 
Mine is Ashby Telford-Wilkins, which sounds rather like a tense 
gone astray or disjointed tags from ‘English into French for 
Beginners,” but it is perfectly true. 

Pater was called to the bar by Skinner’s Inn early in the 
seventies, and retired from practice last year. I stepped into his 
shoes, which were worn chiefly at the Old Bailey. My candid 
friends said I would be a success, because the less law you know at 
the criminal bar the better. I got a fourth in law at Oxford, being 
shaky in specific performance (of my work). However, I digress. 
I was seated at my table at No. 4, Justinian Buildings, overlooking 
the Temple Gardens, one momentous morning in drear November— 
momentous because that day I was to cross the threshold and take 
my first step into the Old Bailey—and fame. 11-30a.m. Howl 
longed for it to come, when I should be on the brink of the forensic 
Rubicon. I was to cross it with the aid of my clients, two case- 
making postmen. They were jointly indicted for abstracting coin 
—to wit, two sovereigns—from a letter posted by some fatuous 
female, who had contravened the Post Office regulations by insert- 
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ing the said coinin the said——but my ingenious defence would 
electrify legal London. 

It was 10-30 a.m. I was rehearsing my speech for the defence 
with an eloquence as fervid as it was assumed, when my clerk 
tapped at the door. A few curt expletives, and he entered. 

‘“‘ Beg your pardon, sir, but there’s a yowng (emphasis on the 
adjective) lady with a letter of introduction who insists on seeing you.” 

Of all days, of all hours, to be interrupted in the rehearsal of 
fame and fortune! It was agonising. I thought of escape 
by the window, but it was barred. 

‘““Who is she? What is she? Where is she? How old 
is she?” I fumed at the abashed Griggs, who mumbled 
nothing but differential negatives. ‘Tell her I am robing,” 
I gasped, ‘‘and if she has a scintilla of modesty she will 
leave my chambers when she hears that. Go at once, Griggs, 
and——’’ It was too late. She had entered and bowed slightly. 

“Oh! Mr. Wilkins,” she began, ‘‘ I hope I am not disturbing 
you, because I know you barristers are such busy men.” 

Oh the satire—the hidden irony. I to be called ‘‘ busy *—I who 
had waited two years for the sinful postmen, and she glanced at 
me with laughing brown eyes which scorned the thickness of her 
spotted veil. She had an exquisite figure, and her trim fawn gown 
fitted her like a glove. 

‘“‘T have—er—brought you a letter of introduction from my aunt, 
Mrs. Applewick, of 17, Summer’s Hall, Oxford, who knew you when 
you were up at Bouncers,” she said volubly, ‘‘and I do want to go 
and be a governess or something.” 

‘‘T know Mrs. Applewick! Never heard of her,’ and I uncon- 
sciously resumed my speech. 

‘* Now, gentlemen of the jury 

‘‘T am afraid I am very troublesome,’’ she half pleaded. 

‘‘ Oh, pardon me, Miss—a—a ' 

‘* Telford,’’ she supplied. 

‘*T was forgetting myself; please excuse me.”’ 

I knew it was the nominal identity of father and son that was 
tracking me to my doom. She wanted the pater, and Mrs. Apple- 
wick had addressed the letter to Justinian Buildings instead of to 
21, Musgrave Square, W. 

‘* She said you had two dear little children, and she thought you 
might like me to teach them French and cycling.” 

lt was positively bewildering. Ia bachelor with matrimony as 
far from my thoughts as themoon. ‘ Really, madam,’ I stuttered, 
‘‘T haven't any ——.”’ 

“*Oh! don’t say you've got someone else to teach them, Mr. 
Wilkins, because I know—I feel they would get on so well with me. 
I am passionately fond of children.” 

And the pater had promised to come down to hear my peroration 
at 10-40; 10-55, and no signs of him. 

‘‘ Your lordship will understand,’ I said, distractedly—‘'I beg 
pardon—your ladyship—-Miss—a—a—tTelford, that you have made 
a mistake in coming tome. You ought to go and see——-.”’ 

‘* Ah!” she interposed, with a tremor in her voice, ‘‘I have been 
to so many scholastic agencies. I called at three before coming 
here, and they were so discouraging--said I would find service— 
(‘of writs?’ I said absently)—paid better.” 

She sat down in my armchair by the fire, and looked mournfully 
out on the bare and dripping twigs of the Temple trees. I thought 
I detected a moist glistening behind the veil. I felt a perfect 
brute ; but I was really beside myself. 11-10, no pater; and the 
Old Bailey at 11-30! 

‘They have irreproachable characters from the Postmaster- 
General, my lord,’’ 1 pleaded—I was about half-way through my 
speech. 

‘‘ Who have ?”’ she said, uneasily, turning her bedimmed eyes to 
me—‘‘ the scholastic agencies ?”’ 

‘‘Ten thousand pardons, Miss Telford,’’ I muttered, ‘‘Iam a 
most inattentive cad. You were saying something about scholastic 
agencies, but I want to explain that I don’t know Mrs, Applewick 
from Eve, I——”’ 


















































‘* But your name is Ashby Wilkins, isn’t it?” 

I had lost the power of speech and the thread of it— helpless as & 
liner that has snapped her shaft in mid ocean. ‘ Yes,” I said 
limply. 

‘‘Oh, then it’s all right,” she brightened up. ‘Of course, I 
expect you've already got a governess, only vou don’t wan’t to 
Say so.” 

‘‘ Your lordship pleases,’’ I gasped. 

‘Well, Mrs. Applewick said that you can perhaps give me some 
advice, because I decided if I couldn’t get a situation as governess 
I would like a secretaryship in Africa.”’ 

I knew it was the pater she wanted, and yet my tongue was tied. 
He had a great deal to do with South Africain his early days, at 
least, with its Privy Council cases, so I suppose Mrs. Applewick 
concluded he was au fait with the prospects for secretaries at the 
Cape in 1895. 

Poor girl, she was so pretty, too. Pity is the kinsman of love. 

“ As to Africa, what part is it you wish to go to?” I said, sympa- 
thetically, drawing my chair nearer to the fire, because—yes— 
because it was so cold. 

‘Well, I thought of the Gold Coast,’’ she said, toying with a 
furry animal which encircled her throat. Why wasn’t I a 
squirrel ? 

‘‘ According to the evidence of the letter sorters—I mean, er— 
the doctors, I think it would be fatal to entertain such an idea. 
It’s all very well for civil servants and Kroomen, but for a charm- 
ing girl—‘ situation,’ I corrected—you couldn’t do better than go 
to Cape Town.”’ 

‘But they’re all blacks there, aren't they?” she said with an 
innocent air that would make a Downing Street official shudder for 
weeks. 

‘Oh, no,” 
cyclists.”’ 

‘‘ Really,’ she exclaimed. 

I felt I must dispel the nominal mistake out of kindness to my-— 
visitor. What a cold world it seemed! She was kissing that lucky 
squirrel’s fur and tapping her dainty foot on the fender when 
I broke the ice. 

“Temper justice with mercy,’’ I began; “when I inform you 
that I have wilfully concealed material facts in this romantic 
case ’’——(I couldn’t rid myself of the Old Bailey style at any 
price.) 

‘You are making a speech,”’ she smiled. 

‘‘No,” I said, with a strange but true emotion in my voice, 
‘‘T'm not my father.” 

She tittered consumedly, and I’m sure I heard a faint echo from 
Griggs just outside my door. 

‘‘T don’t mean that,’’ I said hurriedly; ‘‘ the letter of introduction 
you have brought is for my father, not me.” 

She gave a little scream and got up from her chair. 

‘Oh, how stupid of me,” she said; ‘‘ but it was a natural mistake, 
wasn’t it? because Mrs. Applewick told me you—at least, your 
father—was clean shaven, with pince-nez. I must be going now 
—really, and—you have done just as well.” 


“ Just as wefl?’’ I regretfully queried, and I don’t know how it 
happened, but my arm changed places with the squirrel for a 
minute or so, and I forgot all about the Old Bailey and electrifying 
legal London, 

Twelve pealed from the Law Courts’ clock. 

‘‘Good gracious, Milly,’’ I said, ‘it’s all over with those poor 
postmen now, but I’ve won my first case in the Court of Love, 
yjaven’t I?” 

‘“ Yes,"’ she murmured, as I put her veil down, ‘‘ you must change 
your name, Ashby, because I should hate to have any other girl 
from Mrs. Applewick’s coming to your chambers and making a 
merely nominal mistake.” 

‘All right, Milly,” I said, ‘‘ on condition that you change yours.” 

And she has. 
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I said, ‘‘they’ve got the electric light and lady 
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(Change.) 

But I laugh out a merry Caramba, Caramba, 
And talk of the lovely Alhambra, Alhambra, j 
And other fine phrases 
That Cook’s tours and Gaze’s 

Have taught the bold tourist who roams on the cheap ; 
And I utter a fierce Santiago-tiago, 
And fib like the naughty Iago, Iago. 
And tell every donna, 
That ‘‘ weally, ’pon honour, 

I’m so madly in love that I never can sleep.” 
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As I walk along the Plaza, don’t you know, 
With sombrero and gay mantilla, 

The hidalgo’s curse and fume in manner so (action), 
Serenely I puff my manila. 







By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 
Sir Wituiam Harcovnt is “ pro- 


‘ ” 
fr nenaniie _— yong = i Should a husband catch me with his wife, well, then, 
; : . : I bravely tap my bright Toledo; 
Spe — oe! 7 ws 4 PE Rape ‘the But, unless he is the tiniest of men, 
Irieh ar ‘Oh si William! re I gracefully his wife concede. Oh 
ats arty. } . : dent f I can wait until the stars come out once more, 
jected of Derby! And a descendent o For women are so very cilly ; 
the Plantagenets, too! No bolts nor bars can stay the matador, 
‘ A, x Though he may hail from Piccadilly, 


, : REFRAIN (as before). 
Any Government Bill arouses Sir 
William’s ire. In fact, Bill Harcourt Though I wave my sash in manner quite the thing, 
° ’ ° oo  dicbieed eens: * 
is getting positively Bill-ious. Meme- And swagger in style very thrilling, 
nuete Bill Sykes need hardly say I keep clear of the ring, 
g *Tis only in my looks I’m “ killing.” 
Though I thrust and feint in most imposing way, 





7 | The bull I never cease from respecting, 
The “jaw-breaking”’ wife seems to be a literal fact, and not I’ve no wish he should his prodding pow’rs display 
merely ametaphor. I read that Dr. H. E. Hildebrand, of Chicago, By my anatomy dissecting. 
has reported the strange case of a French woman who suffered 4 I prefer a dark-eyed girl to serenade, 


And fascinate her, willy-nilly, 
Till she smiles on me—this ardent Spanish maid, 
On the matador from Piccadilly. 


double dislocation of the jaw while scolding her husband, and he 
refers to another instance of the same kind which came under his 
notice. Dr. Pancoast, too, of Philadelphia, has had under his care 








“a nagging woman, who, in scolding her husband, threw her jaw REFRAIN (as before), 
out of place.” Her jaw is out of joint. set Sactimemedenemeieemieaeesne eta antaabetenennnacaienianiai ee ee eR 
* mr ” 


As Advertised! 


Excruciated Patient.—‘‘ Confound your bungling, sir! You've 
nearly pulled the roof of my mouth out. What the hemidemi- 


I'm the latest craze in beautiful Madrid, semiquaver do you mean by advertising that you extract teeth 
The matador from Piccadilly, painlessly 9» 


Though a great success, I must confess I did ; ? . 
At first feel just a little silly. Phlegmatic Dentist.—“ Fact, sir, I assure you. I’ve extracted 
several thousands, and I’ve done the job without pain every time. 


If in London you have gone too fast a pace, “ ; : , 
And duns in awkward number sue you, Give you my word I’ve never felt the slightest twinge! ”’ 


Take the train to Spain, it is a charming place, 
Your creditors will not pursue you. 

If you wish to have a time that’s very gay, . — 
And maiden hearts you wish to capture, To Forgive, Divine. 

Why, then, “ matador’s ” the only game to play, 
They'll whisper words of love that will enrapture. 


“FUN” LYRICS, (No. 82.) 


THe PiccaprLty MATADOR. 
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Contrite Wooer.—* Won’t you forgive me, darling?” 
Girton Girl.— ‘On no consideration !”’ 
REFRAIN :— Contrite Wooer.—‘‘ Oh, why are you so obdurate? You see how 
penitent I am; how sorry that I have offended you; how very, 
very anxious —— 

Girton Girl.—‘ True, sir, true. But I am merely a human 


being. Do you imagine I would be presumptuous enough to usurp 
the prerogative of divinity ?”’ 


(To the “ Toreador” song in “* Carmen,” 


Toreador, I love thee, 
Thee I adore, Toreador, 
The window is locked, but here is the key, 
I'll watch for thee, Toreador. 














LINCOLN ALBUM. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPorT. 


Wednesday.—Gorgeous day and gorgeous breeze down at Harrow. 
Was there with Sir “Villiam Harcourt, the poet Austin, the 
dramatist Gilbert, and many other of my equals, and heard the 
boys recite and generally show that ‘‘ Old England is Old England 
still,"’ and is likely to continue so in the next generation. Mr. 
Medd did a record thing in prize-taking. There was also a smart 
bit of Latin verse commemorating the triumph of cricket over 
Kruger in the Transvaal. Coming back in the train read much 
about the usual ‘‘ narrow escapes’’ of people who didn’t travel by 
the ill-fated Drummond Castle. When you come to think of it, 
and put it that way, what a lot of us have had narrow escapes. 

SHEER LUCK. 

When parties, prideful of escape, 
Delightfully expatiate ; 

And with their gush of eerie shape 
The wonder-mongers satiate ; 

To study my astounding case 
They’re freely recommended to— 

Upon that ship J took no place, 
And never had intended to! 

Thursday.—Got up as a “jubilee nurse,” and went down with 
the rest of them to Windsor. Her Most Gracious saw through my 
disguise at once, and was pleased to consider it a good joke. Called 
me to her side for the ceremony. Very pretty meeting, I thought 
—the meeting of our good and kind-hearted Queen with some of 
the kindest-hearted and most nobly self-sacrificing of her subjects. 

Went afterwards to see the boys—the Oxford and Cambridge 
boys—at cricket. A good show they made, too. Barnup’s innings 
an ‘“‘Al-er.” W.G. Grace, jun., sustained the family prestige with 
a ‘duck ’”’ in the first innings. 

Off to the Caledonian Ball at the Metropole. Fancy dress ball 
went in my levee uniform as a general officer of Fun. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be retu 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Friday.—Jolly day at Sandringham. H.R.H. selling his short- 
horns, as per annual custom. Some nice beasts, but didn't bother 
them much. Had H.R.H. @ game or two tennis, after which 
umbrageous shade and iced—sherbert (I think). Back in time 
for more Oxford and Cambridge cricket. Some trouble about the 
‘* follow on ”’ business. 

Saturday.—‘‘ Took over”’ to Paris. Nice and breezy over the 
Channel. Also nice and breezy on the International Bicycle 

tacing Ground. Bicycling Grand Prix to the fore. Englishman 
said to ‘‘ look like winning.’’ French girls decidedly so. Toilettes 
ad lib. Oh! “ Le luxe effréné de jeunes dames!" Especially les 
jeunes dames of beautiful France! 

Rather a ‘foreign’? day altogether. Americans in Hyde Park 
giving a driving show. The main idea of the American dviver is to 
‘* pet there,’’ seemingly. 

A FLYER. 
The driver of the Prairie 
(That’s metaphor, you know) 
Will knuckle down to “‘ nary’”’ 
Thought of ** going slow.” 
He wouldn’t give a thank’ee 
Unless like wind he sped, 
He wouldn’t be a Yankee 
Who didn’t “‘ go ahead.’ 
Splendid finish to the Oxford and Cambridge match. Glorious 
victory for the Dark Blues. 

Monday.—Down to the Albert Hall, assisting the Marchioness 
of Lansdowne to open an Exhibition of Indian Arts and 
Industries, brought together with much industry and arranged 
with much art. Called on Sir Hercules Robinson (that was) and 
congratulated him on being made a peer. Also on being better in 
health. He said he wouldn’t boast about that, however. 

Tuesday.—Down to Henley early (and often). Don’t care for 
anything else. On somebody’s lawn, or launch, or houseboat all 
the time. Delightful! Splendid! Don’t I pity you other fellows 
tied to town. 

REFRESHING. 
No town delights I care to con, 
I scorn its crude ambitions, 
I care not what is going on 
Among your politicians ; 
No social crushes prove a draw, 
At pictures I’m no gazer, 
I've donned my river-going straw, 
My flannels, and my blazer, 
‘* Theatricals ’’ may go to pot, 
From Jenny Lind to Penley, 
And music halls—I heed them not, 
I’m staying down at Henley. 
THE Sporrer. 
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Mistress.—‘‘ This cask of ale seems to have gone very 
quick, Jane!” 

“ That Gal.”—It’s all along o’ the ’ot weather, mum, 
everythink liquid goes ; it’s the same with the milk. Even 
the last bottle o’ mushroom ketchup went in the same 
way.” 











AWFUL EFFECT OF THE Hot WEATHER. 


Party (a trifle mixed).—“ Waiter bring me ‘nother (hic) 
go of unsweetened peas ! !"’ 
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SYMPATHY, 


Old Lady (determined to see after these things herself).— 
“ Your milk seems very thin, milkman!” 

Milkman (equal to the occasion).—‘* And well it may be, 
mum; it’s the cows, poor things, ’bliged to drink sich a lot o’ 
water this ’ot weather!” (Case won.) 





E1aHT Hours at THE SEA-SIDE. 
Ethel Maud Mabel ’Arriet.— Straight, ’Arry, it’s fair ’ot, 
no mistake.” 
Albert 'Arry (improving the occasion).—“’Ot! ’Ot ain’t 
the word for it. But it’s nuffin’ ter wot’s a-burnin’ in this 


‘ere buzzim—an’ all fer the love o’ you.” 
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Made-up. 


Miss Wigtooth.— I am what is called 
@ ‘New Woman,’ you know, Mr. Sar- 
kastick.”’ 

Mr. Sarkastick.—“ Yes, I’ve noticed 
that your teeth and hair are pretty 
new!” 








Off. 


Miss Naggle.—* Asit is Leap Year, Mr. 
Kene, I am privileged to ask you if you 
will marry me? ’’ 

Mr. Kene.—* No, thank you, Miss 
Naggle, you’re too much of a Tartar. 
Ta-ta!” 


———— 








Oh, Dear! 
“ THOUGH lost to sight, to memory deer.” 
He sighed, as at @ stag he shot, 
And found it quickly disappear— 
He’d missed a shot that’s known as 
“pot.” 


Complimentary. 


He showed his photo to a maid, 
Who looked at it, then coolly said: 
‘‘ How strange is photographic Art! 
Why, here’s a donkey in acart (e)!”’ 


Valueless, Indeed! 


Two men were quarrelling, and one 
said angrily to the other :— 

‘‘Pooh ! Who do you think you are ? 
Why, you’re not worth tuppence!”’ 

“As to you,” retorted the other, 
“you’re not worth a match after it has 
been struck! ”’ 


= Sa —= 





a 


A Romance on Wheels. 


ApoLtpHus Duparry and Algernon Gray 

Were typical cyclists in every way ; 

And both were in love, I would have you to know, 
With Mary Maud Millicent Margaret Roe. 


Dubarry, at once I had better remark, 

Performed on a safety in Battersea Park ; 

While Gray, more ambitious, would records attack, 
Triumphantly scorching to Brighton and back. 


The style of Dubarry was noted for grace, 

While Gray cared for nothing but records and pace ; 
sut both of them wanted their mettle to show 

To Mary Maud Millicent Margaret Roe. 


Miss Roe favoured each of her suitors in turn— 
To cycle she’d always been anxious to learn— 

‘* Gray’s pace is superb!" she would often remark, 
“ But Dubarry could take me to Battersea Park,”’ 


She bought a machine, and she practised away, 
Assisted by Messrs. Dubany and Gray ; 

To instruct a young lady one suitor will do, 
But it’s nicer and very much safer with two. 


When a lesson was ended, each lover essayed 
With fancy manceuvres to dazzle the maid ; 
And often Miss Mary would flush with delight 
As Gray on his bicycle faded from sight. 


“ There he goes,” she would cry, ‘‘ what a marvellous pace !”’ 
While a smile would illumine Adolphus’s face 

As he muttered, “‘ Young Algernon thinks me a flat, 

But I know a trick worth a dozen of that.” 






















































SNOB-SNUBBING. 


APPROPRIATE AUTHOR.—‘ Dredge on Mrs. Snobson.— Mrs. Gawkev i traordi aan ~— 
tas thames” (umes tesian iileoes nine ee ya y is an extraordinary person; and they say she rose from 
Bridges from the Tower to the Source.) Lady Horteur.—‘ To nearly six feet high. Extraordinary indeed.”’ 


Her duplicity soon was the theme of remark, 

She would go with Dubarry to Battersea Park ; 
And then, with young Gray, all the records attack, 
Triumphantly scorching to Brighton and back. 


In the park with Dubarry she cycled one day, 

When who should accost her but Algernon Gray ; 
Gray scoffed at Dubarry’s astonishing ‘‘ grace,”’ 

And laughed at his “ airs,” and he dared him to race. 


The blood of Adolphus grew hot in his veins, 

He stroked his good safety and gave it the reins ; 
Off they flew, disregarding a p’liceman's remark, 
That he couldn’t have scorching in Battersea Park. 


The dock of a p’lice court was honoured next day 
By Adolphus Dubarry and Algernon Gray ; 

At the magistrate’s side—’twas the bitterest blow- 
Sat Mary Maud Millicent Margaret Roe. 


Their excuses were vain, and, of course, they were fined, 
While the magistrate gave them a “ bit of his mind ’’; 
And Miss Roe says she felt quite deserted and lonely 
When they left by the exit marked ‘‘ Prisoners only.” 


Her favour those scorchers could never regain ; 

She said that to cycle for pleasure was vain. 

That to cycle “‘ for others ’’ a maiden should learn— 
In fact, her thoughts took quite a serious turn. 


Adolphus Dubarry and Algernon Gray 

Their hopes of Miss Roe having cycled away, 

That lady—and wisely, the neighbourhood thinks— 
Gave her hand to the Rev’rend Septimus Binks, 


She wheels not to Brighton or Battersea Park ; 

She's a clergyman’s wife she will often remark ; 

As such Mrs. Septimus certainly acts 

When the spins through the parish distributing tracts, 






































Tripper.—‘* Can y’ tell’s of any place where we can git a glass o’ beer?” 


























AT HUNSTANTON. 








Resident.—“ Well, Sir, I dessay as you an’ me moight be able fur to foind one, together loike!”’ 





Muzzled ! 

Rovse the Lion ’gainst the foe! 
Though the school of milk and water 
Prate of Peace amid the slaughter, 

Loose his jaws and let him go! 

Ancient fires in him glow ; 

He is no enfeebled giant, 

Courage high and muscles pliant, 

Dauntless he and self-reliant. 
Stand aside there, let him go! 


Let the recreant traitor rave ! 
What to him is Britain’s story ? 
Dead to honour, dead to glory! 
Half a fool and half a knave. 
Britannia, you’ve a name to save, 
Up; the time has come for action 
When a philanthropic faction 
Drives forbearance to distraction— 
Up, and let your banners wave! 


Loose the Lion, let it spring 
At the foes who gather round him, 
Bound and muzzled they have found 
him, 
Now the muzzle from him fling. 
Loose the Lion, let him spring, 
With a roar that rivals thunder, 
Let him tear their ranks asunder, 
While the friendly nations wonder 
With a whispered murmuring. 


** Brother man ! ’’—we know the style— 
Let the fierce and brutal savage— 
Noble brother!—murder ravage, 

Simple brother—free from guile! ’’— 

Cant on cant we hear them pile :— 












~~ _ - —_——— 


‘‘ Let the unenlightened nigger 

Hurl the spear and pull the trigger, 

Let the ‘ friendly nations’ snigger, 
Let the Lion sleep a while! ”’ 


Loose the Lion, let him crash 
On his foes with might and passion, 
Rend them in the ancient fashion. 
Kindly treatment ?—Kindly trash ! 
Fondle adders ?—Balderdash ! 
Strike, and strike without cessation, 
Strike, and build another nation ! 
’Spite the faddist’s exclamation :— 
‘ Pray be gentle! Don’t be rash! 


We have waited far too long! 
Seen our flag despised and flaunted ! 
Heard decried our prestige vaunted ! 
Suffered insult, borne with wrong! 
Silenced by a noisy throng. 
Now, our honour touched too nearly, 
Makes us see again, too clearly, 
Peace may oft be bought too dearly. 
Rise, Britannia, and be strong ! 


Loose the Lion, bid him speed, 
With a righteous anger eager, 
’Gainst both rebel and intriguer. 

Kindness is a broken reed ; 

Sturdy strength is what we need. 
Overhead the war clouds lower, 
Nearer draws a darker hour, 
Rise, Britannia, in your power, 

Rise, and let the nations heed. 


What have we to do with peace ? 
Closer, closer, foes surround us. 
Yielding they for long have found us. 
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They have seen our wealth increase, 
Known our sturdy threat'’nings cease. 
They are growing daily bolder, , 
March they shoulder touching 
shoulder, 
Deep their angry envies smoulder! 
What have we to do with peace ? 


Rouse the Lion ’gainst the foe! 

Far too long have we been humble ; 

Though all Little England grumble 
Loose his jaws and let him go! 
Ancient fires in him glow, 

He isno enfeebled giant ; 

Courage high and muscles pliant, 

Dauntless he and self-reliant— 
Stand aside there, let him go! 





So Cold. 


I r1kz the flavour very much 

Of ice cream, but when it does touch 
My tongue, quite paralysed I seem 
At first, and afterwards ice cream ! 








Only Meet. 


‘“SINCE you've been courting my 
daughter, young man,” said the old 
gentleman, severely, ‘‘ I find my gas biil 
has considerably increased.” 

‘* Perhaps it is the fault of the meter, 
sir,” suggested the young man timidly. 

“ Yes, it is,”’ agreed the old gentleman. 
‘‘You’re the meeter, and you meet her 
too often !”’ 
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UNMUZZLE! 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 14.) 
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Barely Civil. 
Mr. Baldun (to hairdresser ).—** Have 
you got a good dressing for the hair?” 
Hairdresser.—** Excuse me, sir, but I 
think you are more in want of a dressing 
for the head—yours looks very naked !” 














“Oh, What a Differencein | 
the Morning!’ | 

Mr. Boozer (to hatter).—‘‘ This hatis a | 

size too large for me.”’ | 
Hatter (who knows him, facetwusly).— | 
“You willfindthatit will fit youallright | 

in the morning, sir!”’ | 
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ight-h 





er, ° ~ » TXT 4? 
+s a n< - + + 
w¥ife (wm Oe om goon. vynats ta u 
{ rT ? 4] Saw tn 
= = sliavea Lara’a ower! 
noise! il bDeleve tnoeres @& Ourgciar in 
} ’ 
thc non 
the n 4SC . } 
rer . , 7 ; , | 
’ a a) 7 ’ 7 ‘ r’a ata a | 
Husband (a coward).—“ It’s on—only | 
S) % 2 ] 
; ae | 
tne ca-—cat. 
TY? . rT 7 7 ; 
7 7 AA i Fr Sad = ~ - 
Wie.” DUG LVUB 44icic Ss >) simniliy ; 
“ hal od | 
1) Jar t a q- yY 
wae ew vi ww el 5 
ry a J a & r. ‘ 
+--+ L Ja ¥ 7 vw 
7 
a ars T 1 
— =2* ~ ~aa = a oe / & 
- 
———4 
N S) 
What ext! 
r a rT? ? or . } . 
t - + ar —— 
Y ante a S Aid J . BW. UM 
. “al + - . 
+2 a 1; + | wt 
f > at LrOUL ci 
= P ; 16 T . 
y y prererre ifs. LOMeEINS 
q rr . . = j 
. ] L ae | > 
LU bis SULUrSet, - -) i 
; 
- L, rs if — . +A 
vy’ way viic avaus ~ ’ wae JS YU vy 
£ £ 
see— 
oo ae a eee ee 
vyanted, rooms 1n & iarmnouse nexr 
nt , ~ ; “ : 
Lo wwe ree . s nrat 2 
Charing Cross. Seven Vials preferred. 
5 
‘sé Wrantsoar aglatialanarr anrta T) TT] 7? 
Y¥ anted, P@lact alapart nents. JFu Rs 
Lane for preference.”’ 
aaGin a‘ Pp aC iciuv . 
— a <i Od tr 
Qa - vy ingtaoines: na ‘ 5” 
vyvan ted ura: iodagings near VY Gue- 
, 
‘) 
J 





ping or Deptford; pleasant ou 
tannery or soap works preferred.” 
< - ; 
rr... = 1] - a J See ce | 
Vo not cal tne adove suggestions j 
. 7 | 
extravagant after that quoted from the 


r " 
J (400th, 
Fred (tne P 


Gamnee anol @ as in arms exer tines Tod 
relawney, aged 3, wp im arms ever since Lor 
? 


Sea (A)Sides from Newquay. Creag Tregs 








eal 
- — ~ 
aaa ss a= tf aft ca uke + 1299 POA sh . 
* ann Russell deprived him of his vote in 1332—crying shame. 
I tt P v1; aire if wean don’ , n - he a a eae = *= coe .. z ‘ ] 
F YO a are Dn ot & millionaire, if you don t own & yacnt or a Newquay possesses several peecnes —all extremely vponlar. Sea 
igu by tive r rik ) nine attr v + « 2 nt tha 6 naccin tah nm : | 2% 1 } } ; s Ait 
ngur(ejative bank a = © out are of tne passing ricn on extremely blue—blue surges on the Atlantic, and ditto on the 
£40 a year’ type, try Newquay for unadulterated pleasure and visitors. Cliffs honeycombed vere and there with smugglers’ caves, e.g 
int ry r rp , t ’ + arypna (hh + hlana nvnftac T ot maaan > nA alevy)_ mnomer | 
wy Lis5 € - A A ‘e ct "hae zi. > - A “AY LiISUULIIC!L, 
y ¢ + " + . * oat + ~ ; 
SOIAD , & , : & good thing lently—r ristened them D. T. caverns (a certain London 
aw it. 7 r r fr nt ar r 4 = T+ - , " - b | 
 * sper, pleas ( It would not itting for me to give more 
rr) & r ; . - . , i 
_ £ - 40 2 1G 4 . iauG Suako a) u sing Lal an< 
és —_ « «= . . sf " 
tir t 4! ahy 4 y r ; J a 4, . e OY + ++ ~ ~ - y santin 4{antnrsr . - \Tathar 
1 r + o _ +: - 2m Til ch aw uJ Vlliesc A2 ttii vir AAC UVULCS A ~LAYVULITL 
livia + . “? > . " . 
@iiusion meant) and ne jandiadies ‘ t rass . { ™ a ani ‘aa See anotkets lias de S dn Wake 
’ . P 4 s VSO £210 VGLVUI Vail Guu ~UNDULIl SUL auc - vuc a2YULuli 
" . ‘ y = al 4 . r = . . 
do the (7erm a0 > A ahead rt inate! ¥ A. id Ax tne iv man { oT T+ AY)T "eu . af y FF | a 7 2sIna.re a7 7} 2NHryrTinae 
7 7 ‘ ‘ - bid i JS & i Bh 2is & s sui a AL u aii SVOLULU “4 
7%; ¢ re + , + = @ . . es Ss ae ae ; ~ “ ae } £ 5 
ran Chea} S645 1U6 Tit vO ( roWali 420d LCa VWe@eck-@€nad monk » mea C+ faxymsAa a KrAmantin +tan > t tor 
P ‘ A , 415 J iL BB AAR LLL GUA F - i Ld - « A ae GURY CULL + i 
. r “ : ; > “ . ‘+ ™ . -~T 1 
returns at reduced rates, the natives never. oh! never “ went nstructions ¢ PU: Be Delete Bor remainder f thie 
: a) en oe pomwd nf * an , “ : _Anstruction C printer: Le ___ FO! rem aér or this 
over to home, Decause they lid not wisn to CTOSS [ne uninteresting varr spqQ 6 Guide to Newauay.’’ from which y) 
806 “d' ve gé a? ‘ ag +} ar sing in udd Or Dan rT . wy ld ssn - eh he J sty -“ : A As nd a —~ 44ays Js 424 isd vv v 
wy 1c : s twney sin I puUadaigjore. an ienc u fs literal c her litt rt, “1. | 
' gr yee. ed a P f ——— ats a 5 a literal, or rather littoral, extract.— Ep. 
reve. in wAWeWOUAY. rmvery body seems extremely ousy doing 
noth ng in artic le nA doi wséste »amatl aml at E . = a a ted & ——- => 
Vil Deg i i LICUIBr, ana ¢ ing 16 Very Well, wherein they are ably 


assisted by yours truly. Harbour is very old—built in days of In Aid of Guy’s Hospital 


good Queen Bess (we are indebted for this interesting information 
an excellent little —— {No names, please.—Ep.} -by some notedC_.E. THE international exhibition of manufactures, applian 
of the period. It is a great pla(i)ce for pilchards. “ Will you walk inventions for the saving of life was inaugurated on Thi 
into our harbour, said the sailor to the pilchard?” But the latter 9th inst., at the Central Hall, Holborn, in aid of the C 
— to be open and remains outside. Funny things those te-endowment Fund. In the category of food and 
luers'’ towers built on the cliffs, whence the fishers found numerous carnal extracts for building tp the physique 
watch for the fickl pilchards. ‘ Huers of water who wou ‘d vs preparations o coa and waters for obviating rheumatism 


} 
4 


w 
6 
fu 





’ 
0 g 
} £ UT ~ 1} ; = ie = 
ae i? 4 ‘ y varr ' no - ~ w+ ! , . — id d + ~ ws P sta ~~ + [Aa 2 A i 
B0uUnd ike & | vero, I né i Sir. Gr-nt li-ns novels. anc id ag 2 Saving life at sea, there are models of marine 
’ -_ f . , . ‘ " . , . . .* . . 
C 6s f & itlisite ne ity vYervwhnersa seg)? ] tt salir ve rieme I mne tn omwvea a a thc x . —— ee Pe 
ave f exquisit cauty everywhere, nolow, holiow, mecnanisms. Lamps to give light, rather than promote needless 
, ’ . - s - al .% 
hol’ow it litt shout the hnere (hol \ ah } ronfiegrations oc ¢ An ¢ , ee 
OnOW. Ditto, ditt nout the nuers (holloa) when the confiagrations, claim notice. An exhaustive prograr 1e of music is 
‘hard th annear wall ia « candies dell Cement } daily . al toes aC = T = c 
cog 4 GOURD appeal! COIMWaAli is & county of Peer-less beauty— ally performed by the Cosmopolitan Ladies’ Orchestra and well- 
~<y ’ ron ot } ive . 4 r T > 7 tate rT} = 4 ~) ?. =e . . . } 
’ pearcon, org Ords Magecumode and Faimouth. Kan, or known artistes, ine exnidition will be open until the 18th inst., i 
ratné e ; - ° ats + . 4 a ana iti } - 7 that ¢ ’ =— 4 an as P .. 9 “i | 
2 = . . 4 io sce _" rivy i miss AU 1 LLU PU VUGs & AUAivL BUI ri Wlll Materia vy I anit. f > 
































No. 11. 
» West MEDDLETON, aND HIs Bruit Pup. 


A 


—_- 


7TT 


CUDDLE VI 


FUN. 


i» OF 


THE HANDY MAN 


A. Crosscrars Borcrer, Esa 





JcLy 14, 1896. 

















1896. 
[ave 
> 
ot I 
sing 
d ! 7? 











\ \\ » \ \ \ . 
\f Wik ‘\ NN 
\ \ WY \ 4 
AW 


Wee NF \ 
A i \ 
ee ra 


((, * 





M7 











\ \\n \ | } 
\ \\ el \\ 
i \) 
V\' \ f! 7) 
Wil af 


\ \\ . 











- 


and, 
“ The 


thor. 





Au 








the hypnotist 
1 will be 


ch 


ldfast of its chain 


ho 
wh 


‘ 


* protested the eminent 


er’s inexpressibles ; 


, 





’ 
4 


I 
er garments, 


ne th 





* 
. 








tr 
‘ 





o, Mar 





ea 


4 





me 








. 





»t 





i€ 


, 





sO pray 





ladruped ; 





sed 








ral 


s 












WAS AI 


z 








nat 


at R 


an 






. 























oO ee b> 9 °° m @ ret 

eo sb Oia dog |) 
vdos an ow” oO 
at hClCO TG . pe~ | 





ct 


and 
the 
ital 


ut 











18 HUN. 


Juty 14, 1896. 


























THE Newsky-Roussotines—don’t start, they 
are not dangerous, in spite of their name— 
are a troupe of Russian singers and dancers 
now singing and dancing at the Alhambra, 
and very vivacious and entertaining they are. 
Although they dance almost as much with 
their elbows as with their legs, they are very 
graceful, and with this grace is an animation 
and a wealth of animal spirits that are 
x positively infectious. Their singing, too, 18 
> Pemont, marked by the same joyfulness and vigour, 
which, moreover, do not detract from its rausical nature. 
Altogether, the Newsky What-you-may-call-’ems are a turn of 
which the Alhambra may well be proud. 
In addition to these newcomers, the Alhambra has a very fine 
and extensive programme, including Blue Leard and Donnybrook, 
and many variety ‘‘ turns’’ of more or less excellence. 


The Empire is never second to anywhere, and there has just 
been added to its appetising bill of fair ladies, the Sisters Abbatt, 
a@ couple of most charming and dainty instrumental and vocal 
duettists from the ‘‘other side’’—not of Leicester Square, but the 
ocean; not the Alhambra, but the Atlantic. The Sisters Abbatt 
differ from their music-hall conswwrs, inasmuch as they are 
distinctly ladies—every action and movement, every inflection of 
the voice, brings this interesting fact to light. They play deliciously 
on the mandoline and sing very charmingly indeed. ‘The rest of 
the Empire programme is immense. 


The Palace, too, has an exceptionally bright programme just 
now, and nearly all the turns are exclusive engagements, of which 
Mr. Charles Morton very wisely makes a speciality. Miss Anna 
Heldisa decided “ draw,’’ that is to say, the ladyis a thorough artist. 
Miss Marguerite Cornille is the young debutante of Drury Lane 
pantomime who made a hit as the French Ambassador. Miss 
Cornille is of Anglo-French extraction, and extracts the good 
qualities from both countries. Shesingsas daintily in one language 
as in the other, and her manner has a Gallic chic and an English 
modesty that form an altogether admirable blend and an excellent 
substitute for café chantant naughtiness and music-hall blatancy. 
Miss Kate James, whom we are all very glad to see at work again 
after her illness, is a thorough little artist, with a voice many 
degrees superior to the average variety ‘‘serio-comic.’’ Add to 
these La Belle Rose, Gus Elen, and the Tableaux Vivants, and 
you will understand what an enjoyable evening can be spent at the 
Palace. 


* 
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The long expected Little Genius has arrived at last, and proved 
himself to be a very promising youth indeed. If he did not quite 
fulfil all expectations on the first night at the Shaftesbury, he, at 
any rate, gave ample proof that he will very shortly become a very 
lively young person indeed. 
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Quite why Paola becomes Paolo, why the young lady is turned 
into a boy, I cannot honestly tell, although I was there from the 
rise of the.curtain to its fall. I do not see why she could not have 
been a feminine infant prodigy instead of a masculine one. The great 
reason was, I expect, that otherwise, the charming Viennese actress, 
Miss Annie Dirkens, would not have been able to appear in knicker- 
bockers—and then, I guess, the raison d’ctre of the play would have 
been destroyed. Miss Dirkens is very charming indeed, and other 
characters are excellently played by Miss Maggie Roberts. Mr. E. J. 
Lonnen, Mr. Arthur Williams, Mr. Cheeseman, Mr. Cecil Law- 
rence, Miss Kate Phillips, and Mr. Harrison Brockbank. The 
libretto is by the late Sir Augustus Harris and Mr. Arthur Sturgess, 
the music by Herr Eugen von Taund and Mr. James M. Glover, 


the latter conducted spiritedly. 
GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Charles Warner commenced a twelve nights’ engagement at 
the Princess’s Theatre on Monday with his marvellously realistic 
performance of Coupeau in Drink. Seventeen years ago Mr. 
Warner, in the same play, drew all London to the Princess’s, and, 
doubtless, all teetotal and medical men will again, together with 
the public, be wending their way to Oxford Street to see Mr. 
Warner’s powerful representation of delirium tremens. 


Independence Day at the Crystal Palace was celebrated with 
marked efficiency. The great rose show was a splendid adjunct 
thereto. The chief prizes in this branch of floriculture were 
awarded to Cant, who maintains the Prior position. Whereis our 
old friend Paul, who used to take pre-eminence with his gigantic 
epecimens? Has his hand lost its cunning? Many were disap- 
pointed at the lack of punctuality observed by the organist in the 
performance of his evening recital upon the Handel organ, the 
finest in the kingdom. He commenced twenty minutes late and 
skipped two pieces, an omission too glaring to be silently tolerated. 

The grand display of fireworks was indeed grand, and the speciai 
device, emblematic of Independence Day, an allegory surmounting 
E Pluribus Unum, was a splendid pyrotechnical achievement. 


Fun in Fragments. 


MACKENZIE must have martial instincts. He has often been 
heard to say, while smoking a briar root pipe, that he loves a clay- 
more. 

When tobacco was first introduced into England, it is probable 
that its consumers used it for Raleigh-ing their spirits. 


Question : ‘‘ Was Fair Rosamond surprised by Queen Eleanor’s 
visit?’’ Answer: ‘ Yes, she was in a-maze!”’ 


Seeing that the poor body-servant is generally made the butt of 
master’s ill-humour, we might well alter the old proverb and say 
that, now and then, ‘every man is a Nero to his valet! ’’ 


‘“‘ The battle is not to the strong!’’ as little Bill Sikes said when 
the door of the massive safe flew open after a determined struggle 
of two hours and fifty-five minutes. 


‘“ What the deuce do people mean by saying ‘ safe as a bank?’ ”’ 
howled Fizziman when the bank suddenly subsided and hurled 
him neck-and-heels-and-crop into the river. 


Jinks boasts a good deal about the fire of genius burning within 
him ; but we notice that he clamours loudest of anybody for a foot- 
warmer when going on a railway journey. 


Hit the Right Nail on the Head. 
First Man.—* Is Scraper a hard worker, do you know ?” 


Second Ditto.—“ Of course he is. He's a dentist and manicure, 
and always goes at his business tooth-and-nail !”’ 


DISINFECTANTS, 
FLUID, POWDER, 
AND SOAPS. 
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Under ‘“ Answers to Correspondents’’ a contemporary has the 
irned name Rosemary. Naturally feeling interested in such a poetic 
n the being you read his ‘* answer "’ :-— 
have “Dr. Goode will soon reduce your superfluous flesh and also 
great cure your red nose {”" 
tress, Alas! what’s in a name ? 
cker- A young friend of ours writes us, despairingly, asking for help. 
have ‘‘ What,” he says, ‘‘ ought a man to say when presented to ‘ baby’ 
other by the doting mother?’’ Well, we have had experience: Here are 
E. J. a few telling remarks, much in vogue in fashionable circles—re- 
Law- marks that, if made in the presence of ‘‘mogher,” will make you 

The little short of divine in her estimation :— 
rgess, ‘“‘ Kissy, kissy, kissy, boo-dums.”’ 
lover, ‘“‘ He is-ums a fine child-ums then-ums, yes he is!” 

‘‘ Sook, sook-koo! Why, I really believe the little man under- 
ER. stands everything we say!” 

‘Say ‘mumma,’' den, baby—say ‘mumma’!”’ (The clever child 
nt at at once says ‘dar-poo.’) ‘‘ There! he is gettingon! He will soon 
vee Sir W H t ’Ol ’All th ight —— 

r. Siz WILLIAM Harcourt at ’Olloway , on the very night, | —_ 
and, perhaps, when he was most wanted as Leader of the Opposition, gr to ie heb? You, 1 Gd enley he Yee 
with had a rare outing. Talk about fireworks! What a glorious display | i & ak T aale hal @aede el daeet en" “Samant 
Mr. did the right hon. gentleman provide for the butchers and bakers | ny Son) ew & Oy ae 6 dis 
of North London! How magnificently he sang of his own ~— | 
: with nobody to contradict him! ‘See the Conquering Hero 
Aone Comes” on the most elephantine of drums—that was the tune he Way Leaves. 
soe kept the audience dancing to. Messrs. PERKEN, SON, AND RaYMENT have sent us the sixth 
s our He quoted poetry, too; but ’Olloway ’All would have none of it. | edition of ‘* The Beginner's Guide to Photography.” The price is 6d. 
antic But they did appreciate his Scripture quotations: “The Lord | A perusal justifies our recommendation as to the practical utility 
isap- hath delivered them into our hands,” for instance. Well, they | of the book, which will develop anyone who follows its direction 
1 the would make a good “‘ handful,’’ could he but maintain them. into a thorough-going photographer. , me 
the Pee The July number of Le Monde Moderne contains a very exciting 
and But the Daily News and Sir William have a little difference, episode and a fine portrait of Madame Sarah Bernhardt. 
ory ‘‘ Giants,” said he (meaning big majorities) “are of weak consti- The summer edition of The Western Weekly News is & marvel 
la tution and short life; they are apt to be weak in the knee and soft in literary productions, consisting of 40 pages and some 50 
ating in the head.” But the Daily News protests. ‘‘ Some of the largest illustrations. G. R. Sims is amongst the contributors. We are at 
men—and animals,” it says, solemnly, ‘‘are also the biggest ”’; a loss to perceive how so fine a publication, of Graphic size, can be 
and it mentions Jumbo in support of its argument. Now, don’t all sold for the insignificant sum of 2d., but then every product in the 
——— speak at once. What does the D.N. mean? West of England is notoriously upon an ample, generous, and 
' : : : , : hospitable scale. 
Lanatet oh Wale kes tien damian tare Sh ee An abstract of the proceedings of the South London Entomo- 
— opinion “ on this side’—a lift that was badly wanted. They did — 8 Natural History Society is very pleasant reading to the 
Dette their best, and admitted they were squarely licked. Nevertheless, 9 foe ar a 
Y certain Yankee “ rags ” are pretty sure to find some excuse for the Aluminium and Electrolysis is a nice monthly publication for 
defeat ; either it rained, or did not rain, or the Britishers rowed those who appreciate the unravelling of Nature’s seorets. 
able unfairly well, or some villainous homester bribed a few dozen a Soe .. — Mt uel thir eek te ena: Gee 
: CAEACHON OS EIOGRE SR BS Cie LGRY Ny Aller Se Jaye Oe SER, published by S. Williams, at 3, Bolt Court, Fleet Street, E.C. 
nor's Oxford, thanks to the great courtesy of Cambridge in gratuitously 
presenting them with a dozen runs in the ’Varsity match, won ie: 
tt of comfortably by four wickets. Rarely does one see courtesy and Keep Your Hair On. 
| say brotherly love carried to such an extent. It is absurd to say that ; i 
it was to the interest of Cambridge to do so; because Mr. Shine Mr. HENRY ALLCORN, late a partner in the “ Parker Boot 
bowled many wides in the second innings too, just when Oxford Company,’’ of Camden Town, has had his “hair cut for nothing,” 
vhen were winning! after all. In a letter to his partner, Mr. Walker, he rather 
iggle ia i ee eae objected to the process, not 60 much on account of the 
H.R.H. has given himself away. At the ceremony at Aberyst- gratuitous nature of the service, as because it was rendered 
with recently, he used what seems to be terrible language. ‘ Hir in an ‘unpleasant place,” and he ‘decidedly preferred” 
i aaa Oes a Dedwyddweh i Chir Oll,” he exclaimed loudly. It may be breaking a certain agreement with his partner to undergoing the 
irled all right, but it has a relieving sort of sound, especially process aforesaid. The agreement in question it seems was for 
‘‘ Dedwyddweh.” Mr. Allcorn to stock the partnership emporium with his employer’s 
thin The Football King is a new production for the music-hall stage. goods, and for Mr. Walker to sell them. Fais arrangement was, 
foot- If we know anything of football, that monarch will be little short te pe eso Se ee eee cs pagenene eel 
— ir er es | cone ta = ey Te SS SRE OS SRE SOO since been operated upon in the ‘‘ unpleasant place,’’ where they 
to _iarniiiasitiitil oa — | will sojourn for the next six months. When they come out and 
A statistican has just discoved that it takes a maid four timesas | want their hair cut again, perhaps they will pay a barber to do it, 
long to clean the front windows of the house as the back ones, | like gentlemen. 
ure, — _ ESTABLISHED 162. 



















































t CUSTARD cocoa 


‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
POWDER. 
f Enhances the acceptability of every jaded mind and body ; delicious to the 


ORS Se Se Pee palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
NO EGGS REQUIRED. Prete onicitoatc 


NO ALKALIES USED 





Polishing 


<P> Paste. 
The most reliable pr ation for 


and Brilliantly Fay ym Brass, Copper, , Britannia 
Platinold, &c. every where. 


Bole Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD 


Landon Office: St. George's Hous, Eastcheap, E.0 
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By THE *“‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


7 
Lorp Meratru says that good 
manners are dying out in England. 
How can we wonder at it? Look at 
the example of the House of Commons. 
A Society for the Reform of Manners 
would start by agitating for the 
muzzling of various M.P.’s. 
* * x 
The British Empire will surely 
crumble like a house of cards. Lord 
tosebery has appeared in the House 
ee aa of Lords in a kummerbund. They 
\ \ say that the expression on the Lord 
} Chancellor’s face was so grieved that 
various Officials were moved to tears. 
* ¥ 
You will be glad to learn, on the authority of no less a literary 
light than Mr. Escott, that Lord Salisbury possesses a spirit of 
‘‘ enlightened modernity.’’ Now we can breathe again, can’t we? 
I don’t suppose anybody knows what it means, but it is very gratify- 
ing, all the same. 


} 








x . 


Professor Earle, the great philologist, says that the rales of 
spelling are a great and useless mental tyranny, and believes that 
literature and true education would be advanced by allowing every 
person to spell as he liked. The Professor must have been reading 
the Star, which has a ‘“‘ humor”-ous way of spelling all its own, 
The Professor will be blessed by every schoolboy in England. 


The Evening News tells us that Mr. Swann, who was one of the 
most prominent performers on the Henley list this year, has been 
for the last seven or eight years in Japan in the capacity of 
missionary. Mr. Swann was the leading oar of his day at Trinity 
Hall, Cambridge. Swann is an appropriate name for so great an 
ornament to the river. 

x: - * 


Of course, we are all delighted that Leander beat Yale, and that 
the Stars and Stripes have had to dip to the Union Jack; we are 
all more than delighted that no unpleasant incident arose to mar 
the spirit of this friendly rivalry. The Yale boys were magnifi- 
cently received by the English, and handsomely acknowledged 
that they had been beaten in fair fight. 

* * ~ 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 33.) 
Tue Dog Days. 

Not a breath is stirring, 
The sunis pouring down 
Bars of molten copper 
On the baking town; 








She.—I don’t know just whatever I am going to do with my 
poor boy who is deaf and dumb.”’ 
He.—‘' Make him a barber.” 





SPLENDID CHANCE. 
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All the world is drowsy, 
Faint and weary, too, 

Panting and perspiring 
’Neath the sky so blue. 


In this toil-worn England 
Labour must keep on, 
Sleepless and untirirg, 
’Neath the broiling sun. 
Not for us siestas 
In the hot mid-day, 
Britons live for labour, 
No time for rest or play. 


Oh, to sleep at noontide, 
Resting peacefully, 

While the earth is baking 
Grass and flow’r and tree. 

Oh, to sleep till evening, 
When the world grows grey, 

When the breeze blows softly 
At the close of day. 
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Bread 


Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon 
aTED, Tudor Street, New Bridg: 
Fleet Street, in the City of | 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


and Gotch, Lond 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do 80 for their own profit. 


on, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
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Vou. LXIV. 





WE are glad the Tsar is coming to England, for is he not the hus- 
band of Her Majesty’s granddaughter? And is he not the ruler 
of many millions of a race with whom we desire, if possible, to be on 
friendly terms? He has been to Darmstadt and Copenhagen 
already. He is also visiting Berlin, and that will give the Paris 
press a nasty nervous attack. But then Parisian journalism must 
have something to get irritated over, and ‘ perfide Russie” will 
sound quite as well as ‘“‘perfide Albion,” and will be a change. 
And William the Conqueror II. will make more speeches, and dis- 
tribute uniforms—which the Tsar can hang up in the nursery—and 
raise his glass, and cry ‘“‘ Hoch!” whereat will Europe tremble. 


Poor old England, who has been “ perfidious ’’ enough to offer 
relief to the distressed Cretans, has had her agents stopped by 
protests from France, Russia, Austria, Germany, and Italy. They 
are too cute for us, these five wiseacres. We must, they cleverly 
reason, have some ulterior motive in rendering help to a despairing 
crowd of Christians about to fall under the Moslem knife. But 
what they really thought was that it was a rare opportunity to 
snub the powerful old Lion without being bitten, and the five 
sportsmen joined hands and felt safer. Let men die and women be 
outraged, and let children starve in the streets! The Great Powers 
must show they are stronger than isolated England! 


France leads the way in staying the advance of the relief. Her 
motto (for her own people, at any rate) is Liberté, Egalité, 
Fraternité. How very brotherly ! 


Li Hung Chang bas arrived in Paris, in a Yellow Jacket and a 
Peacock’s feather. Doubtless this was not all that his raiment 
consisted of, though we are left to imagine the rest. He is anxious, 
they say, to see the Moulin Rouge. And @ good judge, too; but a 
representative of the Celestials among the other things must set a 
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good example, and behave himself properly. Otherwise his Yellow 
Jacket will be taken from him, and he will have nothing left but 
the feather. And that is not enough, even in the present drought. 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS :— 
Gertie.—You are not the only one in sympathy with Mr. Mac- 
donald, the dress reformer. 


Constant Reader.—Yes, it is just possible that Mr. Beerbohm 
Tree will ‘‘ say a few words”’ at his farewell performance at the 
Haymarket. He seldom causes disappointment in that respect. 


Nicotine.—Inhaling any real tobacco-smoke is bad for you, but 
you are all right if you get yours from Paris direct. Cabbage leaf 
is beneficial in the hot weather. 


Temperance.—1. No; an English policeman seldom forgets him- 
self so far as to have a drink while on duty. 2. No; it is not safe 
to give a cabman his legal fare—unless you are a good boxer, 


Bertha.—You have, indeed, got a good husband if he speaks 
well of your mother. 


Sarah Bernhardt is now said to take a bath in*newly-made tea. 
First it was sodawater in which her ablutions took place, ; then 
eau-de-cologne, then champagne, and now tea. And never in any- 
thing else, the story goes. Sarah is turning tea-totaller. 


Overheard on a ’bus during the hot weather : 
John Scott (slightly misquoting)—‘ Gracious, the very horses 
seem asleep!” 


Her shoulder was very badly hurt, and the doctor had bound it 
up soothingly. But she would not be soothed. 

‘Tell me doctor,’’ she said sadly, ‘‘ will the mark be seen ?” 

‘That will depend entirely on you, madam.” 


Paterfamilias.—‘t Now, look here, my son. If I start to walk 
from here to Reading at 10 o’clock, and your brother Jack starts 
running at 11 o’clock, and goes twice as fast as I do, where would 
he catch me up ?”’ 

Little Andrew (who notices things).—‘‘ At the nearest pub., 
father.” 

A fire took place not long ago in Rudyard Place, Kipling Street, 
Bermondsey. The author of * Soldiers Three” is doubtless un- 
aware how he is honoured by the good people of that district—and 
the same good people probably know as much about Rudyard 
Kipling as they do about bimetallism or Burke’s Peerage? Keir 
Place, Hardie Street, would probably attract a bigger rental. But, 
after all, what’s ina name? ‘A rose by any other name would 
smell a3 sweet’”’; and so, no doubt, would Rudyard Place. 


Bridget.—‘ Pat, Pat, ye’ve dhrunk a quarter of the potheen in 


one dhrink!”’ 
Pat (indignantly).—‘A quarther? Sure I haven’t taken the 


fourth part even!” 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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TOWN AND COUNTRY NEWS. 
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Which made him sad, because he thought 
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Of going ‘‘ on the mash. 


Augustus Brown was half afraid 
She’d never stoop to him! 

One day, with rather sheepish grin, 

He asked to see Miss Flout, 


aad — ‘ : h } . a 2 
The servant said that she was in, 
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But J ist & Dit put out . 
‘A blow!" he thought, ‘‘ There’s been a ‘ breeze 
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Abd then he teit quite * fioore 
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He clasped his hands, he rolled his“eyes, 
ie nibbled at his glove; 

And then, with many gasps and sighs, 
He epluttered out his love. 


She eyed him up, she eyed him down, 
Until he felt quite small ; 

Then coolly said, ‘‘ You silly clown ! 
I don’t love you a (tjall!”’ 


Augustus Brown just dropped a tear 
Upon her twelve-inch boot, 

And groaned, ‘If pistols weren't so dear, 
Myself at once I’d shoot!” 


She answered, ‘‘ I will lend you one 
Theat hangs he fathar’s hed - 
Per * Dan gs vy iaAtne! 5 De ae 
re ; . . 
The deed can then be quickly done 
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always, as the lawyers say, that the craze isn’t decently dead and 
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Care of Our Aged Seamen. 


ADMIRAL Siz F. Leorpotp McCiistocx, K.C.B., F.R.S., was 
again elected chairman, and Capt. David Mainland, F.R.G.S., vice- 
chairman of the Committee of Management of the Roval Alfred 
Aged Merchant Seamen’s Institution, established in 1867 to “ give 
a home or a pension to the merchant seamen when old, destitute, 
and helpiess.’’ These benefits are so eagerly sought after that there 
icants on the books, men who are between 


are now 260 approved appl 

65 and 55 years ofage. Itis sad to contemplate that, unless these 

aged and distressed public servants are successful in obtaining the 

benefits of thischarity, there is no other door but the workhouse 
pen tothem. Mr. J. Bailey Walker, the secretary, 58, Fenchurch 
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Canny. 


Sandy.—* Mac, I hear ye have fallen 
in love wi’ bonnie Katie Stevens.” 

Mac.—** Weel, Sandy, I wass near— 
verra near—daecin’ it: but I foond the 
lassie had na siller, soI said tae mysel’, 
‘Mac, bea mon!’ An’I wass a mon; 
an’ noo I pass her by wi’ silent con- 
tempt!” 








A “Hit!” 
‘tsitor.—* Your little son grows won- 
derfully, Mr. Wacker.”’ 
Mr. Wacker.—‘ Yes, I think ke will 
make a strapping fellow.” 
Little Son (sulkily).—“*I ought t 
you strap me enough, anyway!” 


© 





Mr. Jabble (proudly).—‘* My daughter 
plays the piano entirely by ear.” 
Nezt-door Neighbour (growlingly).— 
“By ear? I should have thought, fro 
the confounded row she kicks up, that 
she played it with her feet!” 
————————————————— —— 





Out of Court. 


ber’ 


Chump (dolefully).—*Do you thin 
there is any usein my continuing to court 
Miss Hitone ?”’ 

Kene.—‘‘ No, Chump, 
‘ courting failure.’ ”’ 


you’re only 


The Cycling Craze. 


He.—** Will you be mine, darling?” 

She.—'* Will you buy me a bicycle if 
I say ‘ Yes,’ George ?”’ 

He.—‘* Oh, yes, sweetest!” 

She.—“ With all the latest improve- 
ments ?”’ 

He.—*' Certainly, my pet! ”’ 

She (throwing herself in his arms).— 
‘ Then, I am yours for ever, George!” 














The Muswell Hill 
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Hill lantern.’’) 








WHY “AIN’T" THE 





Weip me, bli’), Wnat &@& sau 


ignorance ' 








Caan fnlb maz think tha atter Jit 
IV & s4Vvibd may SUuiliA BUC ma evi t J vs 
. “eT AT311- 4 + h+ =o cool 

But Mrs. Miller, doubtless, might 

~_ 4 z 2 P - 

The lantern, used for ‘shady ” ways, , R ae 

QC aaAr ana ¢ ar foartenac . ’ > 

WA ST @iii\sA & 5 ci ITtuUnes T 4o 4 , ‘ _ HH 
v 4’ 5 ie 4rn— a 





Sam Wellerisms. 


“ Between you and me, I’m hard up,” as the extravagant man 


said to his expensive wife. 
‘IT shall never get over 
when she saw the high sti 
‘‘T’m suffering from loss 
when he couldn’t get any response to his knocks. 








Y LABELLED? 
ucy young toff! 


the Barmaid at the 


mn 
oo 
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*? 


as the fellow remarked when he filled 


with carraways 
“He is su 


fering from absence of mind,” as the mad doctor 
his patient. 
get a wink last night,” as the young man complained 


best girl failed to notice him in church in the usual 





ee + 9 . ee ee &ll Dearing—a dead truit tree. 
‘*T am studying art,” as the men replied when the unemployed 
actress inauir 1@ was staring at Ocr Irish ¢ rrespoucent informs us that the vegetables now 
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Congratulations! 
JOHN Buy (loquitur) :— 


TuRIce welcome, Prince Charles ! 
On the present occasion 
The Saxon may welcome 
A Danish invasion ! 
A peaceful invasion 
And peacefully meant 
A true Dane at the core, 
You come down on our shore 
Like the sea kings of yore, 
And on robbery bent. 


For never a Dane, 
From Sweyn, the great Rover, 
Without hope of plunder 
To England came over. 
Came he over in love 
Or all armed for the fray, 
Of you all not a Dane 
But some guerdon did gain ; 
For you come not in vain, 
Nor go empty away. 


You think our Princess 

Does not plunder the nation ? 
A mistake, Sir, indeed ; 

From the height of her station 
She stooped and still stoops 
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’Arriet-—* Ah! weer ’ud it be withawt the figgers ?”’ 


Till no child she’s above— 
She’s so good and so fair 
That before we’re aware 
That a robber is there 

She has stolen our love. 


We robbed you of her, 

So you come o’er the water, 
Intending to rob us, 

In turn, of our daughter. 
Then, Prince, we hope this: 

May you find, for your pains, 


Princess, be your life 
Full of joy, as is fitted, 
May you always be loved, 
With no need to be pitied. 
May you never forget us, 
Your kin o’er the sea, 


With all happiness rife, 
As Princess and as wife 
In the time that’s to be. 








O child of our Kings, 

There is grief in all parting, 
Love claims you we know, 

But our love is left smarting. 
Remember that love 





We who wish you long life, 


That you’ve torn from her nest, 

Not the best—all are best— 

But the one who will wrest 
All their love from your Danes. 


Sinks our faults in our worth ! 
May you cling to us yet ! 
May you never forget, 
May you never regret 

The old land of your birth! 


Princess, fare you well, 
Both in sunshine and shower ! 
Love always be with you 
A shield and a power! 
Go from love unto love, 
As the first be the last ; 
May love grow day by day 
As the years roll away, 
And be with you for aye, 
When Life’s journey is passed. 


Hail, Bridegroom and Bride! 
With an old English greeting. 
Hail, hail, and thrice hail, 
Dane and Saxon are meeting. 
Let the shout of two peoples 
Roll out in full tide, 
Clasping hands cross the sea, 
With a shout full and free, 
Hail, hail! Three times three! 
To the Bridegroom and Bride! 


‘‘ I’m on the right lay now,” chuckled 
the tramp, grabbing the new laid eggs. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 24.) 
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DRY WEATHER AND DRY 
I suppose they think because it’s dry weather I can do without 
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WORK. 


To Be Inwardly Digested. 


First Cannibal.—" Good gracious t 
How tough this missionary’s heart is!” 
Second Ditto.—“‘ Yes; I can’t make it 
out. I’ve always heard he was s0 
tender-hearted, that’s why I killed 
him,” 
First Ditto— But his brain is nice 
and soft.”’ 
Second Ditto.—“ Yes—yum—yum |” 








Un-sootable. 


Coal Merchant.—“‘I can assure you, 
madam, that if you burn this coal you 
won’t want to sweep your chimneys half 
as often, for it makes no smoke, and there- 
fore——.”’ 

Mrs. Newrich.—* What do yer mean, 
yer impident feller. Do yer think I can’t 
afford a sweep and have to do my own 
work?” 














Permissible. 


Smith.—" You know that fellow Jones 
who was fined the other day for beating 
his wife? Well, he lives within a stone’s- 
throw of me.” 

Quaker Rotes.—“ Well, friend, I am 
not one to encourage stone-throwing as 
a rule, but in this case I can only say 
that I hope thou throwest straight.” 








Infant Precocity. 


Isaacs.—“‘ How’s your nipper gettin’ 
on, Mo?” 

Moses. — ‘‘ Beautiful, my frien’, 
beautiful! He vas ill de udder day and 
de doctor came to see him. ‘ Drink 
dis medicine like a good boy,’ said de 
doctor, ‘an’ I will give you a benny.’ 
‘Not much,’ answered little Mo, ‘ you 
get eighteenbence a bottle for dat stuff 
and I ain’t agoin’ to drink it unless you 
gohalves. Fair does or no deal.’ Ain’t 
he a bromising boy, mine dear? ”’ 
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I po not like liars as a rule, but The Liar 


he makes. 


provocation, 


at the Royalty matinées on Wednesdays is a 
very interesting fellow. Mr. Arthur Bourchier 
is The Liar for these occasions only, of course, 
cela va sans dire, and a very entertaining liar 
Young Wilding, in Foote’s old 
comedy lies for the mere love of it; he lies 


the slightest and has a 


different tarradiddle for every person and 
every occasion. He lies to his father, his 
friend, his latest fancy in women. Claude 
in Como is & mere | ) the pictures young 





| 
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Wilding draws. He is the allie—I mean ally—of Ananias and 
Sapphira, and is a most important member of the triumvirate. 

The piece was played most excellently well. Mr. Bourchier 
never allowed the fun to flag for a moment; Miss Irene Vanbrugh, 
looking a perfect picture, acted with delightful spirit, Mr. Hendrie, 
Mr. Vibart, and others all did exceedingly well. It was a most 
interesting afternoon, and as a lesson in fibbing it was an entire 
success. 


Another interesting matinée was that at the Court Theatre, 
when The Honourable Member, a new play by Mr. A. W. Gattie, 
the author of The Transgressor, in which Miss Olga Nethersole 
appeared some time ago, was produced. The Honourable Member 
is a piece much above the average of those presented at matinées, 
even though it can hardly claim, perhaps, to have sufficient 
stamina for a regular programme. The Honourable Member 
referred to is, naturally, somewhat of a dishonourable one. That is 
to say, he underpays and overworks his meek secretary, and 
behaves caddishly all round. He may be an honourable member 
of the House of Commons, he is certainly a dishonourable member 
of the general community. An unhappy woman and a diamond 
necklace complete the list of the most important members of the 


dramatis persona, and an interesting story is told by them. 

Miss Madge McIntosh played really splendidly as the unhappy 
wife ; she has made so distinct a step forward that she should travel 
very fast along the road of fame. Miss McIntosh is natural and 
emotional, she has only need of further experience to become a fine 
actress—that is, if she does not belie the promise of her performance 
in this piece. Mr. James Welch also acted splendidly. Mr. G. W. 
a Mrs. Edmund Phelps, Mr. Scott Buist were all very good 
inaeed. 

(Continued on page 28.) 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 12. 


Parints Mrs, B.’s Portrart. 


West MEDDLETON, 


A. CrosscGRaIn BotcHenx, Csq., oF MuppLe VILLA, 
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Nothing in creation ever came amiss to the Handy Man, once his masterly mind was made up to 
knock-out for al] the old and modern masters of Art.” 


ands of admirers will not be surprised to learn that the great Botcher possesses the faculty artistic in no ordinary degree, although his 
grapple with a new hobby; and his portrait of Mrs. Botcher the versatile genius pronounces a “ slashing 


faithful chronicler has hitherto omitted mention of the fact. 
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Botcher’s modesty is 


This defect, if, indeed, it can be 


Botcher, who is as eminent as an art critic as he is an artist, states that there is but one 


is the natural and unavoidable result of a superabundance of his divine gift. 


‘‘that it is far more like Mrs. Botcher than Mrs. Botcher is like herself! ”’ 


xhibited to visitors to Muddle Villa. 
the gifted limner never forgets to explain, 


This unique work is always e 
most touching. 


defect in this marvellous revelation in art, namely, 


deemed such, 
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“Paid to Biffles (who has lost his chance of ever becoming an R.A., his fondness 


and retouching up, my portrait of Martha; six cigars; ten bottles of Bass consumed by B, on 


which runs as follows: 


*5 for touching, 


There is an entry in the great man’s private diary 
for beer far exceeding his devotion to art) £ 


And the dissolute impostor actually has the audacity to c!aim the work as his own!!!” 





each visit to my studio. 
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(Continued from paye 26.) 


Ada Rehan has come back to us—the same magnificent creature 
as ever ; as splendidly vital, as delicately artistic as when first she 
appeared among us years ago. She is one of the world’s great 
actresses.- She is in the gallery of art where Duse, Bernhardt, 
Ellen Terry are ; she is the triumphant embodiment of perfection 
in histrionism. Her effects are as bold as Whistler, as finished as 
Meissonier. She attacks with the vigour of a Ghoorka, and fences 
with the nicety of a French school of arms. In short, Ada Rehan 
is Ada Rehan, the immense, the incomparable. 


Whew! I have let off steam, but it is true, every word of it. Sh® 
and Mr. Daly’s “‘ Company of Comedians ”’ are at the Comedy, and 
the Comedy is at present, therefore, the Mecca of all true playgoers. 
In the new piece, Te Countess Gucki, they are all excellent, and play 
nobly into each other’s hands. The play is not great,as a play, but 
it is very good middle-class, and it affords la Rehan manifold oppor- 
tunities; so long as it does that nothing else matters. It shows usa 
German household in which Miss Rehan tantalises a young man 
who loves her, and leads him such a merry dance that he does not 
know whether he stands upon his head or his heels. As for the 
audience, they are intoxicated with the play of hor raillery, and 
her merriment, her tenderness. Mr. Richman, Mr. Lewis, Mrs. 
Gilbert, and the rest are entirely sufficient. Without Miss Rehan, 


an enjoyable entertainment ; with her, a revelation. 
GOSSAMER. 


If I were not a writer in a comic journal, with some lingering 
respect for my calling, I would hasten to remark that the repro- 
duction of Drink at the Princess’s during this thirsty, tropical 
weather was a most seasonable and seductive move on the part of 
Mr. Gilmer. As it is, I leave that sort of thing to the serious papers 
and proceed decorously. 

Drink, which (produced at this self-same house some 17 years 
agone) lifted Mr. Warner at a bound from the ranks of ordinarily 
clever performers into the higher circle of imaginative and creative 
actors, is a powerful and convincing indictment against the use of 
intoxicating liquor. The lesson is driven home with a vigorous and 
hearty fervour that leaves no room for doubt and creates an 
all-embracing thirst, which the division of the piece into seven 
acts (in lieu of the more ordinary three or so) gives us more than 
usually ample opportunity for gratifying. 

Mr. Warner’s Coupean is now a classic not open to criticism—a 
well-sustained impersonation. The genial bonhommie of the earlier 
scenes well contrasted with the intensity of the later episodes, 
which have all the fateful gloom of higher tragedy. Whatever in 
the performance was originally more or less imitative, has become 
mellowed by time into a spontaneous effort of imagination and 

wer. The company generally is not strong, but Miss Stella 

eigh is a careful and fairly effective Gervaise, and Miss Holly 
Lyons won immediate favour as Little Nana. 

Seeing the large part she contributes to the evening’s entertain- 
ment, I cannot close without an appreciative notice of the bar- 
maid. The teetotal nature of the play causes large demands upon 
her resources, but I am bound to say that she sustains the 
character with quiet, equable skill, and a ready knowledge of the 

roper business, which give evidence of long and intelligent study. 
She also looked charmingly in the part. 


At the Royal Court Theatre Mr. Arthur Chudleigh has introduced 
@ pathetic incident, as a lever de rideau, entitled The Littlest Girl. 
This is the work of Mr. Robert Hilliard, who has very cleverly 
dramatised Mr. Richard Harding Davis’ story, ‘‘ Her First Appear- 
ance.” Mr. Robert Hilliard plays the part of the good Samaritan, 
Van Bibber, in restoring to a disappointed, heart-broken father his 
child by a wife whom he has divorced and buried. The interview, 
which takes place at midnight, between the two men is a delicate 
piece of diplomacy, and the sudden appearance of the 
child before its father culminates in a strong expression, 
on his part, of a long-attempted trial of suppressing 
love for his offspring and the resumption of a parent's tender care. 
Mr. Sidney Howard impersonated the father. The scene is laid in 
the Berkley Flats, 5th Avenue, New York, and is embellished 
with natural history specimens, the work of a well-known 
naturalist, Mr. E. H. Meek. 


The musical comedy Mam'zelle Nitouche is still going with 
unabated vigour. There are many improvements since the first 
euen both in stage management, singing, and dancing. 
fiss May Yohé, Mr. L. Mackinder, Mr. Robert Pateman, Mr. Joseph 
Tapley, Miss Florrie Wilson, Miss Haydon, Miss Della Carlisle, 
and others, keep up a continuous course of side-shaking laughter. 








Mr. George Edwards is to be congratulated upon his latest Gaiety 
production, My Girl, which is one better than its predecessor, The 
Shop Girl. It is described as ‘‘ A domestic musical play.” Mr. 
James T. Tanner is responsible for its conception; Mr. F. Osmond 
Carr for its musical composition; and ‘ Adrian Ross” for the 
lyrics. Scene opens with the Vicarage Garden of Stoke Barum, 
Somerset, in all the freshness of a spring day. The perspective of 
this scene is very charming. Its floral beauties are strangely 
counterfeit, if not real, as to part. The theme of the play appears 
to spring from the unfortunate speculations of the Vicar, and the 
compulsory extravagance of his son Theo, a lieutenant in the 
Guards. The fortunes of the family are ultimately retrieved by a 
lucky purchase of shares in the May Blossom Mine, some where in 
Africa, and the property of Lord Barum, on the part of the Vicar’s 
daughter, May, who comes into a legacy just then. There isa 
strong halo of bucket shop business, affording great scope for sar- 
castic and humorous allusion to this pestiferous form of gambling. 
Some of the party go off to South Africa and have, as we subse- 
quently learn, fighting with the Boers. The mushroom financiers, 
Leopold Van Fontein and Alexander McGregor, alias Moses, 
parade themselves in all the attributes of vulgar affluence. 
The former attempts an atrocious fraud of passing off a Kaffir, 
as a Prince of Bashaugoland, ready to grant gold mining conces- 
sions. Consummate fun is engendered by the Kaffir, a real native, who 
gives a war dance and sings witch song with realistic accompani- 
ments. He has a fine boy's soprano voice, and sings and acts with 
the chic and aplomb of an habitué. The new Pas de Trois, entitled 
‘The Universities,” arranged by Mr. Willie Warde, and danced by 
Misses Maggie Crossland, Lottie Williams, and Margaret Fraser, is 
an achievement in the modern saltatory art. Mr. Charles Ryley 
performs the Vicar’s part in a manner casting no reflection upon 
the cloth, and with vigorous virility. The Vicar’s son, Theo, and 
Lord Barum are played by Mr. Paul Arthur and Mr. Lawrence 
D’Orsay respectively. Mr. W. H. Rawlin’s Leopold Van Fontein 
is a fine pourtrayal of vulgar cunning and arrogance, and his 
partner, McGregor, is ably sustained by Mr. John Le Hay. 
The latter’s singing and dancing is exceedingly comical. 
Saunders and Phcebe, Fontein’s valet and May’s maid, 
are severally impersonated by Mr. Leslie Holland and 
Miss Katie Seymour, and are a stirring contribution to 
the prevailing rollicking fun. Mr. Colin Coop ai:d Miss Connie 
Kdiss play the somewhat subsidiary parts of Mayor and Mayoress 
of Porthampton. Her song, ‘‘ Lady Tom,” thoroughly deserved the 
encore. Miss Ethel Sydney is a pretty type writer called Melissa, 
who lets the secret out. Miss Marie Montrose is ever a bewitching 
feature, and she plays Rebecca, Fontein’s daughter, and collabo- 
rates with McGregor, most satisfactorily. Lady Bargrave and Dr. 
Huxtable are respectively represented by Miss Maria Davis and Mr. 
Fred Kaye. The Kaffir rejoices in the Anglicised name of Mr. W. 
Downes. His antics should be seen and not described. For beauty 
and charm, I must award the palm to Miss Ethel Haydon and Miss 
Ellaline Terriss. These two young ladies respectively play Beatrix 
and May, in the fullest integrity of sweetness, modesty, and refine- 
ment. I must not omit to mention the influential grimaces of Mr. 
Willie Warde as Weeks, and the support afforded by Misses Kate 
Adams, Ada Maitland, Florence Lloyd, and Grace Palotta. I 
venture to predict a long run for My Girl, and accord my heartiest 
recommendations. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 

IGNORANCE may be bliss, but only to the ignorant. 

Many a man who has been carried away by enthusiasm has had 
to work his way home again. 

A great deal depends upon the position of the wordsina sentence; 
for instance, there is a good deal of difference between you being 
out of breath, and the breath being out of you. 

The cleverest woman is she who knows how to laugh at other 
people’s wit, not she who causes others to laugh at her. 

Extremes meet, and the man who never complains and he who 
is always grumbling get the worst served in this world. 

A sensible woman cares more about her husband’s last love than 
having been his first one. 

The difference between the average amateur musician and his 
music is, that one is composed and the other is not. 

The English is a most confusing language, for though point and 
cape are synonymous, yet there is a great distinction between a 
fine point and a fine cape, as any woman will tell you. 
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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


Lorp RosEBERY has appeared 
in the House of Lords in brown 
boots. His chances now of fighting 
Sir William Harcourt for the Liberal 
leadership are distinctly improved. 
For surely this is a democratic move 
if ever there was one. In fact, to use 
@ vulgarism, one may say he has 
‘done Sir William brown.” 


** - * 

The Evening News says that ‘‘ new 
baronets (and old) are being unplea- 
santly reminded of the fact that it is 


their bounden duty to fight, if neces- 
sary, in defence of the Royal Standard.” 








What does this mean? ‘ Unpleasantly reminded!” Good 
gracious, are we in the midst of a revolution against the Throne, 
and none of us knewit? Are our baronets being mustered to quell 
the revolt? ‘*Unpleasantly reminded!” How? When? ? 
Where ? ? ? * * ¥ 

‘‘General Diaz has been re-elected President of Mexico without 
opposition.”’ So runs the announcement. ‘‘ Without opposition.” 
How nice and quietly it reads—almost as if it was speaking of an 
election-in Slopperton-in-the-Mush, Essex. ‘‘ Without opposition.” 
If anybody had opposed it he would in all probability have been 
shot. You can Diaz as easily in Mexico for political ‘‘ opposition ”’ 
as for killing half-a-dozen people anywhere else. 

- * ok 


The Lord Chancellor has brought in a bill for the suppression of 
the ‘‘ Vexatious Liticant.” Itis fondly hoped that the bill will 
become part of the Statute Book this session. At the same time 
how many of us would have rejoiced had the bill included that 
pestiferous member of society who encourages the said vexatious 
litigant upon the chance of getting costs out of respectable 
defendants who are invariably left to pay their own expenses, not 
counting the worry and trouble besides—the enterprising specula- 
tive solicitor? A bas. 

* * * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 34.) 
La DEMOISELLE DE FRANCE. 
You've heard of girls from France 
Who teach you how to dance, 
And girls who let you know 
They are quite comme il faut, 
Who cannot understand 
The customs of our land, 
But manage very well—considering, 
From Paris you have seen— 
You know the sort I mean, 
Their hair—a tint gamboge, 
Their style—the Moulin Rouge, 
And some who hate the men 
Till the question’s popped, and then 
They manage very well—considering. 





She fools you very well—considering. 








And learned them very well—considering. 


And know it very well—considering. 


Why you rejoice quite well—considering. 


REFRAIN :— 
The Briton, on his knees, 
Says, “ Be mine, if you please, 
Be mine, be mine, be mine dear,” 
She replies, “ 0 la, 
Qu’ est qu’ c’est qu’ ca, 
* Be mine, be mine, be mine dear?’ 
0 la, O la, 
I'll ask mamma, 
Que dites vouz donc, M'sieu ?" 
But if he tries 
From his knees to rise, 
This maid what does she do ? 
She says the same 
In French, “ Je t’aime, 
Ola, Ola, Ola!” 


She thinks they’re very queer, 
The customs over here, 

A Breach of Promise case 

She deems a sad disgrace ; 
She tells you such a thing 

Is really “ trés schoking,” 


And when this shy young thing 
Has had her little fling, 

And you are quite content 

With the money you have spent, 
And say *‘ Good-bye, my dear,” 
She’s learned our customs queer, 


REFRAIN !— 


She says, ‘‘ Oh, non, mon cher, 
You vonce did boldly swear 
To love, to love, to love me, 
O la, Ola, 
Qu’ est qu’ cest qu’ ca, 
To love, to love, to love me? 
You shall not, my love, 
Give me ‘ ze shove,’” 
And she whispers, “‘ Fie, for shame, 
For mon mari 
You have got to be, 
So none of your leetle game, 
You're a ver’ nice boy, 
But I’m not a toy, 
Ola, Ola, Ola!” 


Lf a wife you wish to try 

Who’s jolie, chic, and spry, 

Why, if you have the chance, 
Choose one from la belle France ; 
They’re bright, and fair, and true, 
And know a thing or two, 


She’s full of tenderness, 

Her love she will express 

In many little ways 

That will earn your manly praise. 
And when a baby voice 

Tells you you may rejoice, 


REFRAIN :— 


And with a wistful smile, 
She takes your hand the while, 
And to her heart she holds it, 
* Ola, O la, 
Vous tés un papa,” 
As to her heart she holds it. 
And she whispers, oh 
So soft and low, 
“Are you proud of me to-day? 
And your hand still bring 
To the tiny thing 
That has your eyes of grey ; 
Then she'll laugh with fun, 
‘* See, 'tis only one, 
Ola, O la, Ola!” 
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CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 





BIRDS Cadbur Y 4) Needham’s 


cocoa 


| 

| “Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
| Jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
| palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity Docror. 
NO ALKALIES USED. 








Polishing 
GaP Paste, 


The most reliable for 
and “ag ed Pav yom Be 9 Copper, tin, Brltennie Metal. 
Bole Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFI 
London Office: St. George's Hous, Easteheap, 0.0 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Still down at Henley. Grand weather and splendid 
¢ time. Made my way to the Oval, though, for the Gentlemen 
v. Players’ match. Players played like gentlemen ; Gentlemen 
roved themselves capital players. Most exciting finish. Went 
own to Windsor also to give grace to the scene of Her Most 
Gracious receiving the Boston H.A.C. These ‘‘ancients”’ received 
with enthusiasm. What a change of sentiment since the time 
(more than a hundred years ago—dear me, how time fiies!)—when 
they flung our tea into Boston Harbour rather than pay the tax 
upon it. | 
THE BOSTONIANS. 


’Tis turned a hundred years, d’ye see, 
Since ‘* duty’’ did compel them 

To lower all the bales of tea 
We'd taken there to sell them. 

But time has fairly calmed the fuss | 
(It might have taken longer), 

And now they’ve come to visit us, | 
And lower something stronger! 


Thursday.—Down to Aldershot with the Bostonians. Sham 
fight—rather complete affair, and visitors apparently pleased. | 
Then to the Four-in-Hand Club meet at the Horse Guards’ | 
Parade. More brilliancy. Looked in, with Duchess of York, at | 
pea Sooners and had lunch. Raninto Mr. Freeman’s Gallery, | 
New Bond Street, and spent pleasant hour among Miss Leigh’s | 
and Miss Young’s pictures. All sorts, landscape and figure, 
romantic and prosaic, summer and winter, grave and gay—attrac- 
tive little show, and some talent in it. Dined in King’s Hall, 
Holborn Restaurant, with the Bostonians, at their special in- 
vitation. 


Friday.—To the Agricultural Hall to look over the Music Trades 
Exhibition. Oh, my! What a lot of pianos! What possibilities 
of torture are opened up to the imagination at the sight! 








A DBEADFUL THOUGHT, 


Throughout the tortured land, 
As every Pa and Ma knows 
(Some upright and some grand) 

Are thousands of pianos ! 
And when—as I have done— 
I hear some smart young lady 








Performing upon one 
With execution shady, 
As sure as I’m alive, 
I often wonder whether 
A fellow would survive 
Who heard them all together ! 


Round to Marlborough House with the Bostonians. Another 
delightful afternoon, and pretty to see the Princess’s interest and 
sweet graciousness. The Boston boys seemed to feel it. Methinks 
they will take home some good thoughts of us, and that is good. 


Saturday.—Went and made some bids for the late Lord 
Leighton’s pictures and studies. Didn’t get any of them! So 
hurried off to hear Sir Walter Besant speak a piece and ‘‘ open a 
window” in St. Saviour’s, Southwark, in memory of Philip 
Massinger, who has been dead some years ; so that it is high time 
he had a memorial. Sawthe Bostonians off. Hooray! Goodluck 
to’em. Long may they wave! Then off to Limpfield (Surrey) to 
help H.R.H. open Mr. Passmore Edwards’ Convalescent Home. 
(Not that Mr. Edwards needs a Convalescent Home just at present.) 
Then with the Crystal Palace Burmese contingent to call on Her 
Most Gracious. After that to see Morin win the Bicycle Grand 
Prix de Paris, and so back in time to dress and dine with the 
Institute of Journalists. 


Monday.—At the Clyde yacht racing. Saw Meteor win once 
more, Ailsa second, Britannia nowhere! Rule Britannia! Only she 
doesn’t do it just every time. Saw the Australian Stanbury win the 
sculling championship. Did it pretty easily on the whole. After 
that to Her Most Gracious’s garden party. Immense success. 
H.M.G. good enough to attribute that to my presence. He! he! 
Next to Royal Society’s At Home at Burlington House, and finished 
up with a jolly evening with the Bimetallic League. 


Tuesday.—Down at Bisley. Ascorcher of a day and no mistake. 
Made myself fearfully hot pouring water on tent to keep it cool. 
Got off to Glasgow as soon as I could to attend the Burns Cen- 
tenary Exhibition. Great success, Burns still the favourite in spite 
of efforts of moderns to curry favour by use of the vernacular. 


NOT PLAYED OUT YET. 


While mony a modern scribbler yearns 
Tae glad the Scot wi’ Doric turns, 
The local rustic sits and girns 
At sic-like mairders 
There's nane can neebour Bobbie Burns— 
Not e’en Kail-yairders ! 


THE SPOTTER. 





Mr. Hymen of Coventry! 


(Married, recently, at Brentford, a happy couple’ who journeyed 
to and from the registrar’s office on ‘‘a bicycle made for two.”— 
Daily Paper.) 


SHALL fictioned “‘ Daisy’ then prove fact? If this 
Be thus, how sore will student loons deplore 
The Vandal-worthy metamorphosis 
Of Hymen, dear to them in mythic lore 
What time the purple-vested god of yore 
In ‘‘ bloomers ” blooms, and (since to church’s porch, 
Or startled marriage-maker’s office door, 
So fleet fly tandemed pairs) lets Hymen’s torch 
Be, through the endless years, replaced by Hymen’s scorcH! 
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STAMP 2 Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition). 












information will be found very useful. 
post free, 5s. 6d. 
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=4 
Set of Five Congo Stamps, oblong.. es ee 
Set of Seven U.S.A. Columbus Stamps, oblong 
Set of Seven North Borneo .. 


Stamps, bound in cloth, post free, 1s. 3d. 


CRESTS AND COINS, 1895, SENT POST-FREE. 
Please Note the New Address— 





Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and Gotch. London, Melbourne, 
‘udor Street, New Bridge Street, London, E.C., and Published for 
Fleet Street, in the City of London.—Tuesday, July 21st, 1896, 
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LINCOLN ALBUM. 


Lincoln Postage Stamp Album and Descripti¥ 
Illustrated by 
Engravings of Stamps, and containing Atlas of 16 Coloure! 
Maps, with spaces to hold over €,000 Stamps, and giving wb 
dates, colours, and values of every Stamp, and m 
values of most of them. The little notes in this Editi# 
describing the names of the various portraits and 
Teaak in cloth, & 
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From the Agony Column of The Times :— 


‘‘T am ashamed to come to you again after all your kindness, and 
I promise faithfully never to do so again ; but I have been so ill, and 


my stepfather has married again.” Poor deserted beggar! 


Poor Rainilairivony, the husband of Queen Ranavolo, of 
Madagascar, is just dead. The doctors call it some internal 
disease; but the report is current that the poor fellow insisted on 
pronouncing his own name, and tetanus set in. 


Prince Bismarck is now an M.D. of Jena. It is hard to see 
where the medicine comes in—unless it be because the statesman 
gave surgery a pretty big fillip by supplying the surgeons with cases 
wholesale. 

If it be true, as report has it, that Princess Maud received forty 
bicycles as wedding presents, we assess the good will of the donors 
considerably higher than their discernment. It is improbable that 
the Princess will continue the pastime to any great extent after 
marriage, and even the most intense loyalist can hardly expect 
that the bicycles may come in useful for the next generation—at 
least, not all of them. 


Suggested title for 
Bliiffkriiger. 


An Irish paper, gravely commenting on the suicide of a farmer, 
says: ‘“‘It is singularly strange, inasmuch as he had not been at 
all in the habit of doing such things.” 


The drought has not yet reached the lawyers’ habitat, Clifford’s 
Inn, Fleet Street, where the grass is growing liberally. Our 
country cousin remarked that the scene only required a few sheep 
to complete the pleasant oasis in this otherwise squalid spot. 
‘The sheep are within,”’ we replied. 


Sir Hercules Robinson — Viscount 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


28, 1896. 






































Angelina (aged seventeen), 
men youare! How much handsomer! 
How——”’ 


| mnotalike. J know them!” 





production. 


‘it be the man who asks for one without taking it.’’ 


‘‘ carry off’ its owner ! 


‘Oh, it was a lovely funeral,” exclaimed the morbid Rosie; ‘ six 


coaches and a rehearsal all covered with flowers! ”’ 


The Longed-For Cord. 


By AN ADDLEHEAD DOcToR. 


At the seaside I heard a street organ—I’d been ill, and went there 


for ease— 
Play a series of music-hall ditties in a dozen different keys ; 


I could scarce tell what it was playing, I was feeling so nervous 


then, 
But at last it turned the corner, and I uttered a great Amen. 


It droned in the dusky twilight, every tune from a jig to a Psalm, 
And thoroughly drove from my spirit every vestige of rest and 


calm ; 
I quietly thought I’d borrow an air-gun, a dagger, or knife, 


And creeping around the corner take that wretched Italian’s life. 
It linked “me” with the “ Intermezzo,” and always left out a 


piece, 


And it twiddled away at ‘The Early Bird” as though it would 


never cease. 
I thought, but I fear insanely, I’d that nine-tailed cord entwine, 


And lay on the back of the organ fiend from nape of neck to chine. 


It may be that Holloway’s warder will wieid that cord again, 


And I’m sure that unless I’m in Heaven, I shall utter a glad 


Amen ! 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No. 1,629. 


‘Oh, Edwin, how unlike all other 
How much more noble! 


The same lady (ten years later).— Don't tell me all men are 


Mr. Davidson, the sculptor, whose statue of Flora Macdonald 
has bare feet, upon being sharply rebuked by the Inverness Town 
Council, consented to provide the statue with shoes and stockings. 
Doubtless the I.T.C. would insist upon the most beautiful statue 
of Venus Anadyomene being apparelled in a bathing dress, and 
condemning poor old Adam to swelter in a tweed suit of Scotch 


“There is nothing worse than a man who takes a kiss without 
asking,’’ said Miss Lottie Darling, ‘‘ unless,’’ she added musingly, 


The German Emperor’s yacht Meteor is carrying off everything. 
We have heard some heartless people say it isa pity it will not 
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AT LOWESTOFT. 


‘‘ Now yer ’ere, Bill, what yer going ter do? ”’ 
‘Look out fer a jolly good ‘ Boatman,’ o’ course! ”’ 
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A Popular Tax. 5 Pie} 
Wuart a pity it is that the square men : : =. Sons & ? 
always get in the round holes. Now, if . ’ 


Fun was only the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer however, it is not our 
nature to be greedy, so we will give the 
Government an idea for a popular tax 
free, gratis, and for nothing. The tax 
we suggest is one on talent, and every 
man should be allowed to assess himself. 





A Stain. 


: a eh 
Chiddle.—‘‘ 1s Swallerall an  ab- ie \AN 
stainer?”’ . ih Se ‘ A 
Wiqwag. —‘‘ No, he’s not an abstainer, Rs \y = 
but he’s a stainer, as his nose testifies?” : ' : 2 NN Th 


\\ 


A Jew-el of a Father. : 
Man (to Mr. Levy).—‘‘I am sorry to 
say, sir, that your son has had an 


accident with his bicycle, and broken his 


neck.”’ 
Mr. Ilevy. — “Mine — gracious ! 


(Anaiously.) Is de bicycle injured ? 
Mine poy vas insured, but de bicycle vas 
not!” 








Sterling Metal. 


Customer.— I want some spoons a d 
forks in the new metal I’ve heard talk 
of lately, but I can’t quite remember 
what it’s called.” c 
, Shopman,—‘' Yes, madam. Was it 4. * 
ne electro-plate, Britannia metal, Potosi “4 iu \y ’ 
silver, or Carpathian silver? ” 

Customer.—“‘ No, ’twas none of them. 
Oh, I know now, it was Carmen Syiva.’’ 





9) 


Cholly.—‘‘I say, Harry, d’you think your sister knows that I am here? 
Harry.— I'm sure she does, ’cos she gave me a penny to wait about and tell her 


when you was gone.” 


—.. = ee cant sae ae a —— 





: | ‘*And Johns ?”’ gasped Mrs. P. 
The Threatened Coal Strike. | ‘‘Gave th’ bowlers a jack(s)eting for oncesh; but he’s more 


[While we are face with the prospect of another disastrous coal wicket-skeeper than batshman.”’ 
strike comes the news that asyndicate of Germans are about to make ‘* And Giffen ?”’ sighed Mrs. P. 
an attempt to capture the Metropolitan coal buyers. The pushful, ** Wouldn’t Giffen, m’dear! Stuck to his wicket likesh leech!” 


soulless German will have his profit, even though he wades through ‘‘And Darling ?’”’ groaned Mrs. P. 
oceans of blood and human suffering to get it.— Vide Press.] “Oh, Darling ish a pet! But he didn’t make pet-ty score, you 


ites ‘11 sei er betsh !”’ 
SREMANS Wilt S858 UPON She sevens | ‘And Trumble?” murmured Mrs. P. faint 
To give a blow to English coal ; | 


ly. 
2's jams whed these grabbers anit tiles... | Rae Fa t getsh him out; he po | T(r)umble to ev'ry 
To put our miners ‘in a hole! | “ And—and Eady ?” faltered Mrs. P. 
They'll undersell coal owners here, ‘‘ Made good score. ’H’d dee sooner than show funk; he’s a 


And * Sold!” will gutturally cry ; braw mon, ye ken! (hic !)” 
Nor heed our miners’ bitter tear ‘And McKibbin? ”’ whispered Mrs. P. 


When starving wives and children die! “Oh, Mac kipin for hoursh!” 
an ‘And Iredale ?”’ asked Mrs. P., agitatedly. 
It is, indeed, a black look-out, 


‘Oh, shure, he raised the English ire; dale gintly wid the 

So men and masters clasp your hands, ballsh he wouldn’t, begor! Hurroo! ” 

And put the German horde to rout— “And Graham and Gregory?” said Mrs. P., hurriedly, deter- 

We’ve far too many foreign bands ! mined to get the torture over. 

Mr. Punster stared wildly at her, ruffled his scanty hair, and 
oe murmured reflectively— 

‘*Gra(y), am 1? Don’t wondersh at it! Don’t feelsh well. 
Hang Graham! Greg. or 'e has upsetsh me! ” 

“ John,” said Mrs. P., solemnly, “‘ this is truly awful! You had 
better take your boots off, if you can, and crawl underneath the bed, 
for I am very certain that you won’t be able to get into it! But, 
first of all, I think you had better have a bottle of soda.” 

“‘ S(h)oda I!”’ grinned the irrepressible one. 





Playing with the Australian Cricketers. 


Mr. PunsterR, who is one of our most cherished contributors, 
went out the other morning with the milk and came home at night 
& with the rum, and, as a consequence, his head was looking for- 
: ward with painful anxiety to the following morning. 
| Mrs. Punster was waiting up for him, and said sternly— 

‘* Where have you been, John?” 











‘‘ Cricket mash, m’ dear, to shee ’Stralians. Shplendid!”’ 
‘‘Indeed!” exclaimed Mrs. P., sarcastically. ‘‘ And, pray, how 


many runs did Trott make ? ”’ 
‘‘Noendsh, m' dear. Did nothin’ but 7’rott from one wicket to 


‘nother !”’ 
‘‘ And Hill?" asked Mrs. P., shuddering. 
“ Hill? Oh, he wash perfec’ mountain of strength; kep’ 


mountin’ up the runs, y’ know!” 


We would remind those who have not yet entered for Mellin’s 
Food ‘‘ Art Competition’ that the latest date on which applications 
can be received is August 17th, 1896. Such an exceptional offer in 
the interests of art as £1,000 in prizes is worthy of exceptional 
results, so we should advise our readers to apply in good time in 
order to stand a chance of securing one of the many valuable 


prizes. 
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(Thi f 11 f the Ba aar, a d no ¢ wUSlOMeEr pre sent. 
e Dr ‘: Ah, my dear M1 Newriches. you will buy these cushions of me—for charity’s sake — won't you? I’ve tried all 
ways to get rid of them, but people say they are too hideous for anything.” 
hg Ye and vour Grace will not mind taking a few dozen boxes of ou: home-made sweets that nobody else 
t for ¢ rity e will v ” The Duche ne hadwt spoken.) 


The New Procedure ? 
BALFOUR remonstriates : 


Orr with your barrow there, 


; : , Z MES gS: at 
ARCOURT Ouliingsqates 


Where’er yer strivin’ to 
Take ver old cart ? 
Where’er yer drivin’ to 


P.C, Bett Al makes a ew 
remarks (to ’Arcourt):— 
Out of the way with you; 
Cut along quick! 
Want me to play with you, 


cursory 


\) | 7: t rae Sean _* — 
1 narrow ther Kiln £0 Smart’ Bill, with a stick ? 
Feock sal a Paper ver vi t in it, Take tbat old barrer load 
i y = 4 . ae eo. . 
; Nothink but rot in it; Out of this narrer road 
( t awny f you Clap Reeth “aoad i 4 
( ' a Bah, yer will fail Ah! you may rail! 
( l I i 7 5 = . 
eae AWAY SA t} }ou’ve got to make way for 
, it | Tha (ya x r + \Tail Rn \* 9] ! 
tT. of — f Che Government Mail. The Government Mail ! 
i c 
Government Mail (To Balfour.) 
» brs > + - : oO ) ™17? ° ° ) 
-_ , Kin (er me, are yer . . hat are you waiting for ‘ 
animes + hae cai Corlin’ me Bill VYant to be led! 
} 1 takes itt Dashed sight t 


Fridays the load I take’s 

Blocked, Pill, by you! 
Too sharp by half, my lad 
Think I'm a calf, my lad 

Ah, you may rail ! 
You’d better make way for 

The Government Mail! 


) 


Wednesdays it's just the same, 
Mondays as bad 
Soon I shall bust the same 
Game up, my lad. 
Bill, it is ‘* rough’”’ of you, 
I’ve had enough of you, 
And I'}l £0 bail 
Some day you'll get smashed by 
Tha Coy Ney 


The Government Mail! 


free are yer! 
Shout till ye’re ill! 
| sharn’t clear out of it— 
Blocked ’?’’ not a doubt of it 
Oh, yer may wail— 
My barrer’s a match fer 


The Government Mail ' 


Where are yer shovin’ to, 
Arthur, me bye ? 

Lookin’ so lovin’, too— : 
I wish yer jye! 

I go for robbery, 

‘ou go for jobbery ; 
Both of us fail 

stir up the pace of 


rT 


The Government Mail! 


What are you prating for ” 
Give him his head! 
You’re blocking the traftic, 
My temper’s seraphic, 
Soon it will fail 
If you don’t push ahead with 
The Government Mail! 
(To himself.) 
What are we coming to ? 
I must be sharp, 
Set things a humming, too— 
Quidnuncs may carp, 
But all these ructions here, 
‘Spite my instructions clear, 
Prove that I fail 
To keep a clear path for 
Tie Government Mail ! 
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A Fitting Preparation. 


ONE loves to gaze on little Snooks, 
That tadpole-headed boy, 

His gravity and learned looks 
One always must enjoy. 

One feels that some day Snooks will be 
As wise as any Bacon, 

Such very heavy studies he 
Diurnally doth take on. 





. At yonder Board School day by day 
4NFANT LEBRIBL! He learns in French to speak, 


fii TH! Brabazon Emplc Vi ent In Ale ebra e makes = ood way, 
ork His Latin is not weak. 


Society is doing fine work, and ; i on J ' 
‘ « } , os . ole r1¢ Ny10)) as 12 O ont 
¢ the Countess of Meath, who originated He fools with I awe Las! ip! 
t. might wel] p t herself upon the hack And you may iay a ‘* tanner 
, S41 —~ sa ~ | LA 4 s ' » * x . . . a 








: TT} 13++1 , , anoht 
f ) . 1 P » Sno , ht 
lf such & met od of exnre ing ¢ f That LItbi¢ Ne) 8 rn ] taug i 
» AD] robation were an anato?: ] LO numMp nh tne py-ann ce 
J I oe ‘ o =~ + 
Our il 18 neal rte 
And ! eavil ; 
+7 ¢ 4 Tv, 
he idea of the ( to i In Aces ne 
inters n oc ly tion for i i¢ Yi I ( 
crepit folk in the r ] Hi ) B 1 time 
. . 7 $ ; qd 
} na done Mi nan tn lt T ] YY t) U 
f ] f +] H , yr (+) 
ma } ] | 
l cx 7 
ir? y +7. | L i W 
brit 
f ’ y f ; 


ry } y ryy 
— iR 
ple t W arp 
W « i ‘ ‘ _ @ : 
I swim by 1 le . . . Ina sunshiny 


Of my great f friends, a grand swimmer Is hh 
I } 

f ey ‘ 21a De tor eee 
Of magnificent build, if a trifle rotund, 


After this nothing my ible \ pauper-nonogenarial! ae , . 7 
milliiner'! VV } : + } : F ] 1 And piasned I W WILD MANY a@ 8} ray-diam nd. 
niiner We shail t GX] to hear of a ntenarian ploughboy wt ng’ OR, UE Bing 13 . = 
F LV L And I throw my white arms o’er his shoulder crosswise, 
Cr j Y¥ j IT1.: viel awd hahhi para ; y] > Ww? ) 
While around me gay bubbles caressingly rise, 
’ And he bears my whole weight without fret or annoy, 
’ ae. 7 7 oo } Dc ecto 
I ! ‘ For my friend ! 1 man but aiolly old buoy 
i read that an erp! a hman has patented el J , : Y 


ot Alesina cai A The New Woman’s Newest. 


and t) ' icularly irate wit! 
per} Albion. JOHN JINKINS and a friend or t 
Were talking of the bowlers who 
But it will hardly temper (Whatever it may d with Had done great deeds of derring-do 
one’s head) to feel a streain of iey-cold water trickling down one’ In some great cricket match ; 


And, when his ma was roused by their 
Loud tones from slumbering in her chair, 
‘* Analysis of Bowling” were 

The Pope has now a typewriter of the very newest fashion. The words she chanced to catch. 
Really, the democratisation of the present age is astounding. The 
Poy ewill be mding a bicycle next r the German iper rr open 
the Re; tag by plavit the ‘*Wacht am Rhine” on a mouth- 


collar at @ varden party. 


‘* Ann Alice’’—shrieked the awe-struck dame, 
‘ Annu Alice is off bowling!! Shame 
vou, then, to let her name 


[ yu, 


he 
~ 


y i \ 
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Tt» | m } - ] - ' 
Be breathed, m on, DY } 
n \ Icketl? A 
. { ) 
Can W n wear fa f brass ? 
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‘ 7 . gd on ; . —_ ts nd 93 
You did not mean unkind Be Joyous in Our Joy. 
pha es eee eee Macaulay's * Ivry.”’ 
And t udly, M Mr. Geo. W. Joy, the artist, has sold his pictures ‘‘ Joan of 
[ beg your pardon, Millie, Arc”’ ani “Truth” to the French and German Governments 
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ies Huguenots was produced at the Opera 
for the first time this season on Saturday 
evening, and Meyerbeer’s fine old work was 
gorgeously rendered by a ‘‘star’’ cast. * Many 
works go out of fashion, but nothing ales— 
that is to say, ailsa—Meyer-beer. You may 
NB not ad-Meyer-beer—all of it; but Les Hugue- 
\ eee mots will live. The Huguenots is full of real 
\ \ Siz ° tune, Hugenots what I mean (for the purposes 
I of which feeble pun please give the word its 
te ~ French pronunciation). Mme. Melba was the 
Marguerite de Valois, anu a most charming Marguerite, too. Her 
lovely voice—so true, so flexible, so sweet, so full of feeling, has 
due scope in the intricate score. Mme. Albani’s Valentine we know 
as @ great performance; as dramatically effective as it is vocally 
satisfying. Mr. David Bispham, M. Plancon, and the rest were 
most excellently good. Signor Bevignani conducted, and the 
orchestra and chorus under his direction were very fair indeed. 


From the Opera to the Palace of Varieties seems a long step; as 
a@ matter of fact, there is no great distance between Bow Street 
and Cambridge Circus. At any rate, if you want “ variety ’’ you 
will get the very best obtainable at the Palace. There is always 
something different to be seen here; something you cannot see 
anywhere else. The latest addition to the programme is 
called The Ideal, and The Ideal is quite idyllic. When 
I tell you that the music is from the pen of Wormser, 
ou will appreciate how very delightful the whole thing is. Who 
s Wormser? Don’t you. remember L'Enfant Prodigue, the 
irreproachable, unapproachable, never-to-be-forgotten Enfant 
Prodigue? Well, Wormser was the composer of that masterpiece, 
too. Now, are you satisfied? And who do you think is the 
author? Why a most popular Man of the World (which paper he 
edits), Lieutenant Colonel Newnham Davis. He has a nimble wit 
and a pretty fancy, and he has used them both to great advantage. 
We are shown a luxurious artist’s studio—or an artist’s luxurious 
studio, if you prefer it that way. An artist is painting a 
picture. Enter to him his wife. She looks for his caresses, but the 
mari is devoted to his painting. He is distrait, inattentive. His 
— grows angry, and then mightily jealous of the picture which 
claims all her husband’s attention. In a fit of rage she dashes the 
— to smithereens. The artist is going to do all sorts of 
readful things, but the lady, now attired as the lady of the picture, 
dances to him, and coaxes him back to a proper appreciation of his 
marital obligations. And so all endsin peace. Miss Ethel Ross 
Selwicke dances and poses very daintily, and the little dumb-play 
is very good goods indeed. GOSSAMER. 


The cast engaged for In Sight of St. Paul’s at the Princess’s is a 
very strong one. Ernest Leicester, Austin Melford, Harry Cane, 
George Hippisley, and other well-known artistes are included. 
Misses Keith Wakeman, Kate Tyndal, Alice Yorke, etc. It is 
to be produced August Ist, on an elaborate scale. One scene, the 
interior of St. Paul’s Cathedral, is stated to be both fine and large. 
Mr. Gilmer is giving the drama every chance. It is written by 
Sutton Vane, and made a big hit in America. 


A special morning performance of the new drama, In Sight of 
St. Paul's, will be given at the Princess’s Theatre on Bank 
Holiday, at 2 o'clock. 
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Too Bad! 


Mrs. Racket (to her husband).—I am afraid, Alfred, that you 
spend most of your time in very bad company.” : 
Mr. Racket.—“ How can I? I'm scarcely ever at home, am I? ”’ 





The Drawing-Room Singer. 4 


Envy and Malice come down from on high, 
While the drawing-room singer is singing ; 

And ladies, with ladies’ soft whispering, vie 
In the art ot clandestinely stinging. 

Each maid, at the maid she professes to like, 
Is some shaft contumelious flinging— 

For backbiter’s strokes one can easily strike, 
While the drawing-room singer is singing ! 


Somnolent Somnus comes down from on high, 
While the drawing-room singer is singing ; 
And back in their chairs the old dowagers lie, 

And their fans in their hands they are swinging. 3 
Anon they drop off ; but, when endeth the lay, 4 

From their slumbers you’ll see them upspringing. i 
And no ove dares hint that in dreamland were they, 

While the drawing-room singer was singing ! 


Bonnie Dan Cupid comes down from on high, 
While the drawing-room singer is singing, 
And hither and thither an arrow lets fly 
From the bow he has bravely been stringing. : 
Bold knights woo fair maidens, who simper and pout, 
As the notes of the chantress are ringing ; 
But—NoBoDY KNOWS WHAT THE SONG IS ABOUT, 
While the drawing-room singer is singing ! 








He.—‘‘ Do you think that lady’s hair is dyed ?”’ 
She.—“ I think it’s dead.” 
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Hosiery. 


GARDEN hosiery is what I mean. My garden is like art—it is 
long. If I am very careful I can lay the hose right down it without 
touching either fence. 

It was after I had been 46 times down the garden with a can full 
of agua—more or less—pura that I began to fancy a nice india- 
rubber hose might not be without its advantages, and an india- 
rubber hose I determined to purchase. 

I tried all the leading hosiers in my neighbourhood, but they all 
confessed to a lamentable deficiency in the matter of garden hose. 
You might as well have tried to get from them a lowly ha’porth of 
dates. 

Garden hose is not the kind you find decorated with clocks—nor 
could I get any on tick—but this is by the way. 

I went into a shop that sold garden utensils, and said I want 
some hose, please!” and the shopman preduced some digging 
things—long sticks with plates of iron at right angles with them. 
Hoes! I was so disgusted that I walked out. 

That is my playful way of introducing a dash of humour into 
this otherwise painful story. 

I might also say that, although it is ‘‘ hose,’’ one “pays” for 
it. Do you observe the delicate jew-de-mot— owes” and “ pays.”’ 
And I would say this, too—but for the fact that people who can’t 
make a homely pun are always telling us that puns are out of 
date! A fig for their dates! 

At last I saw advertised ‘‘ Sixty feet of nearly new garden hose 
and fittings; will sacrifice for 10s.,or exchange for good tricycle, 
latest make. Apply J. J. Jenks, 1044, Shepherd’s Bush Court.” 

I applied, got the hose, and sang hosanna all the way home, 


Sixty feet of hose and fittings do not make a light bundle, and 
I carted it home in a brown paper parcel. The paper being thin— 
burst, and the coil of pipe, not being otherwise secured, spread 
about, and being soft and springy, might have been 60 live eels for 
the game I had trying to gather it up in the middle of Ludgate 
Circus at 7 p.m., which is a busy time—for the City men who have 
not gone home, and the suburbans who are just coming up for the 
theatres. 

Have you ever tried to capture 60ft. of escaped, fiery, untamed 
garden hose in a crowded thoroughfare? No! Well, I cannot 
recommend it, unless exercise is what you have to take for your 
complaint, for as fast as you cram a few rings together, it 
springs out again in another place, and exhibits a truly devilish 
tendency to get round people’s legs and upset them, and the two 
ends become absolute fiends in the way they poke themselves 
between the spokes of any wheels that may happen to be passing, 
and, as to extricating them—well, give me the eels in a large mesh 
net. 

However, with the aid ofa friendly policeman, I arrested it in its 
wild career, and got it to the station, and finally home. 

But my troubles were not yet over—far from it. Putting one 
end of the hose over the water tap over the back kitchen sink may 
look like a simple operation when it is seen oa—but you try to do 
it. You stretch the hose as much as possible, and try to spring it 
on. First it springs back, and you hurt your knuckles and indulge 
in language you would hesitate to use in a Suadayschool. Then 
is spriogs off. ‘In spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of’? hose. And then it splits. Then you rollit back, 
something like turning a stocking inside out, and you push. The 
turned back part suddenly returns to its place, and you jab your 
fiagers and thumb against the body of the tap, and address a few 
well-chosen remarks to the makers and inventors of indiarubber 
hose in general, and the manufacturers of your 60ft. thereof in 
p+rticular. 

Bat “all things come to him who waits,” and eventually that 
demon hose went over the nozzle of the tap. 








You may think my troubles were over with it, but they were 
not—still, very far from it. I turned the water on and went to the 
other end of that 60ft. of hose, turned on the tap and squirted, first 
my boot full, and then inadvertently pointed the rose up my right 
sleeve—the water rose, too, to the occasion. 

We have a very strong pressure of water at our place, and to call 
the hose “ nearly new,”’ required talents on the part of the adver- 
tiser pre-eminently qualifying him for a fictional winter of con- 
siderable success. 

I was wet to the shoulder and all round my neck, but there did 
not seem to be a big enough stream at the rose. (There is a 

m lurking in this story somewhere—hose and rose, you 

ow—but the subject is hosey, no, I mean prosy, and 
the experience far from rosy.) So back I trudged on my 
way towards that weary 60 feet away tap. But two yards from 
where I stood a tiny fountain spirted right up the leg of my 
trousers, for I set my foot, unwillingly, so close to it that I was 
wet to the waist before I was aware of its proximity. As they say 
in the sensation stories, to tie my pocket handkerchief over the 
split and smother myself with water was the work of about twenty 
minutes, and my private opinion is—the dripping well of Knares- 
boro is a dry and arid plain compared with my manly form as I 
stood with that fiendish fountain playing on mein 43 different 
directions, but there was nothing dry about it—or me—by this 
time. Standing cool while shells are bursting round you on the 
tented field for downright heroism isn’t in it with standing while 
hose is bursting round you on the back garden lawn. 


Again I urged upon my wild career and went to the end of my 
hose, and found the force of water had pushed the brass nozzle- 
fitting off, and, ere I was aware of it, I found I was standing in a 
pond, several inches deep, with a lovely rich mud, which splashed 
over my boot tops and penetrated to my skin through my socks ; 
but, because I was wet, was my ardour damped? Never! I stuck 
bravely to my colours, which is more than my colours did to the 
said socks. They ran, and my dear little trilbies were a lovely red 
when I went to bed (here lurks another couplet for that poem), 
i.e., when I removed those hose! (Couplet three.) 

‘* The boy stood on the burning deck,”’ says Oasabianca. Pity he 
hadn’t a garden hose with him, a “ nearly new”’ one for choice, I 
should like to hear that advertiser's definition of ‘‘ quite old.” 

After discovering two more splits at about four and eight yards 
away, and discovering that I had traneformed a hitherto peaceful 
garden into a marshy bog, while my fiendish children saw me tip- 
toeing my wet and weary way towards the house, stood in a row a 
the back parlour window and in chorus sang :— 


“Hush! hush! hush! here comes the boggy man.” 


Ob! it’s fine to be the father of a family of facetious fiends. 

And oh! hevings! when I got to the back kitchen sink, what a 
sight met my gaze! It was one vast swamp. Pails and scrubbing 
brushes, to say nothing of house flannels, floated everywhere, 
while three pairs of boots lay water-logged in the corner. 

However, the garden was watered, so was the greater part of the 
adjacent landscape. 

And one thing is certain—a visit to the seaside for bathing pur- 
poses will this season be like painting the lily—* wasteful and 
ridiculous excess.” 

I had bath enough that one day to last till next year, and I do 
not intend to do a hard-working gardener out of a job any more, 
Amateur gardening may be all very well, but a professional hus- 
bandman or agricultural labourer is good enough for me for the 
future. 

And my “nearly new” hose is in the dusthole, and my “ nearly 
new ’’ tweed suit may fit my eldest child, but I am doubtful. Still, 
we are going to try it—when it is dry. 


THE rock of the cradle is the rock that wrecks a good many 
married men, 
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By THe PARTY ON THE SPorT. 


Wednesday.—Had an interesting morning at the Brompton 
Oratory. Unveiling of the memorial to Cardinal Newman by the 
Duke of Norfolk. Gave us a little suitable Norfolk oratory. 
Hurried over to Aldermanbury (where they bury aldermen) to be 
present at another memorial raised to the memory of John Heminge 
and Henry Condell, the two fellow actors of Shakespeare who 
rescued the manuscripts of his plays and published them—without 
which circumstance we would very possibly never have heard of 
them! The memorial erected by Mr. Williams and “ dedicated ”’ 
by the Lord Mayor. Think of our interdependence for fame! 
Heminge and Condell in this matter owe their fame to Shakespeare, 
Mr. Williams owes his to Heminge and Condell, and the Lord 
Mayor owes his to Mr. Williams! 


MUTUAL SUPPORT. 


Will Shakespeare (age-enduring name, 
The theme of Ode and Rondel) 

Owes much of his exalted fame 
To Heminge and to Condel ; 

So this is right—and none will dare 

In prey break spear— 

That H. and C. now owe their share 
Of fame to William Shakespeare. 


Found things a little cooler (and consequently jollier) at Bisley. 
Made my way to the Clyde to see the finish of the yacht 
racing. Britannia scored a win in a splendid race between the 
cracks, Back to the Haymarket Theatre for Beerbohm Tree’s 
“last night,’”’ and to the conversazione of the Institute of Civil 
Engineers. 


Thursday.—Actually felt chiliy to-day on the Old Trafford Ground 
at Manchester, where the English and Australians started their 
second trial match. Rather a poor look out for the British, though 
Australia batted all day and “piled ’em up” industriously. Got 
back in time to see Mrs. Tree lay the memorial stone of the new 
“Her Majesty's” Theatre, then to the city to see Prince Charles 
admitted free of the Drapers’ Company. Dined with the Authors’ 
Club, who were entertaining Mrs. Hodgson Burnett, who, in return, 
entertained them in a bright, clever speech. 


Friday.—Heat came back again, quite reinvigorated by its little 
holiday. Perhaps it was the enormous flare up of the Humber Cycle 
Works that did it. 





IRRITATION. 


Such weather, I find, affects my mind, 
And seriously distresses it, 
To put it ‘‘I felt inclined to melt,” 
Inadequately expresses it. 
Its come to a stage which makes me rage 
And a naughty word let drive or so. 
I may be a fool, but I can’t keep cool 
When it registers 95 or so. 
I thought it might still be cool at Manchester, but it wasn't, and 
the Englishmen were clearly getting licked. Sandown was very 
little better, though I did back St. Frusquin for a warm thousand 
(couldn’t find a cool thousand to do it with!) Marlborough House 
was 4 little better—where I helped H.R.H. to preside at the annual 
meeting of the Royal College of Music, and afterwards over the 
Associated Boards of the R.A.M. and R.C.M.—but Bisley was 
baking. Slept on the outside of my tent. 


Saturday.—Went down to Manchester to witness finish of the 
second test match, England v. Australia. Gallant defence, which, 
but for a failure to make a catch, was almost complete. 

Monday.—Made one at Miss Baird’s marriage to H. B. Irving, 
Esq., junior, tragedian, etc., etc. Well got up show. Principals 
and supporters well up in their business, and staging and appoint- 
ments excellent. Drank the health of the happy couple—splendid 
weather for drinking healths, can do it so heartily and deeply—and 
then away to Bisley for opening of “the Queen’s.” Stayed there 
and made a night of it. 


Tuesday.—To-morrow is the wedding day. ‘Tried on my togs for 
the occasion, then went and looked at Maud and Charles’ wedding 
presents. .Very handsome, everybody been most kind—think I 
ought to do something! 

LOYALTY. 
To celebrate the royal ‘ splice ”’ 
Patricians, plebs, and peasants 
Have rushed to purchase something nice 
By way of wedding presents. 
Enthusiastic as the rest 
(When loyalty is seemly), 
The SrorreR’s done his level best 
To spread himself extremely. 
He’s bought himself a shiny hat, 
A yacht in which to float him, 
He’s paid his tailor (think of that !) 
To trouser him and coat him; 
He’s bought a splendid horse and trap 
For use when in a hurry, 
Laid down some port (a splendid tap) 
And bought a place in Surrey. 
New chinaware to deck his shelf, 
And coverts stocked with pheasants— 
In point of fact he’s mace himself 
A lot of wedding presents, 
And none can say, at any rate, 
But what (without evasion) 
He’s done his best to celebrate 
The popular occasion. 


Made my way down to Dumfries for the Burns’ Celebration. (Good 
old ** Land o’ Cakes ”’ and land of good old whiskey!) And back to 
see the Duke of Cambridge unveil Al bronze statue of the Queen 
on Blackfriars Bridge. Hooray ! THE SPOTTER. 
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Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


PROMOTE DIGESTION 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, 


please | 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


Cudor Street, New Bridge Street, London, E.C., and Pub ed f 
Pieet Street, in the City of London.—Tuesday, 


Gordon and Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
_ hed for ti ».» 27, Bouverie 8s 


the Proprietor by M. Exiron & C 
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THE much-vaunted brotherly love of the Socialists had not much 
to say for itself at the International Congress at Queen’s Hall. It 
sounds brutal to say so, but really the ‘‘ speeches’ and the style of 
repartee generally employed were nearly as bad as in our House of 
Commons, Everyone had his own magnificent views with which to 
shake the world, and no two could agree as to the precise nature of 
the revolution that is to upset people and empires in the near 
future. Anyhow, it will not & by the ‘‘ brotherly love’ evinced on 
Monday last! Peace, Harmony, Brotherhood of Man, and all that 
seemed to have gone away for a holiday; the reasoning powers of 
the cosmopolitan collection were comprised in the words ‘ Bosh,” 
‘‘Sacré bleu,” ‘‘ Sapriste,” ‘“ Donnerwetter,” and stronger expres- 
sions in good old English (or Irish). At last the able but bewildered 
chairman did the only sensible thing of the day: he declared the 
meeting adjourned. 


Sir William Harcourt objects to the proposed Uganda railway 
because it will ‘offend Germany.’’ Let us go further. Let us 
give India over to Russia, because the dear Czar might be hurt by 
our refusal. Let us hand over the Bank of England to the Shadow 
to keep him sweet. Let us give up our navy, it is a standing 
grievance to Portugal. And how much longer are we going to hold 
Gibraltar when really the King of Spain is very much pained by 
our doing so. 

The fact is, our teeming population has no business anywhere 
outside this little England of ours. We may be able to colonise, 
and to open up new worlds as no other nation can ; but of what use 
is that if Aldgate needs another pump, or the workhouse people are 
not allowed turkey and truffles once a week. 


The Honourable Artillery Company of Boston had a very good 
time over here, and once more all international quarrels with 
America may be said to be at an end. Mark Twain once dined 


AUGUST 


4, 18 


with them. He looked on in amazement for some time, and said 
at last :— 


‘“* Well, if you fight as you feed, God help the enemy!”’ 


Teacher.—‘‘ The scales are arranged on fish exactly as the slates 
on @ house.” 

Sharp Boy.—* Oh, please, sir, I know why.” 

Teacher.—‘*' Well?” 

S. B.—“ To keep the fish from leaking, sir.” 


The following are bond-fide letters from parents of children 
attending a certain Board School in London to the authorities, 


‘‘Derar TEACHER, 
‘*Please excuse my Wilie’s absence has I took him hout 
for a day’s pleasure (fo see is granfarther’s grave.” 


“ Dear Sir, 

“You have no call to teach my son George about 
fishograpy and the overcoats of the stummick, and to interfear in 
our privit famly affairs.” 

‘‘DearR Mapa, 

** Please excuse Molly who has took the measles ¢o oblige 

her father.—Yours obediently, ——” 


Little Florrie was reproved by her mother before company, and 
she did not like it. 

‘‘ Mummie, dear,’”’ she said afterwards, ‘‘I wish you would not 
scold me before people. It only makes me feel decomposed.” 
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Thick-Headed. 


Tue other day a thick-headed Irishman, who was charged with 
being drunk and disorderly, nearly drove a magistrate mad. The 
following colloquy took place between the two :— 

Magistrate.—‘* Will you sign the pledge if I let you off this 
time ?”’ 

Prisoner.—“ Shure, Oi can't wroite, yer honour.” 

Magistrate.—‘' But you can make a mark.” 

Prisoner.— Phwat koind av a mark, yer honour?” 

Magistrate (testily).—*‘ A cross, man—a cross!”’ 

Prisoner.—* Across phwat, yer honour ?”’ 

Magistrate (out of all patience).—“‘Ten shillings and costs, or 
seven days’ hard labour!’’ 

Prisoner (aghast).—* Tin shillin’s an’ costs! Shure, Oi haven’t 
cost anywan anything, yer honour; Oi paid fer all me dhrinks.”’ 

Magistrate (severely).—“ Stand down, sir—stand down!” 

Prisoner.—*‘ Oi always shtand up whin Oi shtand atall. Is it 
sit down yer honour manes?”’ 

Then the gaoler took the prisoner in hand, and the magistrate 
mopped his moist brow. 
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Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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‘SOMETHING LIKE’ A HOLIDAY. 





























Young Bounderby, from circums‘ances over which he ha And again, as he can’t take the waters at SPA, he takes 
» control, is unable to visit the SEA-SIDE this year, so he an S and B”’ at the Bar. 
attires himself soofably, and takes a seat on the Embankment 
ith his best girl, watches the penny steamers, and in fancy i 
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And then, as the mountain scenery of SWITZERLAND 


Of course, not being able to go to MONTE CARLO. he 
and the beauties of WAT.FS are out of the 


“Tommy Dodd”’ for ha’pence in the morning, and 
winds u} 


juestion, he goes t es 
Hampstead Heath, and in the merry moke sees the CHAMOIS the day’s dissipation by playing Crib with his 
and MOUNTAIN PONY, 


maiden aunt, which is far safer, for there are expectations 
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The Race of Life. 


ADVICE TO THOSE WHO HAVE 
ENTERED. 


Go with’a bold heart to the race, 
Expend no time in idle brag, 
But with undaunted courage face 
The flag. 
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The thundering onrush will create 
Desire to win; your blood will dance— 
Yield not to feverish haste, but wait 
Your chance. 





Cote 


But when you've passed “ the distance,” 
lose 
No time, allow no chance to slip ; 
While, if you deem it prudent, use 
The whip. 
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And if the hard-contested prize 
Be “Steward’s Cup”’ or selling plate, 
This maxim keep before your eyes 
Ride straight! 


When nearing home, and closely pressed» 
Remember ’tis the final spin ; 
On this hangs all—-so do your best 
To win! 
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An Arch Archer. 


Aw archer from his trusty bow 
The arrow speeding saw, 
And murmured in tones soft and low 
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‘Not lost, but gone before ! 
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Much Wanted. 


Jones.—* What's the matter, Smith ? 
You look awfully worried.”’ 

Smith“ Yes, I’m trying te invent 
something.” 

Jones.—‘** What is it. Can I help 
you ?”’ 

Smith. —‘* I'm afraid not. I want to 
invent a cycle track that will at the 
same time be hard enough to cycle on 
and soft enough to fall on.”’ 











Cold Comfort. 


THat ‘‘ cold contracts,’ I’ve ofter heard, 
But I consider it absurd : 

I had a cold— worst in the land 

That made my doctor’s bill expand ! 














No Deception. 


Scene: A restaurant not h undri dad 
jas ft 
miles from the Strand, 
Customer. —‘** Waiter! Look there |! 
Isn't that a cow’s hair on the butter.” 
Waiter.— Yessir. Cow’s hair, yes- 
sir. We always serve one on our 
eo Sd ae butter as a guarantee of good faith, sir, 
“Suppose you consider yourself too ‘igh and mighty up ? re 
SUPPORs J . OS, just to show that it ain’t margarine, 








Coster (in a loud voice). 
: } 5 ; re ‘ 1” a | \ W , 
there in them togs to take any notice yf an old pal ANY “9 so we “: re sir.” 
: ° ? ++ hat ‘ranno } , \V ife i 5 i t ve : F 
alf quid I lent yer to get yer out of that scrape do ry til i 


Undesirable Company. 


Short. 

Miss Lank: ‘“T feel highly honoured by you posal, | I hear that your wife is at death’s door, Henpeckt.”’ 
Stumpy, but I cannot marry you. Excu me, but } Are 50 Henpecikt (gloomily).—“ Yes, but I don’t suppose death will let 
very sh certalniyv won't if he knows what kind of a woman 
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AT YARMOUTH. 


. 4 7 aoe i es ~~) on - 9? 
Pert Young Person. ‘*’Ere, Uncle, tike this ’ome for me! Chorley an’ me want to tike a walk on the jetty ! 


v 


Jonathan on the Situa- 
tion :— 


BryYAN, I guess, 
Is the Boss I shall get— 

Clever, h’m, yes! 
He is cleverish, yet 

At times I have found ’em foo clever, 
And that’s an infliction you bet. 


Rather have had 
An inferior *‘ cuss’”’ ! 
Silver ?—derned bad 
Play the Dickens with us! 
And Bryan is shaky on Silver, 
Well, it’s bad, but it might have been 
‘‘wuss "| 


Calkerlate I 
Am a bit go-a-head ! 

None will deny 
I could paint the world red ; 

Sut these derned Presidential contests 
Make Jonathan wish he was dead ' 


Wall Street is shy 

But, then, Tammany’s bold. 
One whispers “ Try,”’ 

And the other cries ‘‘ Hold!” 
The dollar J guess is almighty 

So long as the dollar is gold. 


Though, I suppose, 
I must sit on the fence. 

Everyone knows 
That McKinley has sense. 

And se says, ‘‘ Go in for high tariffs, 
Smash Bull up and blow the expense!’ 


Though fads are cheap 

When elections are nigh, 
Whirlwinds we reap 

When the breeze has blown by; 
When credit has turned to discredit, 

And nothing but tariffe is high. 


Shout for a king 
Like the mieguided frogs ; 

Let the shout bring 
Ugly storks, ugly logs; 

Hither way you may make a mistake, 
Kither way you may go to the dogs. 


But, what’s the odds ? 
To this weary old ho3s 
Winks equal nods! 
Rolling stones get no moss— 
Better, perhaps, run a kingdom, 
And pay for a permanent Boss! 


There—anyway, 
[’ve a man to elect, 

Take it as play, 
And amusement affect, 

Look forward to nought but surprises, 
And then you know what to expect. 


Life is a game 
That has got to be played, 
Hope's dingy flame 
Has gone out, I’m afraid, 
And he’s lucky who need not exclaim, 
‘‘ Lord, see what a mull I have made!”’ 


Bryan, I guess, 

Is the Boss I shall get. 
Silver—h’m, yes! 

Never mind, never fret, 
I shall have to get over it somehow: 


T 


i ve got over worse things, you bet ! 


The Worst Pun on Record. 


Boarder (to boarding-house keeper).— 
‘Cold shoulder of mutton again, Mrs. 
Scraper! Really——” 

Boarding-house keeper (severely).— 
‘* Now, Mr. Waggle, I scope you are not 
going to inflict that old joke of yours 
about my ‘giving you the cold shoulder’ 
on us again ?”’ 

Boarder.—‘‘ Certainly not, madam. I 
was only going to observe that so much 
cold mutton really grows very mo- 
mutton-ous !” 

Then the other boarders fell upon Mr. 
Waggle, and thrashed him until he found 
it extremely monotonous ! 


66 J.P.” 


Bill.—'* Tom, wot’s the meanin’ of 
‘J.P.’ that yer sometimes see arter a 
swell’s name?” 

Tom (the pot-howse ‘ oracle ’’).—** Oh, 
it stands for jam pot.” 

Bill.—- Jam pot! But Idon’t see no 
senee in it.” 

Tom (witheringly).—* No, yer never 
Can see no sense till yer told. 3ut 
there, yer ain't ’ad my eddication. Why, 
it’s this way: Them swells wot ‘ave got 
‘J.P.’ arter their names arse always 
down on the poachers, an’ keep an eye 


on the preserves. Sea?’’ 
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CHOOSING THE PRESIDENT. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 44.) 
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A An Ill-Pill-Bill Incident. 


(AFTER Mr. GILBERT’s “ T11T-WILLOW.’’) 








>——— 


My wife, when she heard how I laboured for breath, 
Said * You’re ill, oh! you’re ill, oh! you're ill, oh!”’ 
My friends saw my features get pallid as death— 
“ Ah! you’re ill, oh! you're ill, oh! you're ill, oh!” 
I plied me with whiskey, and brandy, and gin, 2? 
But I only waxed weaker, more pale, and more thin, 
So, ‘‘The doctor,” I said, ‘‘ I must really call in, 
For I’m ill, oh! I’mill, oh! I’m ill, oh!” 


The doctor came once, and the doctor came twice— 
“ Take pill, oh! take pill, oh! take pill, oh! 
My visit may cease if you’ll take my advice, 
And take pill, oh! take pill, oh! take pill, oh!” 
He went; and my heart did with gratitude leap, 
As I murmured, “ Now, pills are exceedingly cheap, 
So the doctor’s commandments I’ll carefully keep, 
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And take pill, oh! take pill, oh! take pill, oh}, 























Love on Crutches went lame from the start 
at the Comedy; it is distinctly not too great That doctor sends notes to me, savage and short— 
and good for human nature’s Daly’s food. “Pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 

In fact, Mr. Daly’s new adaptation from the And fiercely he vows that he’ll force me in court 
German is distinctly weak ; you will probably To pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! 
sar Penson pig i Fan SOe ane: 3ut, because he demandeth five guineas from*me 
but youfmust blame Mr. Daly, not me. For a couple of visits and pills forty-three, 


A young man and woman —_ | I will see him in Hades before I’ll agree 
They married because money was dependent | To pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill,"oh! 
upon it—ergo, they have nothing in common, ; . 
except the cash, and no credit attaches to 
either of them. Unknown to his wife the : 


young man has written a successful novel under a nom de 
guerre, and receives from a fair incognita many letters of 
deep admiration. To these he replies—under his assumed name _ | 
(they both disguise their handwriting), and a sort of literary flirta- 
tion springs up between them, his letters being particularly ardent. | 
So, while the husband and wife are daily growing more and more 
estranged, these young people, unknown to each other, are getting | 
warmer and warmer in their protestations. 

Need I—-oh, need I—tell you that the lady who writes is the wife, 
the gentleman who replies is the husband? Need I tell you the 
inevitable result? No, I need not; I am sure I need not— 
you have guessed it a long while ago. Mixed up with this 
story of marital storms in a connubial tea-cup are the love 
troubles of another young couple; but those—like the other— 
don’t matter at all. In fact, in Love on Crutches nothing matters. 

No chance is given to any member of the company to 
distinguish him or herself, not even Miss Rehan. To have Miss 
Rehan for a leading actress, and to give her nothing to do, isa form 
of managerial improvidence that it is extremely difficult patiently 
to endure. Miss Sybil Carlisle—a very delightful and pretty and 
charming young lady—Mr. Richman, Mr. James Lewis, and Mrs. 
Gilbert were all as entertaining as the play permits. 





(,OSSAMER, 





Mr. Auguste Van Biene celebrated the 1,000th performance of | 
the not unamusing ‘musical comedy drama,” called The Broken 
Melody, by bringing it to the Grand Theatre, introducing a ’cello 
recitalinto its second act, and presenting us with acopy of the music 
as a ‘‘souvenir.” The Broken Melody, I suppose is not more 
unconvincing than many another play of melodramatic tinge, and, 
anyway, it can’t be mended now, although it has been patched 
and pruned a good deal since some three years ago it first came 
upon us at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre. Mr. Van Biene, if not 
altogether ‘‘the greatest ‘cellist of the world,’ as he claims to be 
(why not ‘ Violoncellist,” by the way ?), has yet a very fine com- 
mand of the instrument. Mascagni’s intermezzo certainly loses 
nothing from his sympathetic execution. His acting of the ‘‘ Rosa 
Matilda ’’ hero‘ will serve,” though he scarcely looks the hero of 
romance. The company is a very capable one, Miss Le Beat, as 
the naughty duchesse, gives a performance of steady excellence, 
and Mr. Nelson Ramsay makes a capital ‘villain.”” I think we 
may expect to ‘hear of him later.” Mr. Arthur Leigh is duly 
aggressive as the agent. The Broken Melody should go on until it 
has broken the record. 

















Mrs. McWhinstane (who has promised the children a visit to the 
coming fair).—* Now, Dugald, ye must see that the bairns dinna 
get to the fair the morn; they're better at hame.”’ 
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There will be a special matinée of The Little Genius at the Dugald.—* Hoots, woman, we’ll jist let them gang to the fair. 
Shaftesbury Theatre on \ ednesday afternoon, August Sth. What for no?” 
We are all pleased to hear that the charming Vie Se is 

1] sex ft rming Viennese artiste, | ‘s, Mc W.—“ Then v > di i 

Miss Annie Dirkens, and Mr. F.J. Lonnen have now resumed Mrs. - WV Ronen ye maun see that they dinna hae mair than 

ee mn SD alte Cacnioagripancas e -4eate A taags — } @& penny for spendin’”’ 
their original parts. The piece has been considerably altered since : er —_ 
the first performance: The new music, dances, etc., and the Du aid.“ Deed, Maggie, I’m thinkin’ we'll jist gie them a 
charming stumes, which are the talk of London, are attracting shillin’: it’s no that muckle.”’ 


crowded audienc: . Dy 
f And fe ? . 19904 } 
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I intend to produce 


st of back seats in future.” 
innocently re ponds the gentle Mr 


a burning shame. 
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ur Burns must therefore sbrink into the backe 


on his return to the villa, * All this fuss about Burns 
Your Shakespeare, your Milton, your Byron, an 


‘‘Took here, Martha, mine,” cried the great one, 
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By raz Party On THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—As soon as the wedding was over—— (Oh, you 
don’t want to hear any more about the weddingat this time of day, 
so why shouldI enter into particulars.) J threw a large bag of 
confetti (specially imported from Olympia) after the happy couple, 
of course. As soon as the wedding was over, I say, I made my way 
back to Bisley, where they were shooting off the St. George’s 
Challenge Vase. Good fellows and good marksmen all, but I’m 
bound to say I’m not specially fond of the shooting. It’s interest- 
ing enough, but after “ cease firing” Bisley is at its best. Then the 
jollifications begin, the songs and drinks and girls—yes. the girls— 
and if they don’t do more execution with their eyes than the 
marksmen with their bullets—well—there ! 


AN OLD SHOT. 


All day the marksman at the butts, 
While sunny hours are winging, 

His taste for pots or glory gluts, 
And sends the bullets ‘* pinging.” 

But when the twilight calm descends 
On ridges, ruts, and barrows, 

Dan Cupid seeks his ‘‘ butts,” and bends 
On them his little arrows. 


Thursday.—Made a pilgrimage down to see the Liverpool Cup 
run for. Under the circumstances, naturally put a bit on the 
Pilgrim (the Canterbury one of that ilk), with which act I had no 
subsequent reason to be dissatisfied. Got over to Chelsea, also, to 
see memorial raised to Sir Thomas More at the Chelsea Public 
Library. Sir Thomas lived at Chelsea, you remember, in the reign 
of Henry VIII. (my small boy tells me), and went home every 
evening by the Putney 'bus. One day he lost his head, however (it 
was afterwards found near London Bridge), and returned home no 
more. Went to the Pav. in the evening. Capital programme, and 
Edward, whom the loving and the impertinent call ‘‘ Teddy ”"— 
going strong. All sorts of well-known clever people did their best 
to amuse me, including W. P. Dempsey, Verno and (very good) 
Voyce, Lady Mansel (most condescending and affable), the Sisters 
Preston, Leo Stormont, Binns and Binns, the Sisters Hawthorne, 
the Griffiths, Knowles, Chirgwin, Dunville, and a lot of others. 
Lotto, Lilo, and Otto’s bicycle act struck me particularly, especially 
ree expertness of one of the party, you ought to see it, the Lotto you 

tto |! 


Friday.—Went down to Epsom to help Lord Rosebery open a 
local Technical Institute and Art School. Gave us an interesting 
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lecture on “‘Made in Germany.” Nice subject, but rather stale. 
Looked in on the Hardwicke Society. Ladies’ night. I’m‘a ladies’ 
knight myself, so most appropriate that I should be there. 


Saturday.—Someone told me to ‘go to Halifax,” so I went— 
with the Duke and Duchess of York. We made speeches (in the 
Town Hall), opened things, and got wet. 

A DAY IN THE COUNTRY. 


We made smart tracks for Halifax, 
And none were sigh-or murmur-y, 

To a Mayor’s address we spoke, you'll guess, 
We opened the new Infirmary, 

For lunch we went to the famed Bellevue, 
Then opened (whate’er you say of it) 

A fish market, got thoroughly wet, 
And made a regular day of it. 


Saw Lieut. Thomson, Queen’s, Edinburgh, win the Queen’s, 
Bisley ; also saw him chaired. Went to the Ranelagh Club a 
athletics. Stayed to see ‘‘ Our Princess” give away the prizes; e | 
also to see the pretty Ladies’ Musical Bicycle Ride before we left. 


Sunday.—Heard there was to be a grand demonstration in 
favour of perpetual Peace, or something of the rort, to be held in 
the park. Felt I must see that. But the whole thing doubled up 
by @ pouring rain. 

A SPOUT FOR THE SPOUTERS. 
They came with flag and beat of drum, 
At war to deal some dents, 
But had to very soon succumb 
To warring ele-ments. 
The rain came down in drenching sheets, 
Nor seemed inclined to cease, 
And ‘* men of peace ”’ ran through the streets 
Compelled to hold their peace. 


Monday.—Had a morning at the South Kensington Museum. 
among the art students’ art productions. The supply of artists does 
not seem likely to give out in the next generation! Great fun at 
the Queen’s Hall in the evening. International Labour Congress 
in session. Grand and glorious row. Dignity of labour thoroughly 
maintained. 


Tuesday.—Beautiful weather, so went up river for the day. In 
the evening helped Mr. Cyril Maude and Miss Winifred Emery to 
examine the students at the 12th Annual Exhibition of the Poly- 
technic School of Elocution. THE SPOTTER. 
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Cruel. 


A BROKEN-DOWN gentleman owed a tradesman a good deal of 
money, which the latter hardly expected to get, as he knew his 
customer was in @ very bad way, financially speaking. However, 
the tradesman thought he might as well let his collecter call, and 
see if he could get a trifle on account, so he sent him, On the 
aes po return, his employer said :— 

“‘T suppose it was no go with Mr.C——? I ex 
the wolf at his door, eh oo adios 

“It was ‘& go,’ so far as I’m concerned, for I went at once,” 
growled the collector. “I didn’t find any wolf at his door, but I 
found a beastly big bulldog there that took about a pound of flesh 
out of the calf of my leg! ” 

‘Ah! "said his employer, who was a bit of a humourist, ‘I wish 


you could collect my pound of flesh as easily as that bulldog seems 
to collect his! ”’ 
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LINCOLN ALBUM. | 


Lincoln Postage Stamp Album and Descriptive © 
Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition), Illustrated by F000 | 
Engravings of Stamps, and containing Atlas of 16 Coloured 
Maps, with spaces to hold over €,000 Stamps, and giving the 
dates, colours, and values of every Stamp, and mar 
values of most of them. The little notes in this Editioa 
describing the names of the various portraits and otbet 
information will be found very useful. Bound in cloth, 6 
post free, 5s. 6d. 
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Set of Five Congo Stamps, oblong.. ee ee 
Set of Seven U.S.A. Columbus Stamps, oblong ° oe e . 

e yt Reg trig ee at oe oa - - ee os 1s, 64. 
ne n coln Stam um. spaces 
Stamps, bound ~~ t free, 1s. 8d. Hew Edition just published, with te 0m 
Innvustaatrep List or Cugap Sets or Stamps CueaP Pacerrs or Stamps, Postacz Stamp ALBUMS 


CRESTS AND Cotns, 1895, sEnT Posr- 
Please Note the New Addres— res: 


W. §. LINCOLN, 2, Holles St., Oxford St., London, W. "4 


ee se 2s. 6d. 
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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


WE have had the Ice Age and 
the Snow Age, and the dal 
Period and so on. This will go down 
to posterity as the Limited Company 
Age. Never has such an epidemic 
been known before. Every day come 
new speculations. The last is a House- 
to-House Bicycle Cleaning Company. 


* * * 


I am nowexpecting a House-to-House 
Tooth Brushing Company Limited ; 
capital £500,000 in 50,000 shares of £10 
each. 

- * * 


What's this I readin the Evening News? ‘* Mr. Justice Vaughan 
Williams is a keen agriculturist, and, in coming to town from his 
place at Gomshall every morning, frequently brings with him some 
huge cans of milk for the London market.” 

7 * * 


Good gracious! One of Her Majesty’s judges, too! Does he 
wear @ white frock and carry a wisp of straw between his teeth? 
Does he travel in the milk van to look after his property? Does 
he go around with the cart before he takes his seat upon tke bench ? 
Well, we are living in a democratic age, indeed. We have grown 
accustomed to ducal milliners, but a judge milkman—what next ? 


* * * 


“PUN” LYRICS. (No. 36.) 
A DRINKING SONG FOR THE HoT WEATHER. 


Come, fill up the flagon, oh lift it high, 
The pathways are dusty, and we are dry; 
In one long draught, not in twice or thrice, 
We will empty the goblet, a-cool with ice, 
With one long cheer, as we hold it up, 

A hip hurrah for the champagne cup. 


It sparkles and glistens beneath the sun, 

While we lazily lounge now our journey’s done ; 
In the shade of the trees, by the water clear, 

We'll drink to our wives and our sweethearts dear ; 
Hear the popping of corks, hold you glasses up, 
Hear the tinkle of ice in the champagne cup. 


Sing ho for the bird of the throat so Icng, 

For the ostrich shriek (as it has no song) ; 

If we had necks that were half so high 

What pleasure it were to be parched and dry, 
And to know as you raised your glasses up 

It would trickle for yards—the champagne cup. 
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The Tutelary Saint of the London School 


Board—St. Cedd. 


AND it’s greatly to his credit, 
That he himself hath cedd it— 
‘¢ Let’s act like Englishmen.”’ 
For, in spite of all oration 

To drive him from his station, 
He’ll expose a job, ye ken. 


| 





True to His Traditions. 


A CRITIC-DRAMATIST one day 
wnate in his ae b 
th the perpetration of a , 

When his little daughter Lictie 

Came bounding in from school, elate, 
And round her neck was slun 

The bag that held her books a | slate, 
Which on a chair she flung. 


The critic-playwright, who had chanced 
To make a blot just then, 

Upon his by ey ome * Pickwick” glanced, 
And cried, ‘‘ Confound the pen!’ 

Then to his side his daughter came: 
‘“* My pencil’s sharp—yes, quite ; 

And you'll have no need your pen to blame 
If on my slate you'll write.” 


The critic-playwright thanked his child 
For help so kindly proffered ; 

But, while he kissed her brow and smiled, 
Refused the boon she offered. 

‘No, no, my love!” he answered straight, 
In kind and cheery tone, 

‘Though other people’s plays I ‘slate,’ 
I must not slate my own!” 


Way-Leaves. 


We welcome with pleasure the advent of a fresh competitor in 
journalism in the shape of a monthly of quarto dimensions printed 
in colours and upon patrician-like paper. The title, Te Balmoral, 
is most apposite, and its opening illustration is a recent portrait of 
‘* The Queen, God bless her!”” Amongst the contents is a piece of 
full-sized music, fashions, and drawings. ‘The Melting Snow,” 
by Allan. Barraud, is a A poiray + Amro ye delineation. We wish 
this new monthly review of art, literature, music, and fashion every 
success. 


We have heard occasionally of curious operations effected by 
those diminutive rodents which are generally termed vermin, and 
also mice, and have, of course, been becomingly amazed at the 
sagacity displayed by those animals. They have been known to 
put their heads together for the better development of some scheme 
of plunder. At Grimsby recently, so the August number of Science 
Gossip informs us, three mice put their heads inside the open shell 
of a living oyster which was upon the pantry floor, and, evidently, 
surveying the scenery of its unconventional quarters. Even an 
oyster, it appears, has a proper appreciation of privacy, and, upon the 
before-mentioned in on on the part of these mice, this peaceably- 
oes pours oyster, at once quiet'y and vy closed its premises 
and entrapped the said mice, a feat never doubtlessly surpassed by 
an oyster, not to put too fine a point—a blue peink probably— 
upon it. 

A little pamphlet has been placed in our hands, bearing a title 
*‘Common-sense Ethios,’’ the collaboration of an anonymous 
association having for its object ‘‘ the Harmonious Development of 
Faculties.” Such an ambiguous description naturally arouses 
one’s curiosity, and the perusal that we gave to this pamphlet 
resulted in the discovery or reminder as to there being nothing new 
under the sun. We quite agree that philosophical truths exert a 
beneficial influence upon the mind, The Bible does this with 
immaculate integrity, and we do not pretend to be wiser than the 
advice and guidance thereby profe “* Common-sense Ethics ” 
8 so much dust in the bulance. 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. | 


Gadbur 


cocoa 
“Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 


_ jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—PFPamity OocTor. 
NO ALKALIES USED. 


9 
BIRD’S 


Enhances the acceptability of every | 


NO'EGGS REQUIRED. 
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CUSTARD _. 


POWDER | 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
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Polishing 
all 


gud Betienty patching Seam, Copges, 
Piatinold, &. everywhere. 
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London Office : &. George's Hons; Kastcheap, B.0 


Needham’s 


Paste, 
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| Bole Matufacherers : 
| JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD, 
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Li HUNG CHANG VISITING THE SIGHTS OF LONDON. 


JOHN BULL, TO THE GRAND OLD MAN OF CHINA —* THE SECRET OF DELICIOUS MAZAWATTEE'S SUCCESS 
cd IS ITS UNALTERABLE EXVUELLENCE." 








Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
Printed by Tux Co-ormaazrva Paurrine Searer: Lomrup, Tudor Street, New Bridge Street, London, H.C., and Published for the Proprietor by M. Eurex & Co., 97, Bouverie & 
Fieet Street, in the City of London.—Tuesday, August 4th, 189». 
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Exodus. 

WHILE London emulates the zone 
We talk of as the torrid, 

When all the season’s fun has flown 
And ‘‘ everything is horrid,’’ 

And ladies gay and gallant lords, 
Escaping from the swelter, 

To Scottish heaths and Norway fiords 
Are hurrying helter-skelter— 

I follow not but linger on 

In dear old, slighted Kensington. 

Nor only the ‘“‘ Olympians” pack— 
From Clapham to Bayswater, 

From Herts to Kent, on many a track— 
Wife, husband, son, and daughter— 

A composite, amorphous throng 
In ’bus or “ growler ” faring 

Sweep down on Euston, myriads strong 
And Waterloo, and Charing— 

But I had rather linger on 

Here in depleted Kensington. 

The girls and boys—for them ‘tis weil, 
Especially if babies— 

Amanda, too, and Florizel, 
Go play your r6le of gabies! 

Go, flirt your fill, and dream your dreams, 
Epbemeral god and goddess, 

And flaunt the iridescent gleams 
Of “‘ blazer ”’ and of bodice ! 

For sake of days long dead and gone, 

Greeting—from one in Kensington.. 


Matrona, worthy soul, whose plan 
Of life entirely prose is, 

Finds joy in Bertie’s deepening ‘‘ tan,” 
In Maud's renascent roses ; 

And, as ’twas “several” years ago 
She changed her née to Grundy, 

Takes kindly to the ancient, slow, 
‘** Uncontinental ” Sunday. 

A feast I better relish, on 

The whole, as served in Kensington. 

But what of him, the Family Chief, 
That solid man and sensible, 

Who seeks in change of air, relief 
Because it’s indispensable ? 

A fortnight spent, or thereabout, 
In rest from civic riot, 

Catch him, and, trust me, he’ll let out— 
Though “strictly on the quiet’’— 
Some facts which throw a light upon 

My stubborn stay in Kensington. 
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‘* First rate,’’ he’ll say, ‘‘ when once you're there, 

For reason’s constitutional, 

The keen ozone, the bracing air, 
The saline flood ablutional ; 

But then, for weeks before the start, 
They ask me ‘ Where ?’—« question 

That haunts the brain, affects the heart, 
And ruins one’s digestion, 

Till seriously a scheme I con 

For summering in Kensington ! 


‘‘ The watering-places all I know— 

A patient annual roamer— 

As photographs and sketches show 
From Silloth round to Cromer ; 

At Aldeboro’ (I detest the land), 
The sea at Super-Mare ; 

In fact, on almost every hand 
My choice is getting chary— 

The end will be a second floor 

Of flats—a stone’s throw from the Gore, 


‘‘In East and North, I’m mostly chilled, 
In South and West asphyxiate ; 
The veriest hamlets now are skilled 
In certain cockney tricks I hate. 
Besides, when skies are overcast, 
The sea their sadness trebles, 
Till (Melancholia’s prey) at last 
I curse the sands and pebbles; 
And shout—‘ The cart! The station, John! 
Express—10-30—Kensington |!’ 


“No more his old retreats can shield 
The veteran sea-sider ; 
The postman follows him afield— 
‘ Black Care behind the Rider!’ 
And whose quits for these, in brief, 
A rus in urbe, sure he 
Will but discover, to his grief, 
A pinchbeck wrbs in rure— 
(I’m wobbling, I confess, of late 
Betwixt the Gorse and Vicarage Gate).”’ 


When well to windward he has sheered 
Of Mrs. G.’s auriculars, 
My soul this sage has often cheered 
With these and like particulars,— 
And, if I’m tempted to a “ lapse ” 
By talk of drains and “ bacteries,”’ 
His precepts serve as * thinking-caps ” 
Or ethical phylacteries, 
And gently point me back anon 
To culture’s Mecca— Kensington ! 
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Norica.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Johnnie.— Hullo, Charlie. 
Charlie.—* All aki, old chappie. 
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always keep one filled in case a friend drops in.” 
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A JULY INCIDENT. 


Why, what the 
Slip off your togs and draw this other tub up, 1 


»>9 





The Evening News 
between whiles. 


a 








to reform it. In fact, 
second thougbts, I 


the first Monday in each"month. 
Year, 
a: * % 


* wt 





for our visitor is a great diplomatist, but the Hung 
| are distinctly infra dig. 






By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


THE holidays are over, and we now 
have five months to look forward 
to the next festival of St. Lubbock. 


wants another 


So do I. 


*K 


Il think that the first Monday in 
every month ought to be a holiday, 
with the Tuesdays thrown in in Leap 
Year. There is a great deal too much 
work in the world, and I should like 


as Shakespeare 


says, to ‘reform it altogether.” On 


should like to 


amend my suggestion.“ Every day ought to be a holiday except 
We needn’t bother about Leap 


Every year is Leap Year to ladies over 30. They leap every one 
of them, and never reckon them‘on the census paper. 


Li Hung Chang is among us, only he isn’t Li Hung Chang at all. 
He is Li Chung Tong, and it is an insult to mention Hung or 
Chang in the same breath with him. The Li is all right naturally, 


and the Chang 





ae (simpering). 
for himself in Cheapside, m’m.’ 
Mistress (surprised). 








| ‘Sresk. , 


Struggling Young Artist.— Then you 
refuse me, Miss Makup? Is your 
decision irrevocable { 77 

Miss _Makup (coldly)»—" It is, Mr, Can- 
vasass,’ 

Struggling Young Artist ( persisently). 

—‘* But think, Miss Makup, how useful 
I should be to you as a husband.” 

Miss Makup.— Pray, in what way 
would you be so particularly useful, Mr. 
Canvasass ? " 

Struggling Young Artist.—“ Why—ex- 
cuse me—but your cheeks are painted 
very badly. Were we married, it would 
be a pleasure to me to paint them so 
artistically that people would think it 
nature’s handwork. Now will you not 
reconsider your answer, Miss Makup?” 

Miss Makup (hysterically).—“ No, I 


won't; you—von insulting wretch! ”’ 


' 


What He Played For. 


THE young man twanged his gay guitar 
To serenade his love; 
But very soon her old papa 
Popped his head from above, 
And growled, ‘‘ Young man! shut up 
and go 
And play about the street 
For cash, to earn a ‘ brown’ or so, 
For you will be a treat!’’ 


The young man, candid to the core, 
Looked upwards with a smile, 

And said, ‘* Sir, you don’t make me sore 
Your satire does not rile ; 

[ play for cash now, I aver, 
By golden prospects led ; 

Your daughter is an heiress, sir, 
And I hope her to wed!”’ 


The Powers, after leaving England in the lurch in the Armenian 
business, affect to be very angry with us for refusing to join them 
in ‘‘ pacifying ” Crete. 
Crete-ures, or Cretans, may fight for freedom without any inter- 
ference on our part. 
present, without smothering ourselves in Greece. 


But we are not taking any, thank you. The 


We have got quite enough on hand just at 


* * * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 87.) 
Lines TO My Mistress, SLEEP. 

Sweet, dark-eyed maiden, oh, Goddess of Rest, 

Heed thou and hearken to my serenade, 
List to my pleading and come to my breast, 

My arms would embrace thee, thou gracious maid, 
Oh! sweet Mistress Sleep, thou wilt come to me, 

Come to my pillow and weave thy spell; 
List to the pray’r that I’m ws athe to thee — 

List to the passion, the love I tell. 


Kiss me to dreams and forgetfulness, 
And weave thou thy raven-black locks around ; 
Soothing my eyelids with softest caresses, 


Solace my soul with a joy new-found, 
In thy love lurks no fever of mad desire, 
Nor the heart-bursting pain of the wanton’s smile. 
No treachery setting the brain afire— 
No pitiful pang of coquettish wile. 
In the touch of thy band there is only peace, 
In the kiss of thy lips there is only rest; 
In the look of thine eyes all the discords cease ; 
Him whom thou lovest is truly blest. 


A City Tradesman, 


Mistress.—** I am glad to hear that you are going to be married, 


What is the young man?”’ 
.¢ He’s—e r—er—. He’s—er—er—in business 


Indeed! In what line? ’”’ 
‘‘Collar studs, m’m! 
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Riu tic. 


Supply ! 
STATIONMASTER BALFOUR :— 


H1, my men, there! push ahead, 

You are keeping John Bull waiting. 
And as I have always said 

He will find it irritating. 
He is amiable as yet, 

But, if you don’t quickly waken, 
You will find to your regret 

That your places have been taken. 


Loafing round will never do, 
Causing nothing but obstruction 
sull, with both his eyes on you, 
Meditates a wage reduction. 
Skulking hardly ever pays, 
Up, we've had enough of shirking ; 
Bull, with his industrious ways, 
Likes to eee his servants working. 


How much longer must he wait ? 
Set about the job and do it! 
Time to talk and agitate 
When you've fairly struggled through 
it. 
What's the good of grumbling now ? 
Work and stick to it like plasters— 
Why, on earth, make all this row 
‘Cause you're not al] Stationmasters ? 


Take this baggage bit by bit, 

Soon the bulk will be diminished. 
Tis not heavy, you'll admit 

Up, and get the whole job finished. 
Talk is only talk, you know, 

And you talk beyond all reason ; 
But at work you're precious slow 

Though it 1s our busy season. 
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FAINT PRAISE. 


(To Harcourt.) 


As for you, Bill, in your place 
[ should never hang thus idle. 
Surely you should have the grace 
(in your tongue to put a bridle. 
You at least know better, sir, 
Lp, and set a good example. 
Work, and make your fellows stir, 
Of your power show a sample. 


Ah, you grin; you think the blame 

Will failon high officials merely, 
Well, if that’s your little game, 

I surmise ‘twill cost you dearly. 
O ver one and over all 

Bull is watching calm at present, 
When delay begins to pall 

He will make himself unpleasant. 


I have tried as friend or foe, 
In ev’ry way I know, to meet you ; 
[ have treated youas no 
Other master e’er will treat you. 
Courtesy, it seems to me, 
Is beyond your understanding, 
‘‘ Halfpence ” with you don’t agree, 
‘Kicks’? you want and stern com- 
manding ! 


Push ahead, man, clear the way, 
Work, at least, a little faster 
If you hope to be some day 
Once again a Stationmaster ! 
Work, is all that John Bull asks— 
Difficulties? Struggle through ’em ! 
Be yours hard or simple tasks, 
Work, and work alone will do em!’ 
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“ Escuse me, Zur, but if zo be as yew be a drorin’ o’ them trees, it zim to me as yew bain’t a drorin’ of ’em not zo bad!” 


Willing to Exchange. 


Saip Wanks to Winks, insanely : 
‘‘ My sorrow sears my mind ; 
I’ve long been longing vainly 
My long-lost wife to find!” 
Said Winks to Wanks: ‘I gladly 
Would step into your shoes ; 
I’ve long been longing sadly 
My long-found wife to lose!”’ 


Botanical Riddle. 


().—* What is the difference between 
thyme and baisam.”’ 

A.—‘*Thyme was made for slaves; 
balsam for salves. Pass along, please.”’ 


Sold Again ! 
Tomkyns.—‘** I’ve been for a ride in & 
horseless carriage.”’ 
Robinson.—* Really? Where did you 
go? Whose carriage was it?”’ 
Tomkyns.—From Victoria to Charing 
Cross on the underground Railway!” 





x 


There Never Was One. 


Young Brown (three weeks married, 
who has been descanting for a quarter of 
an hour on the numerous virtues of Mrs. 
Brown.)—‘‘ Ah, my boy! There never 
was a wife like mine.” 

Sharpe (dryly).—“I shouldn’t think 
there was.”’ 




















nests 











AvucustT 11, 1896. 


a 























Le teneeeene ee 
enn Ves__ 
mene —_—___— 
SL _n_n-97-V--,- 


EFUN. 





SUPPLY. 


inp PZATION MASTER BALFOUR' TO PORTER HARCOURT, Etc.—COME, HURRY UP WITH THIS LUGGAGE 
“ND LET US GET AWAY, OR I WILL HAVE TO REPORT YOU TO THE COMPANY (COUNTRY).” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 54.) 
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FUN. 
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Tue most extraordinary me odrama of 
modern times is certainly Lost in New York 
at the Olympic Theatre; never before—I 
think I may say without exaggeration—has 
there been such a 13 puzzle placed upon any 
stage. There are fifteen speaking parts and 
five acts, and the description of the characters 
is positively immense. What think you of 


* “Arthur Wilson, a constant plotter, but an 
oY easy victim,” ‘‘ Horatio Chester (a sturdy 
ae * lawyer, ‘Be sure you’re right, then go 
ahead’),"’ ‘** Hackensack’ George (a con- 


fidence man, ‘ Why, certainly ’).’’ 

Act III. shows us ‘*The Immense Stage converted into a vast 
river, containing Real Water, on which ply Row-boats, Yachts, and 
a Steamboat.” Although but a small portion of the Immense 
Stage is covered with water, although I saw one Row-boat and no 
Yacht, and although the Steamboat was certainly not running at a 
greater speed than two miles an hour—in spite of all this Act III. 
was notineffective. But the drama, what of that? 

Everything seems to be Lost in New York (except the accent)— 
sense, sequence, human nature, interest, everything. I sat out the 

jiece conscientiously, but I was as wise at the end as at the 
eginning. 

The one thing that stands right out in this remarkable effort is 
the character of Little Susie, and the playing of the part by La 
Petite Lucy, Little Susie is the dea ex machina of the whole con- 
cern. The whole “play”’ pivots around her, and her precocity 
variegated by ‘‘song and dance.” The representative of this 
femalette, La Petite Lucy, is a young lady of uncertain age, a 
powerful American accent, and a profound assurance. Lucy is 
not by any means an unattractive young person, and in more con- 
genial surroundings might be very nice indeed. 

With the exception of Miss Lesley Bell, the acting in Lost in 

New York was entirely worthy of the play, so that 1 will not be 


harsh and mention names. Let them rest. 
GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Sutton Vane’s new drama, in five acts, entitled, Jn Sight of 
St. Paul's, is a very good concoction of the usual melodramatic 
material, love, villany, and virtue. There is not the slightest tinge 
of vulgarity, and, froman ethical point of view, the play has much 
to recommend it. A Mr. Chichester has two sons, Tom and 
Harry. The latter is fascinated by a society lady, Cynthia Dell, 
whose husband is in prison. She parades as a single woman, and, 
as the play develops, apparently displays some affection for Harry, 
who is affianced to Mr. Chichester’s niece, Aileen. Tom loves 
Aileen. Hediscovers the antecedents of Cynthia and warns her off, 
He tells his brother, who becomes furious, and refuses to give up the 
syren upon whom he has squandered money procured by forging 
his father’s endorsement to a promissory note. The syren is 
really the mistress of Captain Gridston, who gets hold 
of the compromising note by the aid of an unscrupulous 
attorney. During the progress of MHarry’s birthday party 
Gridston shows the note to Harry's father, who immediately repu- 
diates the signature, and demands an explanation. Harry is 
thunderstruck and dazed with despair. Tom seizes the opportu- 
nity, promises to save his brother if he will give up Cynthia, whom 
he instantly consents to abandon. Tom then announces that he is 
the author of the forgery. In the subsequent acts, Tom is found 
in poor lodgings; Harry proceeds with his ignominious attach- 
ment; Cynthia’s husband turns up; Gridston kills Harry while the 
latter is in act of meeting his brother for the first time since the 
latter took thefbrunt’of the forgeryfupon himself. Tom is charged 











a 








with his brother’s murder; tried and acquitted, mainly upon the 
evidence given by Cynthia’s husband, whom Gridston also attempted 
to slay. Cynthia is fatally shot by one of her female friends. The 
final scene of the fifth actis the interior of St. Paul’s Cathedral, under 
the Great Dome. A fine piece of staging. The organ is heard pealing 
forthits wonted strains; the choir moves and chants with conventional 
rythm, sightseers and others amble about. Here the survivors in 
the drama meet after Tom’s trial; here Gridston is arrested for the 
crime of which Tom has just been acquitted; and here Aileen and 
Tom are joyfully reunited, amidst felicitous congratulations, The 
comic relief is afforded by a London cabman and Becky, who 
attends to Tom’s lodgings. Mr. Herbert Vyvyan and Miss Florrie 
Millington take these parts. The latter sings very sweetly, and 
reminds one of bygone times when ballads were a not unusual stage 
feature. Messrs. Ernest Leicester and George Hippisley severally 
impersonate Tom and Harry in a faithful and spirited style. Mr. 
Austin Melford pourtrays the villianous Gridston in ® manner com- 
plete and implacable. Mr. Walter Howard does his best to 
maintain the character of the injured husband. Miss Keith 
Wakeman acts and physically represents the character of 
Cynthia Dell vigorously. Beatrice, her friend, is well sustained by 
Miss Alice York. Miss Sydney Fairbrother and Mr. Lyston Lyle 
respectively play the parts of Gracie Chichester and Gillie Fletcher, 
and some amusing acting is rendered by this clever couple. Miss 
Kate Tyndall fulfils Aileen’s part, competently and naturally. She 
carries the audience with her throughout the piece. The play was 
enthusiastically received, and a good reception was accorded to Mr. 
Sutton Vane, who really does deserve congratulations for a very 
creditable and well written production. 


IMPERIAL INsTITUTE.—In order to furnish an opportunity for 
the popular study of the abundant resources of the Empire, as 
illustrated in the galleries of the Imperial Institute, the directors 
of the British Workman’s and General Assurance Company, 
Limited, are issuing several hundreds of invitations to a half- 
holiday at the Imperial Institute, on Saturday, the 15th instant, 
the last day of the season of 1896. The guests are from the most 
important industrial establishments in the Metropolis. At the 
expense of the Company, a luncheon will be provided for them, and 
they will be admitted free of charge to all the galleries of the 
Institute, to the several exhibitions, and to the gardens, which will 
be brilliantly illuminated at night. A few tickets are reserved, 
which will be issued on application at the Company’s offices, 2, 
West Street, Finsbury. 











UNIVERSITY EXTENSION. 


‘I say, Pa, I want to have my photo taken by the X rays.” 
* Wot d’yer want that for?” 


‘‘ Because the Mater says I've got bicycles on the brain.” 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 15. 


A. CROSSGRAIN SKAKESPEARE BoTcHER, Esq., OF MupDLE VILLA, West MEDDLETON 


,» IS INTRODUCED To A BrorHerR GENIUS. 


Biffles, the artistic and beery, cails at Muddle Villa. He brings with him a bright, parti: 


beams upon the stranger satellite. 
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thus :— 
Frail and gentle; clinging sapling, O mystic sap: 
Wise woodpecker, tapping, pray stop that running tap.” 


that tap for ever,” and Mrs. B. brings a further supply of Bass’s, 
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Botcher and his brother playwright finally agree to jointly produce a tragedy. “ But what are we to do?” asks the former. ‘I had a grand notion fora 

which I intended to entitle ‘Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark.’ But I find that fellow Shakespeare (who meanly sneaked into the world some three 
indred years or so before my time) has produced something of the kind. In fact,” indignantly protest« d Botcher, “that man has anticipated all my most 
brilliant conceptions.” The Great Critic suggested “ gin cold,” as a wonderful aid in producing inspiration. The beverage was obtained ; the plot for the great 
work arranged. Then the three, Botcher, Biffles, and the Great Critic, evidently got too much inspiration, for they were found in the small hours of the 
*¢, by Mrs. B., in a very bad way indeed. 
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ilar star in the firmament of literature—a poet, playwright an 
mmtiec . _ 7 . } » 2 ° } } , " , . . : 

critic. Botcher is, nevertheless, slow in stepping down from his lofty pinnacle of fame until he of the Literati suddenly acknowledges the “ Brother Dromio 
7! al ‘ : » 9? , ri " cr , ‘Ta’ . le + :} ,1 ‘ " . > } . 

like resemblance” existing between the late poet Shakespeare, and the present poet Botcher, when the dazzling but icy planet instantly thaws and warmly 
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Then the superlatively gifted Botcher condescends to read to the humble worshippers at his shrinelone of,his little poems to the Seasons, It commences 


Biffles is instantly affected to tears by the tender, touching reference to a running tap. He pathetically remarks that he “ would like to have his mouth under 
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ROUGH ON THE CUP. 
Just as the fair Lady Amazonia was about to lift the iced-claret cup to her lips—— 


First Small Boy.—* Say, Billy, in that a man or a woman? ” 


Second Ditto.—‘* Only half-and-half.” 


Studies in Zoology. 
THE DUDE. 


DespiTe the great advance made in Natural History, the origin of 
this creature still proves an enigma to scientists. Seeing that the 
dude bears a slight, a very slight, resemblance to man, some 
conclude that it was evolved out of a common stock. From its 
habit of chewing the knob of a stick, others have inferred that it is 
allied to the woodpecker, while others confidently declare that its 
fondness for the Strand is a sure indication that its progenitors 
were in the remote past either amphibious or aquatic. We 
incline to the classification of Professor Nescio, who ranks it with 
the Bertie-brates. 

The appearance of the dude or Johnnie is fairly familiar. Its 
coat, which is shed several times during the year, varies in colour, 
according to the season, from deep black to light grey. The invari- 
able mar 8 of the creature are spats, a corset, hair-oil, and an 
eye-glass; while of some species the button-hole is an important 
characteristic. In the eyes of neturalists its most interesting 
feature is the face, which always wears an expression of the sub- 
limist inanity to be found in nature. The head is by no means 
large, nor is this surprising, when one considers that the beast is 
enabled to regulate its movements by means of an almost infinitesi- 
mal amount of brains. 








Black or White ? 


Stinge (sitting down to a dry game of 
chess ).—** Which will you take ?” 

Soker.— Thanks, I'll take a little 
whisky, if you don’t mind.” 








ee 


Mary Ann, the “Slavey.” 


Now let me turn my gentle Muse 
Where dwell the soups and gravy, 
In other words, my verse diffuse 
O’er Mary Ann, the “‘slavey.”’ 
She is a taking girl, I own, 
With cheeks of Nature’s painting, 
Unlike her mistress, quite unknown 
To hysterics and fainting. 





| Her nose, perhaps, is rather flat ; 
A mouth I’ve scarce seen wider; 
| But who the deuce would think of that 
| “Vhen seated close beside her ? 
Her eyes are bright, the lashes long 
That sweep her cheeks co shyly, 
As Bobby, valiant and strong, 
Just chucks her chin so slyly! 


She loves to deck her robust form 
In ‘‘ quite the latest fashion ”’ ; 
And contemplates a threatened storm 
On her “ day out” with passion. 
But, wet or fine, go out she will, 
For she’s her “ brolly ” shady ; 
Then pots and pans to her are ni/— 
She feels a ‘‘ puffect lady! ”’ 


| Oh, Mary Ann, I like you much ! 
You work hard, though you chatter ; 
But why have you such fatal touch, 
To let things drop and shatter ? 
| And, Mary Ann, why do the ‘ blacks”’ 
Cling to your pleasing features ? 
But, save the ‘“ breaks” left in your 
“* tracks,”’ 
You are the best of creatures ! 





Like Father, Like Son. 


Fond Mother. — ‘“‘Henry,- baby is 
getting too sensible for words. What 
do you think he said when I told him 
that granny was coming to stay?” 


Brute.—“ I should think he burst out 
crying, and refused to be comforted.” 








The dude, although it obtains a sort of locomotion scarcely to 
be denominated a walk, has never been known torun. Certainly, 
tradition states that one of these animals did once essay to do so, 
and that the attempt was followed by its decease; but, as every- 
body knows, tradition is not always reliable. All the movements 
of the creature, including its articulations, which faintly resemble 
speech, are characterised by gr-at deliberation and an inimitable 
languor; indeed, to such an irritating extent that, we doubt not, 
mavy @ human foot has tingled to be, like the creature’s actions, 
sub-dude. 


Johnnies usually prowl in pairs. When two of them meet, an 
interesting sight is witnessed. Upon first beholding each other 
they exhibit feeble signs of intelligence, fioger their eye-glasses, and 
slowly continue their advance. Having met, they raise with mani- 
fest effort their front limbs, allow them to touch, then wearily drop 
them. This accomplished, they grin vacuously, address to each 
other several uncouth sounds, and in company resume their 
promenade. 

Although of not the slightest use, the dude is decidedly 
ornamental, and what is more, absolutely harmless. Strange to 
say, it does not exhibit, as do most animals, a dislike to bars; on 
the contrary, the greater part of its life is spent in their vicinity, 





where it seems decidedly to flourish. 
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2 of Answers to;correspondents :— : 
Tnierested.—1. Yes. President Kruger's sole guide in lifeishis | 
a pipe. He is never without it. 2. No telegraphic message passed on 
ttle the cooeee of Jameson’s conviction. 3. Yes; probably it was 
grandmama, 
~— Theatre.—W. 8. Peniey is still alive, and in the best of health. 
Jack.—Yes, it is certainly bad form to use binoculars on the 
beach at Brighton. 
y. Constant Reader.—If your umbrella was torn in the soufile it 
stands to reason that you can re-cover. 
Anxious Mother.—Yes, boys’ trousers usually give in the same 
place. Try chamois-leather or oilskin. 
Ms Lucy, and others.—Unfortunately our Editor is already 
Jane.—See above. 
Mary.—See above. 
| Ra paar Saag up! You're all right! You will have a 
Harts off to Li Hung Chang. He has arrived at last, with his six | 6 Saeed ype. : : 
: high dignitaries of state, thirty-nine mandarins, and eighty attend- the Pri 0 A oet (fervently).— I'd rather be a fifth-rate poet than 
at i ants, and his coffin. But soft! Weare not allowed to call the ne Frime ainister of England. There! 
‘a grey-haired statesman by the name now well known to us. Candid Friend.— Well—and aren't you ?” 
ee ‘Ti Hung Chang ”’ is almost insulting in its familiarity, as who (——— aes p ae {4 
‘a should say “Old Billy Gladstone” or “ good old Labby.” ‘ Li ; Oa na ¢ ft 
Ee Chung Tong ”’ is right, says the Daily Mail. A persistence in the DIGNITY AND IMpuDENCE— A Fact.—Bargee (to crowd of members ie 
bj other name may lead to ructions with China. . ~ Terrace at the House of Commons).—*'’Ere yer lasy lot, yer! ‘ FY 
ES One of our contemporaries at once gets hysterious and speaks The ya Wh ly insoide and do some work? ‘Oo pyes yer? i H 
ie of an alliance, and grandiloquently heads the leading article, a. 
A e ‘England and China.’’ We are, apparently, to break through our A SMALL newspaper shopkeeper in the North of London is in the . i 
r “splendid isolation” by an offensive and defensive treaty with | habit of letting out different magazines for perusual. The following j q 
a China. That would be nice—there is really so close an affinity placard appeared in his window a few days ago :— ei . 
ca between the peoples; a little inter-marriage would be a good thing, | ah 
perhaps, and we could give them whisky and they could give us aol ‘. 
opium. Nicee, nicee! It sounds a little improbable, this alliance; | LOAN OF A LADY | 
but who shall say it is absurd? France and Russia are on hugging | —— | 
terms with one another, Chin-Chin. | 4d | 
rr; ‘‘ Should husbands take their wives for a holiday with them?” | 
That seems to be the question of the day. But it really should be amare: 
ae (with many of us). ‘Can we get our wives to take us for a On Bank Holiday at the Earl’s Court Exhibition, a keyless gold 
! holiday?” It is pre-eminently a matter to be settled by idiotic watch was presented to Ernest James Biggs the Millionth Visitor, 
| letters in the columns of a daily, otherwise we should humbly suggest The fortunate man is an Engine Driver on the Electric Railway. 
our that each husband ought to decide for himself, and not worry us—in Bank Holiday Biggs was the Millionth man 
August, too—with his wretched opinions. If gentlemen want a Who turned the turnstile clanking . 
change, and Messrs. J ones and Sinith are weary page — At the Exhibition there. Oh! Whata cunning plan 
— let Mr. Jones take Mrs. Smith and vice versd, and the thing wou To award thus a gold watch spanking! 
arrange itself somewhere. T’was all a myth to Biggs, thought he, 
Another fearful argument is. ‘Ought the sexes to bathe When Chapman spoke him gaily, 
Ls together ?” i.e, maya husband teach his wife to swim without the | You're the Millionth man that’s entered—See ? 
ig police interfering? Well, not at the eames od — — | We've counted the visitors daily. 
hat resort of Ramsgate, apparently. Young hobbledehoys may sit a | 
_ the water’s edge and watch the fairy forms enter the waves, and eo Tode of ¢ = cag boed pins osd wateh 
dance and kick about in the foolhardy way girls have. They may Wale enim Ghee your trains that others catch 
go to a music hall and see ethereal figures in something less than On the "Lectric Railway noted 
out skin tights—that is licensed by the law! But for a husband to bi PY. 
bathe near his wife! Oh! the immorality of it! Ramsgate has They trumpeted Biggs, and feasted him sore, 
spoken. It shall not be on her pure sands. | m. cage fame ne ay a : 
el : , ; y ss Theatre boards — 
Whether the ladies themselves wish it or not is another question. | How _ poe: eth ia sen fosee mee abies 
y to We think not. For if there is anything upon this earth that is | 
nly, hideous, it is a wet, shivering body, in clinging garments, os = s 
) 80, golden hair hanging in rats’ tails down the back—a womanin the | : 
ery- water. And blessthem! They know it! The Woman Cyclist. 
“ble The American papers are taking Yale’s licking at Henley ina | Now woman has a “ bike ” to race, . 
ble most sportsmanlike way. Not one of them has even hinted that | It seems she means to “‘ go the pace, 
aa the crew were drugged, or that a hole was bored in the boat, or | And take a stride to show she can 
oad. that—dare we say it ?—excursion boats interfered with the race | E’er follow in the tracks of man ! 
‘hae | ESTABLISHED 19%. 
and For Refined, Delicate Palates. | 9 | N dh 3 
ani- a am S 
=IBIRD’s VOUDUTYS N¢e 
ach ‘ Pp hi 
heir | oeoa | olis mee 
| Cc | 
edly CUSTARD | S/P ASTCe 
@ to | “Refreshing and Invigorating {o the Tie moet lala preparation for Cagaing 
; on POWDER | | ; and Betitently polishing ress, Copper, Britannia 
ity, |) E ii | jaded mind and body; delicious to the ee 
a hE nhances the acceptability of every | | 4 4 Bole Manufacterers : 
| Sweet Dish or Fruit. palate ; and absolutely unadulterated. JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD, 
meee N London Office: St. George's Hous, Kasteheap, B.0 
O EGGS REQUIRED. —Famity DocToOR. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.— Made my way to the International Socialist 
Congress meeting. Decidedly international !—Great confusion of 
tongues, anyway. Still having a “jolly row,” in fact, over 
exclusion of Anarchists. 


POT AND KETTLE. 


The Socialists in conclave met 
The Universe to fix, 

In pride, objected with a set 
Of Anarchists to mix. 

But words (and fists) that flew about 
And ears (and eyes) assailed, 

Soon left us little room to doubt, 
That Anarchy prevailed. 


Soon deprived them of my presence and made for Goodwood to 
see Carlton Grange win the Stakes. From there to H.R.H.’s to see 
the Sandringham Flower Show. Capital show and very jolly. 
Entered a Chinese anemone myself, but was outclassed. Back to 
dine with the Healey’s. 


nga ag PRBony ot 5 in on Socialists again. Found them quieted 
down and doing business. Have therefore ceased to be interesting. 
Proceeded to Goodwood. Saw Safety Pin win the Corinthian 
Stakes and Count Schumberg walk over for the Cup. Left and 
went to Hawarden, where the G.O.M. entertained the Manufac- 
turer's Club, of Philadelphia, at the Castle. Old boy in good form, 
and later on made genial oration to some members of the British 
Pharmaceutical Society, who also made a call. 


Friday.—Down to Goodwocd again. Put a bit on for the 
Chichester. Didn't back Amphora though, so had my trouble for 
my pains, and the bookie had my money. Last day—Goodwood all 
over. Only fancy! 


TRYING A CHANGE, 


What! Goodwood done! Good gracious me! 
By Jove! The season’s ended ! 

And soon in London I shall be 
Alone and unbefriended ; 

So balmy shore and mountain bleak 








Let others for a change, in Rome 
Seek rest or recreation, 

I, for a change, will stay at home 
And try the new sensation— 

Let others tussel once again 
With porters and postilions 

Alone in London I’ll remain 
Along with sev’ral millions. 


Accompanied the Czar and Czarina to the Nijni Nov-gorod 
Fair, looked in at Holloway and saw Dr. Jim and Co. comfortably 
settled, and then to Islington to private view of Salvation Army 
Exhibition. Most remarkable exhibition I ever saw—nearly 
everything complete and ready for opening day ! 


Saturday.—Met Li Hung Chang at Waterloo Station (seemed 
pleased at my attention, and with the anemone in my button hole), 
just looked in at the Alexandra Park races, and went down to 
Denby Dale to get a bit of pie. 


Monday.—Bank Holiday. Saw the Marquis and Marchioness of 3 
Lorne safely down to Crewe Hall; had a look at the Hawarden and a 
Buckley Horticultural Show (close by); saw the Channel Fleet 4 
“line up’? at Osborne—going to the latter with 500 boys of the fa 
Church Brigade, and helping Her Most Gracious to review them— “A 


down, with the Missis, to put in fora flitch at Dunmow (didn’t get 
it !) and—well everywhere. 


BANK HOLIDAY, 


To ev’rywhere I did repair 

With bustle and rapidity, 

Enjoyed the sport at Hampton Court, 

With holiday avidity. 

And spent an hour at Wembly Tow’r, 

And visited collectively 
The music halls, and Old St. Paul’s, 

(The crypt beneath) and Hampstead Heath. 
Madame Tussaud’s and Roman-o’s, 
Earl’s Court (be sure) and Messrs. Moore 

And Burgesses respectively, 

And Thames’s reaches, Burnham Beeches, 

And (when “‘ good-bye ”’ I’d bidden ’em 
And, after stepping Gown to Epping) 

Crystal Palace, Sydenham. 

And, not too proud, to join the crowd 

And hold my own in petty fights, 

I rushed to scan Olympian 

Uproarious confetti-fights. 

And, when I’d done, I called on Fun 

To draw my honorarium, 

And went to sup and finished up 
At Westminster Aquarium. 


So I did pretty well, I think. 


Tuesday.—Just saw President Faure through the reception and 
ceremonials at St. Malo, and hurried back to get on board the 
Alberta (by invitation) and help Her Most Gracious review the Se 
Channel Squadron. Then off to Cowes to see Meteor beat Britannia a , 
once more, and Mohawk beat them both on the time allowance. ‘ 
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The pleasure-seekers scatter Think I must have a ‘“‘ yot”’ myself. Charming sport if somewhat a 
And some will stay away a week, lop-sided in execution. a 
And some will stay—no matter, THE SPotTreER. 4 t 
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Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. , 
If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining “‘HOVIS,” or if what is : 
supplied as “*HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample FE 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to - 
8S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. W 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” do +h 
so for their own profit, BEWARE! O1 
Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them 45 w 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis.” al 
* * Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
Co bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. = 6 
Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. N 
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Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
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Vou. LXIYV. 


CERTAINLY we of these islands fiad considerable difficulty in 
spelling and pronouncing correctly names foreign to our language, 
and it affords us some slight satisfaction to find that foreigners 
have the same difficulty over English names. Thus the Gil Blas 
of Paris is a little obscure in its list of the members of the Chartered 
ra nd Commission. It gives the names of these gentlemen as 
ollow :— 


ii Sir Milord William Hardcourte, Sir H. Campell-Bamnerard, Sir 
Michael Chicks Black, Sydney Bluxtone, and Mr. Champertain.” 
They ought to know the last name correctly by this time! 


The gentleman with the balloon who intends to make a holiday 
trip to the North Pole has not started yet. He cannot raise the 
necessary wind, we hear. 


Affairs are looking serious for us. The Spanish Fleet has cap- 
tured one of our torpedoes, and will not give it back. The hero 
who effected the capture towed it ashore. eport says he will be 
richly rewarded for his devil-may-care bravery. 


Hats off to the five glorious, unmercenary, patriotic English 
cricketers who struck! The news has been flashed to every corner 
of the earth that five of our leading cricketers began, on the eve of 
& match of world-wide interest, and on which the honour of 
England depends, to haggle over a few pounds with the committee 
who have made them what theyare! And one of them only a few 
weeks ago received a benefit of £2,000 from the Surrey Club! They 
are only paid—poor devils !—at the rate of £12 4 week throughout 
the summer; which, considering the amount they must have spent 
on their education, and the exalted position they would hold in the 
world if they did not happen to possess the knack of knocking a ball 
about, really is not enough! Why, a common Major-General is 





AUGUST 











lS, 1896. No. 1,632. 


paid as much! But, alas! the public is not with the strikers; in 
fact, the strikers were bowled out. They were Surrey they spoke. 


Mrs. Chant is said to be writing songs for production at the 
Empire. O tempora, O mores! They are quict, pure little nothings, 
not very interesting perhaps, but, oh! so stainless. In fact, a 
Gregorian Chant. 


On a *bus in Park Lane :— 

Communicative Driver.— That, lady, that 'ouse yer see there is 
Barnato’s new ‘ouse, just building.”’ 

Gushing Young Thing.—‘*Oh, is it? Thank you somuch! I 
suppose he has so many boys to see to now that he has to enlarge 
his home.” 

(Driver thinks there must be some mistake in the name.) 


A friend of mine has gone to Weymouth to “ fish for bass."’ As 
he has angled up and down the Strand for eleven months of the 
year in search of the same commodity, his holiday will be no 
change for him. 


At a restaurant in Fleet Street :-— 
Trate Old Gent.—*‘ Huh! call this bacon! I cail it pig-iron.”’ 


At the Club:— 

Jones.—** Yes, though I say it who oughtn’t to, my wife has the 
prettiest foot and ankle in London.” 

Smith.—“ Yes, I know she has.”’ 

Jones.—‘' Wha-a-t!”’ 

Smith (pacifically).—“ I’m her bootmaker.”’ 

Trate Colonel.—‘ Dang it, sir! What do you mean by calling 
for trumps when you haven’t got a trump in your hand ?”’ 

His Partner.—* Who,1? Jcall for trumps? Why, I never said 
a word !"’ 

‘“‘ Where off to, old fellow ?”’ 

‘*My tailor’s.”’ 

‘Oh, you have a tailor? Then you pay him?” 

‘Not exactly. If I paid him, he would have to come to me.” 

Lady (sitting for portrait).—‘* And make my mouth small, will 
you—ever so small? I know it is large, really, but make it quite 
tiny, will you?” 

Artist (politely).— Certainly, madam. If you prefer it, I will 
leave it out altogether.” 

Lady Visitor (in country town).—* What ao swell funeral!” 
(To gaping yokel.) “Can you tell me, my man, whose burial it 
8 9 ” 


Yokel.—* Noa, I canna—without it be the bloke in the first 
carriage.” 
Companion (reading daily paper).—‘ To-day, Li Hung Chang at 


the Crystal Palace.” 
Lady.—*‘ Oh! Early execution, I suppose.” 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
ay re 2 Bary Aeoseten by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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y Mrs. B. on the occasion of her first viewing her proud lord and master in the full 


enjoyment of his rare acquisition, that lady pronouncing the picture thus presented as “ ludicrously incongruous.” 


Botcher, however, was greatly annoyed by the levity displayed b 
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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


THE result of the Anglo-Austra- 
lian test match was one of the 
most exciting in my recollection. To 
win by 66 runs through the devastating 
onslaughts of two English bowlers was 
‘* great.” 


fs * * 
Several of the men ‘on strike” 


played after all. They still ‘ struck,” 
v! but it was the ball this time, so that’s 
all right. 


* * * 


The latest thing in Parliament is 

said to be the “Salisbury shrug.” 

It was first noticed after the defeat of the Government in the 

Lords over the Irish Land Bill, when the Premier elevated his 

shoulders. After this we may expect the Rosebery wink, the 

Chamberlain chuckle, the Harcourt hump, and so on, not to men- 
tion the Labouchere laugh. 


a * sk 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 38.) 
To AUTUMN KNOCKING AT THE Door. 


Who's that knocking at the door, 
Autumn is it you? 

I fancied I knew your tapping, 
And your hour was nearly due; 

Ard to-day the North Wind whispered 
That you were on your way, 

And the trees in the orchard shivered, 
And the twilight grew more grey. 


Enter, Autumn, do not fear 
That your welcome will be cold, 
For we'll light the fire, my dear, 
When your tale of travel’s told, 
Of your visits round the world, 
Of your chasing summer round. 
Turning all her green to gold, 
Throwing all her leaves aground. 


Good even to you, Autumn, 
Pray sit you down and rest, 
Do you hear the windows shiver, 
As your hand ’gainst them you press ? 
There’s the harvest moon to light you 
Safely on your chilly way, 
Goodbye to sweet Summer’s gladness, 
Winter’s herald’s on his way. 








as 


Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PaRTY ON THE SPOT. 
Wednesday.— Went to meeting to discuss memorial for the late 


Sir Augustus Harris. Meeting unanimously at Variance as to 
form memorial should take. ‘ Friends of the family ’’ incline to- 
wards a statue ; otherand perhaps better friends of the family stand 
out for “benevolent object.” Statue might be a benevolent object 
itself, you know. On the other hand, it might only be an object for 
benevolence. Left them at it. Heard afterwards it was decided to 
invite subscribers to put their money on their own fancy. Bes 

plan, perhaps, ve het 


at price the statue ? 
Hurried over to the East End with several pails of water to 


relieve them a little bit. Disgraceful state of things—would be dis- 


raceful in a land of savages. Kept Li Hung Chang out of the way 
y taking him off to see the Queen, and then down to Portsmouth. 


Wouldn’t have had him see it for worlds. Was mollified a little by 
splendid conduct of Dr. N.C. Collier at Hammersmith, in rescuing 
two youngsters from drowning. Tucked one under each arm, bless 
you, and swam ashore by means of his feet alone ! 











NOT ALTOGETHER AN M.D. COMPLIMENT. 


To places light no stranger, 
I never knew better than 
(In case of doubt or danger) 
A qualified doctor man; 
And yet you will be lucky 
(In difficulty so placed) 
To find a chap as plucky 
To Collier round the waist. 


Ran over to help distribute the Queen's medal to the Breton folk 
all of us highly delighted) and then took a look at the Martin- 

nway expedition crossing the Spitzbergen. Wonderful feat— 
congratulated them heartily. Put in an appearance at the Inns of 
Court Hotel “‘ At Home,” and then to bed. 


Thursday.—Down to Cowes—saw Ailsa win Town Cup—trotted 
over to see how President Faure was getti on with his 
** Progress.” Had a peep at the Lords “ revolting ’—and finished 
up at the Fancy Ball and Confetti Contest at Olympia—went dis- 
guised as a perfect gentleman—nobody recognised me. Boys 
chi-iked us as we came out. 


Friday.—Cowes again—saw Ailsa win the German Emperor's 
trophy (madein Germany). Just ran down to s e how the Canter- 
bury week was going on. Canterbury week gving strong. (Off 
season, excuse for this sort of thing.) Banquetted at the Whitehall 
Rooms with China Association and Li*Hung Chang. Was dis. 
appointed in one respect. 


OMISSION, 


Though dining with Li Hung Chang 
(And several swells beside) 

Is (using most high-class slang) 
A “function” to fill with pride. 

My spirits began to droop, 
And set me to heaving sighs, 

When they offered no bird’s-nest soup, 
And proffered no puppy-dog pies. 


Saturday.—Looked Li Hung Chang up (as arranged) and took 
him toGordon Statue and Cenotaph (impressive result—“ one touch 
of nature, etc.”), then to Hatfield House, where a very pleasant 
afternoon was spent. To the garden party of a celebrated stores 
thereafter. Visited the Comtesse X (time-honoured title), and her 
lions at the Royal Aquarium. 


Monday.—Enjoyed a rattling wet vy hes the Oval. In evening 
took Li Hung Chang tothe Crystal Palace. Dinner, fireworks 
(some of Brock’s best), andsoon. Back in time to look in at the 
other Palace in Cambridge Circus, where the perennially youthful 
Charles Morton is the reigning monarch. Capital programme, An 
Ideal ought to be seen, if only for M. Wormser’s striking music and 
Miss Rose Selwicke’s clever dance and lovely figure. But nearly every 
turnisagood one. Willie and Charlie are a couple of handsome and 
expert boy equilibrists, and Will H. Fox is a side-splitting comedian- 

ianist—a really funny man. Mdlle. Cornille is still there, so are the 

iving Pictures, two good French singers (Mdlles. D’Horlac), Gus 
Elen, La Belle Rose, and Miss Kate James with a song having 
quite a nice Sunday School moral. % Made a night of it. 


Tuesday.—Took Li Hung Chang round some more, Visited 
Bank of England, where we drew several cheques (dishonoured), 
Post Office (bought a stamp), and a meeting of the London 
Chamber of Commerce at Fishmongers’ Hall. Ran off to see the 
Commodore Cup sailed for at Ryde (Meteor pulled it off). Con- 
gratulated Sir Hercules Robinson on being in the Gazette (as a 
peer). Just gave a glance in at the Oval, and then off to Appleton 
with H.R.H. to see the young couple in their new home and give 
them some useful advice. 

SAID WE. 
We've just looked in (said we, with a grin) 
Your new mendge to view, 
To take a peep at your ‘‘ housekeep,” 
And give you a hint or two. 
Now what we'd do if we were you. 
Is— push that piano back, 
Just change the chairs, and paint the stairs, 
And give your servants the sack. 


The young couple thanked us, and said they’d think about it. 
Tue Sprorrer. 


Way is it against the law to sign legal documents on Sunday? 
We are always told—the better the day the better the deed. 
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Ist Sportsman.—‘ That’s a nice beast you’re on, Charley! ”’ 


2nd Ditto.—“ He is a good one! 
Ist Ditto. 


znd Ditto.—“ Why, he is one pony, and he cost me four. 


A Testimony of Affection 
to Chinese Gordon. 


By Li Huno CHAna, 


From East to West his merit 
Has built for him a name 
Such as no kings inherit, 
No conqueror can claim. 
O good, O great commander, 
True soldier, kind as brave 
A Greater Alexander 
Sleeps in your desert grave, 


From out the Fast a murmur— 
‘* With us his fame began |" 
A cry to bind still firmer 
The brotherhood of man. 
Amid life's roar and rattle 
We hear again, again, 
That name of righteous battle 
Breathed low, in loving pain. 


Stern strife could never banish 
The love-light from his eyes. 
War's horrors seemed to vanish 
In Gordon's victories. 
Was Truth to be defended, 
He struck with all his might, 
And all his strength expended 
“ For God and for the right!" 


His life's unvarnished story 
A Legend seems to be, 
Resplendent with the glory 

Of old time chivalry. 


He smiles upon us brightly, 
His glance serene and glad, 

And seems to us the knightly, 
The pure, Sir Galahad. 


We hear the East acclaim him; 
We hear, and flush with shame. 
‘‘ Friend, hero,’”’ thus they name him 
Who now is but a name; 
And we, who should have cherished 
The life that still should live, 
Remember how he perished, 
And murmur but ‘‘ Forgive!” 


The work he left unfinished 
We surely must complete ; 

It’s ruggedness diminished 
And smoothed before our feet. 

His *‘ children,”’ so he called them, 
Still dimly hope for aid 

’Gainst those who have enthralled them, 
And dare we be afraid ? 


On, on, no more of meekness, 
Let Digna now take heed. 

To hesitate were weakness. 
Across the desert speed ! 

Where Gordon died, derided, 
Our British drums shal! beat, 

And Digna’s rank, divided, 
Shall fly before our feet. 


His work at last completed, 
As he would have it be; 
His foes dispersed, defeatec, 
His ‘‘ children’ once more free. 


Regular four-in-hand !”’ 
“* Four-in-hand'? What do you mean?” 


P| 


See ? 


The Mahdi’s chains all riven 
From every fettered limb— 

Then we may be forgiven 
The wrong we did to him. 


Oh, Law! 

Magistrate.-—“ How is it that your 

hand was found in the prosecutor’s 
pocket ?”’ 

Prisoner.—“ Out of pure curiosity, 
your worship. I knew he had just been 
to his lawyer, and I wanted to know if 
he really had a copper or two left!” 


New Label for John Brins- 
mead and Sons’ Famous 
Pianos. 

Orpheus (Mr. Justice North) rendering 
the spurious Brinsmead lyre asunder :— 
‘The sham Brinsmeads by NorTH were 

shorn, 

Their pranks could not avail them, 


Kinship’s fame failed to catch on, 
And cash would not come near them.” 





Ir was a slow train, there is no 
denying it, and we will not be betrayed 
into telling anyone it was the South- 
Eastern, but only a very Irish Irishman 
could have said—‘I shall get out and 


¢ 99 


wait till this train catches me up! 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 64.) 


A TESTIMONY OF AFFECTION. 
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m FUN. 


The Hired Girl, 
OR, MUSICAL COMEDY AS SHE IS WROTE. 
Written by 
Adolphus Smith, ernon Brown, Augustus Jones, and Albert 
Robinson. Additional lyrics by Shakespear, Buggins, Wordsworth, 
Billings, etc., etc. 
Composed by 
Crummles, Bach, Wilson, Mozart, etc., etc. 


Dramatis Persone :— 
The Duke of Peckham, a Peer. The Duchessof Peckham, Peeress. 


Bill Braggs, a Postman. ’Arriet | 
Cholly Hemerly 
“Arry Young men abart Sairey - Young girls abart 
olphus [ tarn. Jemima tarn. 
’Enery } Suke | 
And, 
Anna Maria.... ..+++..- The Hized Girl. 


(Ladies-in- Waiting, Costermongers, Match Girls, Policemen, and 
Monkeys as required.) 


Scene I.—Peckham Rye by Daylight. 
Scene II.—Mile End by Moonlight. 
Scene III.—The Zoological Gardens by Limelight. 





Scene I.—Peckham Rye. 


(Curtain rises, and discovers Cholly, ’Arry, Hadolphus, ’Enery, 
"Arriet, Hemerley, Sairey, Jemima, and Suke, assisted by a chorus 
of Costermongers and Match-girls singing and dancing.) 


GLEE (Principals only) :— 


Dye by dye as the hours parse 

We draing the pot and emp’s the glarse ; 
With a fa, la, la, la, la! 

We wanders up, and we wanders darn, 

And gets bloomin’ jolly on 'arf-a-crarn ; 
With a fa, la, la, la, la! 


Cuorvs (All) :— 


Art fer the dye, 
Ourselves we enjye, 

Our langwich is low, but our kickin’ is ‘igh! 
“* Niver sye die,” 
Is ’Arriet’s cry, 

As she wanders with 'Arry orl over tae Rye! 
Charf, charf, charf ! 
And larf, larf, larf ! 

As they goes acortin’ orl over the Rye ! 


(Pardy carts with horse-play, and exit omnes.) 
(Enter Bill Baggs with letter bag.) 


Bill (looking about him).—* Well, this is orl ter rights, this is. 
Two deliveries lite, and she int turned up yet! 


Love Sona. 


What time the crimson bloobell twines 
Around the bloomin’ wheat, 
The ploughboy on ’is bakin dines, 
And orf the birds syes ‘‘ Sweet |” 
A gizin’ on the rural scene 
One feels inraptured quite, 
And thinks of orl that might er been 
If she wernt allus lite! 


CHorvus :— 
Lite agine, lite agine ! 
Anna Maria, it’s orl very fine ; 
You promised me, dear, 
By noon to be 'ere— 
But, Anna Maria, yer lite agine ! "’ 
(Enter Anna Maria whecling perambulator containing the infant 
Marquis of Camberwell and the Lady Hilda Brockley-Jack.) 
Anna.—* Bill!” 
Bill.—“ Anna!" 
(They embrice.) 
Bill.—“ Yer lite ! 


Anna.—* I am. 
and a naggin’. 


That ole cat ofa Duchess have bin a naggin’ 
‘"Ave yer cleaned my corrernit?’ says she. 














‘ Yurse,’ syes I. 


ter git up!’sys she. ‘ Yurse!’ syes I. 


syes I, 
milk!’” 


Bill.—“ Ha! ha! A time will come (Produces postcard from 


bag.) Read that!” 


Anna (reads).—‘‘ The Dook of Peckham, 79, Back Yard Alley, 
We beg to inform you that you are 
not the righful Dook of Peckham, the real nobleman of that title 
Stump up or we bust theshow. 


Peckham, top bell (turns over). 
being a postman named Bill Baggs. 
Didlum and Sharp.” ‘'’hen—— 

Bill.—“‘ I am the real Dook.” 

Anna.—“ Lor’ now, ooderthort it!” 

Bill.—** Anyone up ter the wyes of this kind er ply. 
another card.) Read that!” 

Anna (reads).—“*The Duchess of Peckham. You are not the 
true Duchess. The rightful Duchess is your hired-girl. Shell out, 
or we expose you. Didlum and Sharp.” Then— 

Bill.—“* You are the Duchess of Peckham.” 

Anna.—* Lor, int it wonderfull ’ow things turns’art ?” 

Bill.—“ That’s nothink ter what the orthers could do if they 
liked. Duchess, soon to be my old Duch-ess, come to my ’art.” 

(They embrice.) 
DUET :— 
Bill.—Come, little birdie, come, 
Come ter yer Bill! 
Cling to ’im, sing to ’im, 
Carol and trill! 
3irdie, come nestle 
In Will-i-um’s breast, 
For William is building 
‘Is birdie a nest. 


Both.—Sweet, sweet, sweet ! 
We bill and we coo, 
As surely as meet 
For lovyers ter do! 
We reckon this method 
Is awkid ter beat! 
(Zo audience) I’m sure you will pardon us— 
(Kissing) Sweet, sweet, sweet ! 


(And as much more as audience will stand.) 
(Exit dancing, leaving perambulator on stage.) 


(Enter Duke and Duchess, very seedily dressed, with coronets on, 
followed by chorus of noblemen and ladies-in-waiting.) 
DUET :— 
The Duke.—We are poor but nobly born, 
Peers of Parliament are we ! 
Though our boots are rather worn, 
And we’re baggy at the knee, 
Any fool can plainly see 
In our faces 
Distant traces 
Of distinguished ancestree |! 
Of a blooming fam’ly tree ! 
Chorus of Men.—Of a blooming fam’'ly tree ! 


(Produces 


The Duchess.—We are poor but nobly born, 
Maids of Honour once were we 
Though our frocks are rather torn 
And our bonnets shabby be, 
Any foo] can plainly see 
In our faces 
Distant traces 
Of distinguished ancestree ! 
Of a blooming fam’ly tree ! 
Chorus of Ladies.—Of a blooming fam’ly tree ! 
ALL :— 
Though we’re very down at heel 
Uppish is the way we feel! 
Though they crush us to the dust 
Still we are the upper crust ! 
Upper, upper, upper crust ? 


Duke (sadly to Chorus).—‘ Kindly go to the wings while we talk 


over family matters.”’ 


(Exit, Chorus.) 


Duke.—** At last we are alone. Our friends are faithfu), but they 


follow us about too much.” 


Duchess.—‘* They do.” 


’Ave yer ironed the Dook’s shirt, cos he’s @ witin’ 
‘*Ave yer washed the 
Marquis, cleaned up the back yard, blacked the boots, made the 
pie, swept the chimbly, and moed the lorn?’syes she. ‘ Yurse,’ 
‘Then,’ syes she, ‘yer lizy hussey, go and get @ ’aporth er 
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Duke.—* I have been wanting to ask you all the morning what 
has become of my dress suit ?”’ 

Duchess (whispers). 

Duke.—“‘ No, not mortgaged, not that. 
that.” 

Duchess.—" Be calm.”’ 

Duke.—“‘ Calm, madam, calm. I have here (produces illuminated 
card) an invitation to dine—and I haven't dined for days—to dine 
with the Amalgamated Society of Strikers, and I'-have nothing to 
goin.” (Weeps.) - 4 

Duchess.—* Go as you are! Be a Duke.”’ 3392 

Duke.—“I will.” 

Duchess (sees perambulator and screams).—‘‘ Oh, the precious, 
darling, littleh——’’ (rushes to children and kisses them). 

Duke —“ That girl again. Careless as ever. But we must make 
an example of her. I cannot have the Marquis mislaid like this.” 
Duchess (pointing).—‘‘ Hither she comes. With a postman.” 

Duke.—** Ha!” 


(Wildly): Oh, say not 


Be a man. 


(Enter Baggs and Anna.) 


Duchess.—*“* Minx ——”” 
Duke.—*‘ Hush, my dear. 
Duchess.—“‘ I will.” 
Duke.—“ Female, you leave our service at once.” 

Baggs.—*' Oo’er yer callin’ female!” 

Duke.—‘‘ Postman, behave yourself, or I shall report you to the 
Postmaster-General. He is a duke himself, and will understand 
my feelings. (To Anna): Go! 

Baggs.—Stay! (Hands postcard to Duke and Duchess. 
read them, and look dumbfounded.) 

(Baggs advances to them, and enter noblemen and ladies-in- 
waiting.) 


Be calm. Be a Duchess.”’ 


Th ey 


CHORUS :— 
Touch not the person of an early English peer, 
Whose Norman blood is strengthened with a dash of bitter beer, 
Whose forty thousand acres bring in forty pounds a year! 
Spare him we implore, 
He’ll apologise we’re sure. 
For he has the stately manners of an early English Peer! 


Baggs.—“ Never. ’E ’ave insulted my gal, and I will cr-r-r-r-ush 
im | ) 

(The Duke and Duchess fall insensible. Bill embraces Anna. 
Enter chorus of costers, etc. Chorus, ‘‘ Art fer the dye,” etc., etc. 
Blue light, and— 

Curtain ) 





Don’ts for the Seaside. 
FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. 


Unprr the above heading an evening contemporary publishes, as 
the result of a competition, a list of deeds and doings that one 
™ didn’t oughter ’ down by the sea. Some valuable hints for sea- 
side visitors are thereby given, but it seems to us that many others 
equally useful are left out of the calculation. As, for instance, 
some or all of the following :— 

1. Don’t inquire after the cold mutton left from dinner. 

2. Don’t say you didn’t bring them with you when the landlady 
swears you did. 

3. Don’t board yourself at your lodgings. 

Don’t let the landlady board you. 

Don’t go for a sail just after a three-and-sixpenny dinner. 
Don't recognise your tailor when you meet him on the pier. 
Don’t encourage nigger minstrels on the sands. 

Don’t buy anything on the beach. 

9. Don’t be photographed anywhere. 

10. Don’t have a bit of bacca about you when a poor boatman 
asks you fora bit. It will only lead to drinks or a sail. 

11, Don’t bathe in your cycling suit. 

12. Don’t forget the number of your machine. 

13, Don’t cycle in your bathing costume. 

14. Don’t cycle at allif you can do without it. 

15. Don’t sling the starfish at your pal which he has slung at 
you. You might hit somebody else, and then, perhaps, there would 
be “ ructions,” ; 

16. Don’t expect to get any new books at the library. 

17. Don’t come home with the fatuous notion that your seaside 
tripping has done you any mortal good, and 

Last and best, don't go to the seaside at all. 
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The Mummy has come to life again at the 
Comedy, and Messrs. George D. Day and 
Allan Reed's farce, reproduced, goes better 
even than on the occasion of its recent 
matinée production. Of course, the idea is 
not new, nor is the treatment exceptionally 
brilliant, but the plot is very funny and the 
incidents are decidedly droll. The mess into 
which the revivified Rameses gets himself and 
the scrapes of all sorts and conditions make 
you laugh even if you do not quite know why 
you are laughing, and therein is sufficient 
justification for the authors. 

The Mummy is admirably acted, especially by Mr. Lionel — 
as Rameses, Miss Annie Goward, Miss Noney Seabrooke, and Mr. 
Volpe. 

A fine, stirring melodrama is Straight from the Heart at the 
Pavilion Theatre. Messrs. Sutton Vane and Arthur Shirley have 
done their work without flinching, and the result is an uncom- 
promisingly melodramatic melodrama that will delight the nobility 
and gentry of the Mile End Road for weeks to come, and the good 
provincial folks for years. 

Straight from the Heart is as good as a lesson in geography. We 
are taken to Marseilles, Paris, Algeria, with a glimpse of the briny 
for further variety. We have a hero falsely ae | of murder, an 
Anarchist bomb arriving just in time to prevent the guillotining of 
the hero, a ship on fire, and many other excitements of a similar 
nature, admirably played by the strong Pavilion Company. Mr. 
Cohen’s latest venture is a huge success, 

GOSSAMER, 


A very pleasant time was passed on Monday evening at the 
Crystal Palace upon the occasion of the visit of Li Hung Chang 
and his suite. An excellent dinner was served in the grand summer 
dining hall, followed by a toast ‘‘ Long life and prosperity to the 
‘Grand Old Man’ of China,’’ which was enthusiastically drunk. 
Mr. Lo Feng-Luh, the interpreter, can render His Excellency’s 
instructions in very choice and forcible English. His translation 
upon this occasion was as terse and expressive as that given the 
other evening at the China Association banquet, was notorious for 
its elegant and euphonious phrasing. The pyrotechnic display 
which followed was exceptionally beautifuland generous. It exceeded 
in splendour and extravagance the memorable occasion of the Shah 
of Persia’s first visit. Prolonged cheering greeted the introduction 
of the peacock of leviathan proportions, which strutted, raising 
and spreading its wonderful and gorgeous tail, with lifelike integ- 
rity. The Chinese temple, with its troupe of Oriential jugglers all 
actively at their various tricks, was an amazing achievement. The 
principal feature amongst these chef d’cewvres was the gigantic set 
piece expressed in Chinese hieroglyphics, proclaiming good 
wishes, long life, and prosperity to Li Hung Chang. This work 

uite won the old man’s heart, and caused him to say to Mr. 
rock that he had never witnessed such fireworks anywhere. He 
had seen some displays in Germany, where it seems they make 
everything, but the quality, design, and workmanship were not 
half so good as Mr. Brock’s productions, whom he congratulated 


effusively. 


The grand volunteer tournament, which is held on Saturdays 
in the spacious beautiful grounds, is an excellent attraction. 


The Re-opening of the Grand Hall at the Criterion Restaurant, 
Piccadilly Circus, after its redecoration, was signalised on Friday 
last with a banquet given by the directors of Spiers and Pond 
Limited. The musical arrangements included the special engage- 
ment of the Royal Blue Hungarian Band. 
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GRAND SELF-INSTALLATION OF THE LORD WARDEN OF THE CINQUE PORTS. 
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Li Hung Chang “Interviewed.” 


Our contributor, Mr. Punster, on whose veracity we can place 
the utmost reli(e¢)ance—indeed, we believe he must be a descendant 
of George Washington, only he is too modest to mention the fact— 
—_ the following account of an interview he had with Li Hung 

apg :— 

As you know, Sir (writes our contributor), I speak and write 
Chinese like two dozen natives, soI indited a letter to Li Hung 
Ohang in that laoguage—standing on my head, and holding the 
pen between my toes to do so,as I find I can form the Chinese 
characters more symmetrically in that manner than in the 
orthodox fashion of penmanship—asking him if he would grant 
me the honour of an interview, and he immediately sent 20 
special messengers to inform me that he had come to England 
expressly to see me, and for no other purpose. Thus, a mystery 
that has puzzled many is now happily elucidated. 

After beating our Tom-(tom)—it had just eaten the canary—and 
trying, somewhat unsuccessfuily, to demolish a portion of roast rat 
““ Rats !"—Ed., Fun], so as to get thoroughly impregnated with 
Chinese characteristics, I wended my way to the Chinese Gardens 
at Hurstpierpoint, where he of the Yellow Jacket had appointed to 
meet me, as he said it would suit him to a T(ea).— [We were not aware 
that Li Hung Chang visiteu any such place, but we trust to our 
contributor’s well-known veracity !—Ep., /un.] 

I found the distinguished (once nearly extinguished) statesman 
surrounded by his mandarins, etc., who immediately made whey 
(the garden attendants providing the milk, tea, etc.) on beholding 
my imposing person. Li Hung Chang’s reception was most cordial 
and spirit-ed. He inquired kindly after my wife and family and 
my household effects, especially my china, which, I said, owing to 
the carelessness of an old “ crock’ of a cook, had got somewhat 
broken u p just about the same time that the Japanese smashed—— 

A frown on Li Hung Chang’s brow—a frown that stayed so long 
that it seemed to be brow-sing there—warned me that I had *‘ put 
my foot in it”; so, to conciliate him, I produced my presents, 
consisting of an old crow’s nest (for soup, you know) and a fat, 
mongrel puppy. 

Li Hung Chang received my gifts in solemn silence, and they 
were removed to the background; but I thought more than oue 
almond eye glistened as it rested on the puppy. 

I then asked him if he had always found his Yellow Jacket com- 
fortable. I didn’t catch his answer, but thought he looked cross, 

80, to turn the conversation, I inquired if he had ever heard of the 
pe 8-tale attached to Charles Lamb, I fancied he looked sheepish, 
ut he only shook his head and seemed angry. Then I plunged into 
State questions, and got into a worse state than before. Finally, in 
~ ration, I said :— 
rn Li, old boy, itis ramoured that you want a loan. If you do, 
be Hung if I don’t accommodate you!” 
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_ And I handed him a shilling that I had been saving up for 
Christmas. 

Li Hung Chang smiled, tried it with his teeth, then gracefully 
expectore ted on it, and, I regret to say, deposited it in his pocket. 
I didn’t think he would have been so mean as to have taken it; I 
merely offered it to him to show him that Fwun's representatives 
are men of wealth. 

This incident depressed me ; the world, for me, had lost all ite 
brightness ; the conversation languished ; Li Hung Chang seemed 
fidgetty (he wanted to be off to * blew” my shilling, you bet!), and 
I wanted to get back to London before my pet pawnbroker closed ; 
so I bid adieu to him, according to strict Chinese etiquette. This 
formality took about half-an-hour, and when it was over I was 
nearly dropping with fatigue, so I dropped into a pub, and had a 
few “‘ drops ’’—inviting drop-sy, I fear !—ere returning to town. 

Altogether, Li Hung Chang (or Li Chung Tong; I’m not 
ete strikes me as being a distinctly “ precious bit of old 

bina.”’ 
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The P’leeceman. 


Wuo from one’s bicycle may thrust 
And hurl you headlong in dust 


Risking breaks to bones or crust ? 
The P’leeceman. 


Who visits area kitchens age 
And thrives and fattens on the keep, 
So gorged, he almost goes to sleep ? 
The P’leeceman. 
Who, when you're walking up and down, 
Waiting for you're girl from town, 
Says ‘“‘ You're up to no good—he'll bet a crown” ? 
The P’leeceman. 
From Publicans he gets a drink, 
Tney leave it on a sill, I think, 


Compliance thus they dare not sbrink 
The P’leeceman. 


Who runs you in on pretext slight, 
Swears you're disorderly and fight, 
The “ Beak” believes he’s —_ a ? 


At Dalston he was in the thick 
Of riot with the who kick, 
They punched, wor over quick, 


With all his faults, who doth our will, 
Catches the smasher and Burglar Bill, 
Conducts the traffic, acsiste a spill ? 

The P’leeceman. 
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Noricz.— The Editor will not be answerable for 


any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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OR, MUSICAL COMEDY AS SHE IS WROTE. 


Written by 
hus Smith, ernon Brown, Augustus Jones, and Albert 
Ro Addi lyrics by Shakespear, Buggins, Wordsworth, 
Billings, etc., etc. 
by” 


Crummles, Bach, Wilson, Mozart, etc., etc. 


Dramatis Persone :— 
The Duke of Peckham, a Peer. The Duchessof Peckham, Peeress. 


Bill Braggs, a Postman, ’Arriet 
Cholly Hemerly | 
"A | Young men abart Sairey Young girls abart 
Hadolphus [ tarn. Jemima | tarn. 
’Every } Suke 
And, 
Anna Maria......--+-. --The Hired Girl. 


( Ladies-in- Waiting, Costermongers, Match Girls, Policemen, and 
Monkeys as required.) 


Scene I,—Peckham Rye by Daylight. 
Scene II.—Mile End by Moonlight. 
Scene III.—The Zoological Gardens by Limelight. 





Scene II.—Mile End by Moonlight. 


(Curtain ‘rises and discovers Chorus of Ncblemen and Ladies-in- 
Waiting got up as professional Slummers.) 
Corvus (Men) :— 
We are very, very merry, 
We are also very good ! 
That's why we've come a-slumming, 
To this awful neighbourhood. 
If a chappie would be happy, 
As, of course, a chappie should, 
He had better go a slumming 
In a beastly neighbourhood ! 
(Women.) 
We are beauties and our duty’s 
To be always doing good. 
That's why we've come a-slumming 
To this horrid neighbourhood. 
That the classes by the masses 
Should be better understood, 
Ig the reason we are slumming 
In this shocking neighbourhood ! 


(AU, in Cheap Jack manner.) 


Here you are! Here you are! 
Will you buy, buy, buy! 

Here's a lecture on astronomy 
We're anxious you should try! 

Here's a printed invitation 
To Philosophy and Tea! 

Here's a pass, with soups and blankets, 
To a Picture Galleree ! 

Come along, come along! 
Do not “wink the other eye '’— 

Here you are! Here youare! 
Will you buy, buy, buy ? 


(They pass hat round.) 


(Enter the Duke and Duchess of Peckham, The Duke takes hat and 
looks in it.) 

Duke.—“ Tuppence! Bah! and they told me that phiianthropy 

gy 
~—'* My dear, it e that wants a lot of playing——_” 

Duke.—" And we—— " ar mone 

Duchess.—“ Are but indifferent players.” 

Duke.—*“ Something must be done or rnin——” 

Duchess.—" I know, I know-——an idea——-The Stage!" 

Duke.—“ Bravo! The very thing (produces large roll of manu- 
script). I have here a Problem Play in seven acts, written by 
myself, entitled His Deceased Wife's Cook, which I shall have 
much pleasure in reading to you.” 

Chorus.—" 8 us.” 

Duchess,—"* My dear, Problem Plays, clever as they are ——.’’ 

Duke,—“ Ahi" a; 


Duc hess. “T saw clever ag they are. are ‘ rf’ 





Duke.—* Ort?” : 

Duchess (with decision).—‘ Right ‘orf’! No; what is wanted 
is something recherché, chic. with a soupcon. of stocking in it, aud a 
dash of expensive lace. Do you follow me?” 

Chorus.—* To the death !” 

Duchess.—“ Then, away!” 


( Exit Chorus.} 


Duke.—* I wonder how our case, ‘ Baggs versus Peckbam,’ will 
fs) ? ” 

- Duchess.—* My dear, does it really matter? «{What, after all, is 
an empty title?” 

Duke,—“ It would look well on the ‘ bills,’ ” 

Duchess.—* True! But you are still<a Brockley! ’’ 

Duke.—“T am!” 

Duchess.—‘ Cheer up. A duet, with’a dance to follow, would do 
us both good.” 

Duke.—“ In Mile End?” 

Duchess. —‘‘ In & Musical Comedy!”’ 


DvET :— 


Duchess.—A litle bird sat on a family tree, 

And hi~ song was exceedingly ‘‘ cheep.”’ 

He piped but one note, for a “ tenner” was he, 
Though he thought himself awfully ‘‘ deep.” 

A pert little sparrow made nasty remarks, 
Till the poor little tenner did weep. 

The mocking-bird also was up to his larks 
With his last imitation of ‘‘ cheep!” 


Both.—So, it’s cheep, cheep, cheep! 
Oh, remarkably cheep ! 
A Birdie we find always pays for his keep. 
With a dickey-bird song 
You can never go wrong; 
Though we know it’s exceedingly— 
Cheep, cheep, cheep ! 


Duke.—The Oof-Bird sat in his well-feathered nest, 

With a smile on his terrible ‘* bill,”’ 

As he plucked at a fat little guinea-fowl’s breast, 
Till the fowl felt uncommonly ill. 

But a Jail-Bird below chuckled loud with delight, 
As he thought of that Oof-Bird asleep ; 

And he said: “I shall pay him a visit to-night 
And make him feel awfully cheap! "” 


Both.—As before. 
(Dance and exit.) 
(Enter Bill Baggs in ducal robes, with coster chorus.) 


CHORUS :— 


Orl ale! Orl ale! Orl ale! 


Ale the Dook of Peckham, ale! 
Ale ’is bloomin’ Grice! 
Good ole Dook, ’e's art on bail! 
Cheer ’im to ’is fice! 
Cheer and swear, and yell and cuss, 
Let them “ coppers” look— 
Good ole Baggs is one of us, 
Don’t he look a Dook! 


Orl ale! Ori ale! Orl ale! 


ania ole pals. (Produces bag ‘of money.) Drinks 
rarnd |” 


(Chorus clutch bag and exit cheering.) 
Baggs.—* At last I am a Dook!” 


RECITATIVE AND Sona :— 


I’m a Dook, that’s a fact! 
And as sich I’m barned ter act. 
Now wot a Dook must be? 

Let me see—— 


A Dook must not be rorty, ’e must smile a trifle orty, 
‘E must niver show amizement, ’e must wash ‘isself a treat | 
'E must corl ‘is doner “ ly-dy,”’ and must dress ’isself so tidy 
That ee when they sees ‘im may exclaim, ‘Oh, int it 
swee ”? 
When ‘e dines at, sye, a Lockhart, ’e must look a perfect knockart, 
In 'is swaller tiles and kickseys cut ser sorsy rarnd the feet. 


So that when 'e corls art, “‘ Witer, bring another biked pertiter !”’ 


‘ , en ‘ ‘7 . . 
Orl the other nobs 'l] murmur, “‘ Oh, the Dook is bad ter beat!” 
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A Dook must tike things isy (ivry nobleman is lizy), 
And at ivry parsin’ doner ’e must tip a Dookal wink! 
* must ‘ave @ orty manner, fer ’is smokes must give a tanner, 
"E must ‘ave ’is wits abart ‘im, an’ be upter ivrythink ! 
In ‘is coat ’e’ll wear a flower, tike an ’ansom in a shower, 
And if anyone annoys ’im ’e must only whisper “* D——_ | "— 
This imagi person, I have sung this patter verse on, 
Is, I reckon, just the kind of sort of Dookal Dook I am ! 


(Dance and exit.) 


(Enter Anna Maria as Duchess with Chorus of Matchgirls.) 
Sona (with * Waltz Refrain” Chorus) :— 
’E loved ’is gentle Anner 
Whin she wasn't worth a tanner, 
And, now she is a hairess, why, ’e’ll love ’er orl the more! 
"Is love fer her ser much is, 
That, although she is a Duchess, 
’E will not think a-corting her a bother or a bore |! 


CHOoRUS:— 


Fer ’e’s as ter-oo as they mike ’em, girls, 
Ter-oo as they mike ’em, troo! 
They’ll stick tergether, 
Wotiver ther weather, 
Like Thingummy’s pitent gloo! 


Fer ’e’s, etc., etc., etc. (ad lid.) 
(Dance.) 

(Enter Baggs and Coster Chorus.) 

(Baggs and Anna embrice.) 





Fully Occupied. 

Doctor.—* You want something to 
occupy your mind, my dear sir.” 

Patient.—* Think so? Well, I’ve got 
& nagging wife, a lecturing mother-in- 
law, and squalling six-months-old twins ; 
and if all that isn’t enough to occupy a 
man’s mind, I should just like to know 
what is, doctor ! 


co Speeeesecesees eee sart 


STEPHEN CRANE’s new book, “‘ Horses,”’ 
describes a man in a funk by saying 
“his knees turned to bread.” Of course, 
this is equivalent to saying they were 

knee-ded. 


A Bald Idea. 

“You used to be all honey when we 
were first married. How different you 
are now!” exclaimed Mrs. Wagster, 
reproachfully, to her husband, after a 
little tiff. 

“It seems to me,’? remarked Mr. 
Wagster, as he desperately waved the 


flies away from his bald head, “that 


ony must still be some honey about 
me os 


























Our Celestial Visitor. 
THE stiff precisian feels a pang 

To hear our guest called Li Hung Chang; 
Such nomenclature is most wrong 

For him whose name is Li Chung Tong; 


The self-same difference we see 
‘Twixt Tweedledum and Tweedledee ! 
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A Celebration! 


First Man.—"My. and Mrs. Snarle | 
have just celebrated their silver wed- 





Second Ditto.—“‘ How did they cele- 
brate it?” 

First Ditto.—* They had a stand-u 
fight!” ’ : 





























Baggs.—“ Well, we must celebrite the occasion.” 
Anna.— Roight yer are.” 


(Enter deposed Duke and Duchess, followed by Ladies-in- Waiting 
and Noblemen. They are dressed as if for a burlesque.) 


Baggs.—‘ Ah! Wotcheer, ole Brockley. Gorn on the stige? 
Well, I don’t blime yer. (Anna whispers.) Whoop! That’s orl 
ter rights, that is. I sye, Brockley, will you an’ ole mother 
Brockley and yer pals do a turn for us termorrer at the Zoo, which 
7 ve engiged fer the occision? We're agoin' ter ‘ave a regeler 
ole no!” 


Deposed Duke.—‘* We shall be delighted to amuse you and your 
friends. Our terms are cash down.” 


(Baggs hands money to Duke who pockets tt.) 


CHoRvUs :— 


He was a Duke and he’s gone on the stage! 
She was a Duchess, and now she’s the rage 


On the stage, stage, stage ! 
Orl ale! Orl ale! Orl ale! 


Fer ’e’s as ter-oo as they mike 'em, girls, 
Ter-oo as they mike ‘em, troo! 
They'll stick tergether, 
Wotiver ther weather, 
Like Thingummy’s Pitent Gloo! 


Fer 'e’s, etc., ete. 


(Dance. Red fire and curtain.) 
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ye | THE EASTERN QUESTION AND THE WATER FAMINE. 


] ‘tw } * ),—** Gi’ ter, my dear,” 
ender (who has just called for two of Scotch” ).—‘ Gi us the water, 

eee Give on the es indeed! As you are a regular customer, fyou 
can have the two of whiskey for nothing, but the waTzR you MUST PAX FOR. 
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THEIR 
Flossie. —“‘ I wonder why H4l does not sit with us this morning. 
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LITTLE VANITIES AT SOUTHWOLD. 
I suppose it is because I was cross with him last night.” 
Villicent.—‘*'Tisn’t that. It’s because I flirted with Tom Simkins yesterday, just to tease him.” 








Doris.—‘ Absurd! I know very well that if you two girls weren’t here he’d come and sit by me directly.” 


Havelock Wilson’s Bluff. 


“7 therefore appeal, and I do so with 
‘onfidence, to my many seafaring friends, 
lors, firemen, cooks, carpenters, 
1/77 rn, and others to at once ent 
inder the banner of Freedom and 


1? 


ET aaa ‘ nirance lee [wo shit tind 
ani sirpence to end of Auqust........ 
after then#2...... "| x tract manifesto, 


Sailors and Firemen's Union. 
J. Havetocx WIiLson:— 


O my seafaring friends ! 
"Tis to you | appeal. 

Your existence depends 
On the wit you reveal. 

So, down with the dust, my seafarers, 
And pay for the man at the wheel. 


For ‘tis wheele within wheels, 
And 'tis I pull the strings, 
Hence, O friends, my appeals 
For the money that brings 
Confusion and strikes and class-hatred 
And al] sorts of curious things. 


Did you wish to be free 

And to “‘ gang your own gaits "’; 
Well, that’s awkward, you see, 

For from here to the States 
The paid agitator is spouting, 

And some one must pay for it, mates! 


Now, look here, I've a strike 
In my—well— in my mind, 
And —well, there—if you like 
I will go at it blind, 
And play up old Harry with Trade, 
And leave solemn Commerce behind. 
Lor’, it will be a game, 
You shall all take a share. 
It must be your one aim 
For the fight to prepare. 
Sailors, firemen, carpenters, cooks, 
And donkeymen everywhere. 


If we fail, I suggest 

That the whole of the blame 
On the free men shall rest. 

And the world shall cry shame 


On the men who won't pay their sub- 


scriptions 


To the Johnnies who expect the same. 


Hi—a word in your ear, 
Just a word of advice— 

The Union ain't dear, 
Well—no need to be nice— 

Two bob and a tanner will do it, 
And jolly cheap, too, at the price. 


Hurry up, come along, 
Do not argue and cuss; 

For the fight’s to the strong, 
So do not make a fuss, 

sut pay for admittance like men, 
Give up freedom and be one of us! 


What, you won't—well, look here, 
The small fee (two-and-six) 
That you think is too dear 
For permission to mix 


With the Unionists, soon will be raised 
To two pounds, then you'll be in a fix 


Come along, then, and pay, 
Two-and-six is enough, 
Two pounds, I should say, 
You would find rather rough. 
Halloa there, what’s that you cry? 


A VoIcE :— 


‘‘Pooh! Here's Wilson a trying a bluff!” 


News from the Land of 
Clotted Cream and 


Junkets. 


THERE are two sorts of dairies that 
do not sell milk—droma dairies and 


lapidairies. 


Unpalatable. 


Wife.—‘‘ As we are going to Paris for 
a trip, George, we may as well take poor 
ma with us. She speaks French like a 


native.”’ 


Husbani.—‘* No fear! She's one of 


those natives I can’t swallow!” 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 











HAVELOCK WILSON’S BLUFF. 


J. 
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By THe “ ENPANT TERRIBLE.” 


Tue Evening News says that 
y ‘an unusually large pinch of the 
Y ealt of South African Society came 

over to England by the good ship 
~~. Norman, which has just arrived.” I 
Ties. > do hope this will not increase Mr. 
rae | \.\ Chamberlain’s credibility of President 
’ Kruger’s little stories. They generally 

want a very large pinch of salt, indeed. 








* x * 


The German Emperor has just 
learned billiards; and, in his leisure 
moments, he has been composing 
hymn-tunes, which have been sung by 
the crew of his yacht during his tour in Scandinavian waters. 
Hum. I hope he didn’t get the two things mixed, and that no 
references to * pocketting the ball” or ‘‘cannons off the red” 
crop up in the Kaiser’s hymnology. 

+ * * 
“FUN LYRICS.” (No, 89.) 








PHYLLIS AND Conypon, 1896. 


Phyllis was a dainty maid 

Who laughed and sang the hours away, 
Corydon was sad and staid. 

She with life so lightly played, 

Skies for her were ever blue, 

Clouds for him were often grey, 


Phyllis laughed at Corydon, 
Corydon, he moped and mourned, 
Deepest gloom his face upon, 
Growing paler and more wan ; 
Phyllis thought him rather slow, 
All his sighs she gaily scorned, 
And she often told him so. 


Corydon was sick at heart, 

Phyllis fair and fairer grew, 

But she never felt the smart 

When she told him they must part; 
He was silent and so sad— 

Phyllis left him, for she knew 
Where to find another lad. 


Phyllis went to London town, 
Phyllis danced and flirted, too; 
Corydon might fret and frown, 

His faithful heart a-weighted down ; 
Love to him was all in all, 

She its passion never knew 

Vainly might the Love-God call. 
Corydon grew old and grim, 

Lonely hermit to the last; 

Phyllis never thought of him 

Till the Winter, cold and dim 

Came as come it always will 
When the long, sweet Summer's past, 
All ite music hushed and still. 


Phyllis time and time again 

Other bearts had saddened, too, 
Hearts that beat for her in vain, 
Hearts that suffered love's sweet pain. 
Phyllis’s was not the blame, 

She had never bade them sue; 

But they loved her, all the same. 


When the world's warm welcome's gone, 
Chilled by snow of wintry days, 

Will she think of Corydon, 

Whom she lightly smiled upon— 
Corydon, who lived alone, 

Binging to himself her praise 

In a song so like a moan? 


MoRAL. 

Corydon, a word with you, 

Just a whisper in your ear: 

If you'd dainty Phyllis woo, 

Woo her smiling, lightly sue 

You may reach her heart that way. 
Be a man and do not fear! 
Then she may relent one day 

And reward a love so tru: : 

But do not dim her sky of b! 

‘ *? ‘ 
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Frivolets. 


Now, whe does Mr. Kriiger find a justification for importing 
millions of cartridges, tons of ammunition, and thousands of rifles 
into the Transvaal? And where, in following his Only Guide in 
Life, does he find authority for saying that the forts in Pretoria 
are to be finished by ovember at the latest? Can it be, as 
already rumoured, that the Christian, peace-loving Boers are 
preparing for war? After all they have been saying, too! But 
against whom? Surely not the Portuguese, whose interests in 
South Africa are very small. The Matabele? Oh, nonsense, 
They are already reduced to nil as a fighting nation by our Cape 
boys. Can it be—but mo! We daren’t hope for that. If s0, 
good-bye to the South African Republic, and the big and small 
Boers, too. The sooner the better. Let there be no more fooling. 
There is an eyeglass at the Colonial Office peering pretty eagerly 
into South Africa at present. John Bull owes a debt or‘two over 
there, and, like an honest man, he is anxious to pay it. 


These dare-devil Frenchmen are at it again! Nothing will stop 
their martial tendencies. Two heroes recently had a duel on 
bicycles. Needless to say, they missed one another first go off, and 
both fell over. Next time some accursed chance brought them 
together, and though, of course, neither hit his opponent with his 
sword, one cleverly ran his weapon into himself, and the other 
came a cropper with his machine and badly injured his leg. After 
which, as usual, honour was satisfied. 


‘* Living pictures ’’ over here may or may not be too slightly clad, 
but they are in Arctic costume compared to the latest poseuse at the 
Olympic, Paris. This young lady is described as wearing only three 
rings and two bangles. 


Yankees are very fond of praising their Government at the 
expense of ours, and of remarking that their President’s dwelling- 
= costs so much less than our Queen’s palaces. We do not 

now. Anyhow, Buckingham Palace was built for a crown, and is 
kept up for a sovereign. 

Chollie.—“ ’Arry, why do they call this ’ere a déjewner a la 
fourchette ?”’ 

'Arry.—* Why? Oh, fourchette is the Froggy for ‘ fork-out,’ and 
you do ’ave to, and no error!” 

Teacher.—‘‘ Now that I have explained it four times, and you, 
Ebenezer Scroge, appeared to be listening, just stand up and tell 
me what a ‘ miracle’ is.” 

Eb Scroge.—‘ Pleasir—pleasir—if you was to ax me a question, 
an’I didn’t know it, and you was to let me off—that would be a 
mirricle, sir, pleasir.”’ 

Mrs. ’Arris.—‘Oh! you ‘ave stuffed my cockatoo badly! All 
‘is feathers is a-comin’ out!” 

Suave Shopman.— Is they, mum? Well, mum, its the moultin’ 
season now, mum.” 


Young Lady (on a ’bus outside Pentonville Prison).—* How 
plainly you can see the lights in the prison from here!” 

Unshaved Stranger (musingly).— Ah! not so plain as you can 
see the ’buses and things pass from inside there.” 

Travelling in Wales :— 

Tourist.—‘* What station is this?” 

Porter.—‘‘ Pwllhemoghrmanllanhog.” 

Tourist.—‘*‘ Tha—thank you. And the next ?”’ 

Porter.—Abercaercomwmmmyllanystwithiaff.”’ 

Tourist ( faintly).—‘'*‘ And—after—that ? ”’ 

Porter (intelligently). — ‘ Shagrogggmmmennwprllgbdwchnm- 
yswth.”’ 

(Then the train moved on, and the tourist slowly recovered.) 

Aged Irish hero (fighting his battles over again).—“‘ The naygur’s 
sworrd passed clane through the middle o’ my chist, and out at the 
back.’ “= $a OBS 

Listener.—“ Ah, now, Pat, that won’t do, you know. Why, he 
must have pierced your heart.” 

Pat.—* Och, its smart yez are, now. Phwy, me heart was in me 
mouth all the toime.”’ 

Old Gent.—** Well, my boy, there. I’ve made my will, and I’ve 
left nearly all my money to you, and my lawyers are to be 
trustees.”’ 

Boy (who knows a thing or two).—‘* Well, guv., wouldn’t it be 
better, y'know, to leave them the money and appoint me trustee?” 

The unspeakable Turk has so long played the part of the ogre in 
the European pantomime that we are beginning to sicken of him, 
and Lord Salisbury’s recent note of warning will awaken a 
responsible echo in the breast of every man who possesses a scintilla 
of human feeling. Abdul Hamid is really overdoing the thing. 
After the atrocities in Armenia, we have the crimes in Crete. His 
recent villainies in that island prove him to be the most indis-crete 
monarch that ever disgraced a throne. 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 17. 


THE BoTCHERS TAKE A HOLIDAY, AND VISIT SHALLOW-PuppLE-on-SrEa, 











ra ZZ Defy, 
ZZ Zt, Lies i 


CA A. 4 


4 . i 
Y i 


KZ Coa 


if 
wt ht tlt 


G g bs Ob Mh), f “4 
Za 


Hy yj, "eee “és, 

th ee a M) 
gene Meda 

EA tA oeeagn 
FT PAYG / 


po YW ttiti4, F 2 

4 SLL I OK nei 
uy Se V"( ( 
4 — “( f 


V4 


= pores 2 \\\ \ . 
Ws? iy 
\ 


Wan 
\ 


| i) 
AX \ 
6 551\\"\ 
Sig Lz \ 


44 
. AS 
QL) “A. a7 


+ 


Ny 


hd Ane no wa 
AOE, OL 
Con jl OLLI TE 


SEI IED 


Cen 
NOS 


Ap 

4 af “ Yy~ 

Wee OT OY, ) 

RI, — ~ 
A ee 4 ~ 

Se MY » ~ 

va 


thing we require, 


cried Bot 
inin 


, With 


gleefully 


Martha,” 
villa, situated in most picturesque valley 


yw 
Ay 


Ve 


ne 


if 


It was Biffles’ suggesti 


ghted owner of Mudd! 


ay 
>i) 


‘rtain,” added the d 
sea dog,” he declared. 


f Nove mber event. 


ns ce 
old 


7 


of 
( 





SW 


‘ 
\ J 
NV 
t, 
. ‘ 





‘y 
Ey 
~ = 


AY 


\ 


But 


Still, while there’s life there's slope, and, in time, 


“ Why, when the hatmustfear his clear you can see the oshun quite plain, 


-on-Sea duly reached, and the “ picturesque valley" eventually found. 


, as the valley had got shifted to the top of a hill, the summitof which was five mies from 


? 
it 
but no vehicle could mount it. 


same ; 


and Shallow-Pudd 
oot was conveniently near the 
e his hextra,” was the pleasing reply. 


‘““Where’s the sea?” echoed the lady of the villa. 


at earthquake or upheaval thereabouts 
charg 


ily railway station, although the 


£ 
c 


g of departure came, the train was taken, 


ntly been a gre 


pretty villa”? was reached 
w this telexkope, which the 


The mornin 


there had evide 


the or 
the * 


¥ 


aN 
race 





VA 
< ‘ 
» 


mm 


te 


ie 


Af 


\ 


wy: 


NS 


\ we | WANN . 
_ WN 
—_ nee ee 


WINNT RLELLUCL ia? : 


up ‘ere he alue feels loret hin ft, it’s so spashus, 'e 


ite h 


whin the Prints 0’ Vales pu 


y. 


] 


ajayve 


“Why, 


lates the 


“ This bed-room small an’ stuffy, marm ?” expostu 


(termed a bill), Botcher 


is riddle 


" curtly says the lady of the house, 
they are unanimous on that point); 


’ 
Fe 


t« 
yeterio 


Botchers 
oe 


one mtis 


wo f j 
y for the 
form 


, which 


Gays too man 


Sea hie roglyphice 


just three 


are 


aan 
y-Puddle-on 


Seg 


ondon, I’m sure, or you woulden’t call that 


ggsin L 
yww-Puddie-on 
the Shallow 


Ad 


laid hegs 
* > F 
Ol PMA 
eae 


W ade throus 


Lys 


ris 
aie 


Three 


a week longer to 


‘‘You carn’t be a kustomed to new 
UP! 


otcher’s complaints. 


> 
, 


t would take quite 


and GIVES IT 


reply to } 


in 


























4 
% : 
’ 
: 
; 
* 
























A Blind Marriage is a very funny piece— 
quite the funniest farcical comedy of recent 
days. I enjoyed its humour immensely— 
although the ead sub-story of the imbecile 
twins rather spoiled the enjoyment of the 
main thread of the whimsical plot. 

The author of the new piece at the Criterion 
has modestly refused to allow his name to be 


published. I regret this, because it would be 
t= af 80 pleasant toannounce another humourist t: 
eure." the world. Listen—and Jaugh with me. 

A long while before the beginning of the piece Linda Logan, a 
very beautiful young Jady, was obliged, owing to the ruin of her 
father, to play the piano in a low gambling saloon in the Wild 
Wild West of America. There she met Jim opencer, and 


fell in love with him, and promised to be his wife. Lord 
Langdale, a friend of Jim, also saw her there. But Jim went away, 
and forgot all about her. Meanwhile Jim—who is really &@ very 
bad man—has accidentally blinded Lord Langdale by thootirs 
him in the eyes. Meanwhile, too, Linda has become an beiress, 
and everybody comes to Monte Carlo. There is an interesting con- 
versation between Spencer and Linda, and he—not knowing of her 
wealth—refuse* to keep his promitéand marry her. But heurges her 
to marry Lord Langdale, who wil! not know her again, because, of 
course, he cannot eee. Linda falls in love with Lanygdale,and marrics 
him without telling him herstory. But Jim, previous to this, has, 
for some reason or another, told Langdale that the piano player 
was his mistress, Consequently, when his lordship duly recovers 
his sight—for he is the heroof the piece—he finds out that his wife 
is the girl) he met in Western America, who, he believes, is no 
better than she oughtto be. It being necessary to provide materia! 
for a four-act play, our chivalrous hero believes Spencer's unsup- 
ported accusations against his wife. ‘ 382 
Sut there is a Nemesis upon Jim Spencer's track.” Dodging 
on and off the stage at intervals is a benevolent American gentleman 
who knew Jimin the old days. It is he who, incidentally, cures 
Lord Langdale of his blindness. He also proves Spencer to be a 
cardsharper, and also more or less proves Linda to be as white as 
unfallen snowflake. 
Mixed up with this laughable farce is the pathetic history of 
twine, who are nearly 40 years of age. One of them has no 
memory, and both want to marry the same girl. This sadstrain of 
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sentiment has notbing to do with the plot, but it forms a not 
ineffective contrast to the rollicking fun of the other part of the 
story. 

I have not enjoyed a long continuous smile like this for years, 
Miss Kate Rorke, Miss Eva Moore, Miss Carlotta Addison, Mr. 
Charles Fulton, Mr. Herbert Standing, Mr. H. VY. Esmond, Mr. 
Herbert Waring, and others made a very fine cast, and played 
admirably. 

Weather or No, the new front piece at the Savoy, is an ingenious 
trifle, although the idea has been worked before. The dramatis 
persone are two figures from a weather-vane, and they indulge in 
& criticism of mere human things. It is bright and amusing, and 
the music is pretty. 

GossAMER. 


The charming Vienesse artiste, Miss Annie Dirkens, is now back 
at the Shaftesbury Theatre playing her original part of Paolo, in 
The Little Genius. 


Miss Bella Pateman, Miss Beatrice Ferrar, Mr. H. De Lange, 
and Mr. Sidney Brough have been engaged by Mr. Edward Terry 
for his play, ‘* Love in Idleness,”’ to be produced at Terry’s Theatre 
in October next. 

Herr Meyer Lutz, who was for so many years associated with the 
eminent comedian at the Gaiety Theatre, will have charge of the 
orchestral arrangemen’ 

The inaugural exhibition of the Society of Miniature Painters 
will be held at the Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, about the middle 
of September. The membership is limited to 50 professional 
artists. 


Cupidity Punished. 

‘Vat are you doing in mine house ?” asked Mr. Isaacstein 
suddenly survrising a burglar. 

‘‘ Why, don’t you know me, guv’nor ?”’ said the burglar coolly. 
‘“] met you down at Margate last Easter, and, as I had run a bit 
short, you was good enough to lend me £5.” 

‘Yes, yes, of course! I remembers you vell, mine tear friendt 
exclaimed Mr. Isaacstein eagerly. ‘‘ And you haf come to pay me 
de £5 Jike an hovest mans ?”’ 

‘* No, I’ve come to tell you that I can’t manage it just yet. Good 
morning, guv nor!” 

And the burglar walked off with some silver spoons and forks in 
his pockets, leaving Mr. Issacstein tearing his hair. 


7) 
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To Poets. 


SPECIMEN of the new style (patented) of poetry after the manner 
of the old Greek Chorus. It is highly recommended as a chaste 
and elastic medium for the expression of noble ideas. 


Tis sweet to hear the honest watch-dog’s bark, 
(Quite so.) 
When on some sultry summer night you wake: 
(That certainly makes a difference.) 
And as you toss and tumble in the dark, 
(Yes; we know the sensation exactly.) 
You swear you'll cause his cussed bones to ache. 
(Dut, of course, you've forgotten all about it by the morning.) 


Further particulars and poetic licences may be had of the 
patentee. 




















PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘“‘HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as “*HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of ‘‘ Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hovis” is stamped * Hovis.’ 


Apply to your Grocer for ‘Hovis’ Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spot, 


t Wednesday.—Staying with the Duke of Devonshire as one of his 
grouse party. Party consists of myself, the Duke and Duchess of 
York, and several other titled persons. Lot of other things to 
attend to, but everything must give way to grouse. Don’t care 
what else is going on, out at 6 a.m, this morning, and off for a 
shivering ride to the moors. 
RECKLESS. 
I don’t care a rap! What chooses to hap 
May hap to its hearty content, 
The girls I admire may weep till they tire 
And try to discourage my bent. 
Volcanoes may make the universe quake 
Or burglars break into my house, 
But, taking my gun, I’m off for the fun 
Of slaughtering Devonshire’s grouse. 
Had an hour or two on the Solent, too. Saw Meteor win Mr. 
Wright’s big £450 prize in the R.V.Y.C. races. Was also in time 
at the Oval to add my hurrahs to the excitement at the splendid 
finish of the Test Match, England v. Australia. Went to Wool- 
wich, too, with Li Hung Chang. He stopped a servant-girl and 
asked her how old she was, what her wages were, and whether they 
included beer, also whether her mistress could cut her head off, 
and if she’d like to come to China. 


Thursday.—Took Li to the Victoria and Albert Docks, also to 
Eynesford to a show of Maxim-Nordenfeldt guns. He asked a 
policeman how old he was, and if he was rich, and whether the 
inspector could make him do the ‘‘ Happy Despatch.’”’ Over to 
Ryde afterwards to see Meteor score another victory over the 
Victoria course. Telegraphed my congratulations to Dr. Nansen 
on his return—(chaffed him about not reaching the Pole after all). 


Friday.—Took Li to Greenwich. He got into conversation with 
& pensioner. Asked him how old he was, and whether he was very 
rich. Also if the Queen had had his arm cut off for some offence. 
Pensioner requested him to ‘‘ belay ''—an expression which floored 
the interpreter, and created some excitement among the celestials. 
Ran down to Ryde once more, just in time to see Isolde carry off 
the R.V.C. Commodore Cup, Meteor playing second fiddle this 
time. Looked in to see Parliament prorogue itself. Got the 
following observations from a member :— 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN WOBSE. 
Of deep content the sigh we vent 
(Re-echoed by the nation), 
With joy (in brief) and glad relief 
We sight the Prorogation ; 
Our talks and fights and grim “all nights ” 
Have ceased to yield a charm—— 
Well, though we should have done more good, 
We haven’t done much harm. 


FUN. 7 





—— eee 





Spent the evening at tne inaia and Ceylon—don't know where to 
spend &N evening more charmingly when it’s fine So many in- 
teresting things there—the gentleman in the jungle, who drags a 
heavy chair (or something) about the floor, to represent the lion’s 
roar—the other gentleman who bangs a drum and wags his hair 
violently outside ‘‘ Nirvana "—the bands—the wheel—the coloured 
lights—the coloured ladies, and so on. Also the amount you can 
spend on side-show instructive. The Panorama of Rome, one of 
the finest things of its kind, however, and well worth its cost, in- 
cluding, as it does, a descriptive recitation by a gentleman who has 
my warmest thanks and sympathy. 


Saturday.—Escorted Li down to Hawarden. He asked the 
G.O.M. how old he was, whether he was rich, and if little Miss 
Dorothy Drew could cut his head off. Had to scuttle down to 
Dover to see Lord Salisbury installed as Warden of Cinque Ports, 
and then over to Kosheh to see the gunboat Metemmeh triumph 
over the great cataract of the Nile. Back for the second Saturday 
of the Volunteer Tournament at the Crystal Palace, and over to 
| Wembly Park in the evening. Thundering good sixpenn’orth 
| over there, including a confetti fight inherited from Olympia, but 
too far away. 





Monday.— Dragged Li off to the Barrow Steel works. He didn’t 
want to go, but much interested when he got there. He asked 
the Duke how old he was, and if he was very rich, and whether he 
had the right of putting criminals in that white hot metal. Lunched 
there, then called on Sir Edward Monson at Vienna, and con- 
gratulated him on his move to Paris. 


Tuesday.—Took Li on to Glasgow. He caught a small boy, and 
asked him how old he was, and whether he was rich, and whether 
the Queen allowed him to sell newspapers in the streets. Here Li 
created great consternation by making his first purchase since he 
started on his travels—a sewing machine—and the Scotchmen 
created greater by declining to take the bawbees forit! The sale, 
| however, is 
ONE TO GLASGOW. 
| What Russia’s wily diplomats 

And France’s servile ‘* booing,” 
And Germany’s seductive chats 

Did not succeed in doing, 
The level-headed Scotchman’s * been 

And managed ”’ very neatly, 
And, with a suitable machine, 

He’s sewed them up completely. 
Thus, long may Caledonia brave 
Our trade and commerce nourish, 
| Let ‘‘ Singer’s ” ever proudly wave, 
Likewise, ‘‘ Let Glasgow flourish.’ 
Made calls on the Prince of Naples and the Princess Helen of | 
| Montenegro, and congratulated them. Then cut across to America 
| and “made a snoot”’ at Bryan, the wnfavourite for the Presidential 
| stakes, and so home, 
| 
} 











THe SPorTrer. 


He Had a Project. 


His tone was one of inflexible decision. 

“Since your father refuses his consent, my love, we must be 
married without it. I have a project-——" 

“True, my friend!”’ said her father, suddenly appearing in the 
doorway. ‘True; but you accentuate the word wrongly. You 
should place the emphasis, not on the first syllable, but on the 
second, and say that you have a pro-JecT!”’ 

And straightway the wooer was pro-Ject-ed with all the vigour 
the old gentleman could command. 











For Refined, Delicate Palates. 


BIRD’S 





| Enhances the acceptability of every 





CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


| NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
—___ er? > <P NO ALKALIES USED 


cocoa a 
“Refreshing and Invigorating to the <> 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the viatinosd, 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


ESTABLISHED Wh. 


~ Gadbu ry’d Needhams 


Polishing 
Paste. 


The most reliabie potpareiion tor 
end Brilliantly Dy ne Brass, Copper Tia, Uritanuis 
ae od everywhere 


Bove M ames acter ens 
JOSEPH PICKBRING & SONS, SHEFFIRLD 


Landon Otiee: &. George's Hous. Bastcheap, £0 
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British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


The Thirtieth Annual Meeting was held in Birmingham on Tuesday, 
the 14th July. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 

Extract rrzom THE Rerort.—The results of the year’s working surpass 
everything before accomplished. The increase in business in the past, 
and the still greater increase expected in the future, have rendered it 
necessary for the Company to take ina further considerable portion of the 
Broad Street Corner property. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


Oty Ace Punsions.—During the year further efforts have been made 
"I to meet the requirements of the Old Age Pension Scheme, under the 
‘| Company’s Endowment Assurance policies, and Special Tables of benefits 
have been issued. 
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LIMITED. 
‘4 ESTABLISHED IN 1866. 


if Chief Offices: BROAD STREET CORNER, BIRMINGHAM. 
‘| London City Offices: 2, WEST STREET, FINSBURY PAVEMENT. 
With numerous District Offices throughout the Metropolis. 


British Workman's & General Assurance Company 





British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


A Nosrez Seur-Sacririce.—For the first few months after the establish- 
ment of the Company tase indoor staff of the office consisted solely of 
Henry Port, and tuch was the arduous character of his occupation, that 
he laboured by night, as well as by day, snatching an occasional hour of 
repose in the office itself. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


Tae Day or Feeste TxHincs.—In the first five years the average 
premium income was £2,131. Theaverage annual income during the last 
quinquennium is £347,819. The comparison is convincing proof of the 
growing confidence of the people, and of the expanding strength and use- 
fulness of the Company. The premium income of the year 1895-96 exceeds 
that of the average of the quinquennium, and amounts to £428,089. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


THe TESTIMONY OF FiGuRES.—The 





British Workman’s and 
General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


SreciaL InpvustTaiaL Tapies,—These 
also have been prepared, and they show 
»* | the great advantages to be derived from 
. ‘| the payment of premiums either yearly, 
‘| half-yearly, or quarterly instead of 
' | weekly. Under these tables a con- 
He siderable amount of business has already 
| been transactad. 


k British Workman’s and 
General Assurance 


























is Company, Ltd. 

hae Income and ExrenpiTtune.—The total 
7) >] income of the Company was £438,250, 
++ | and total expenditure £895,249, leaving a 


_ 4 | balance on the year’saccounts of £43,001. 


| (“| British Workman’s and 
HS General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


; New Buisxuss.—The total number of 
policies issued for the year was 354,805, 
at an annual premium of £218,587. 


British Workman’s and 
General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


| _ Crarmms.—The amount paid in claims 
during the year in the ordinary depart- 
ment was £15,527, including £1,153 in 





surrender claims, The amount paid in A o> ce 


Bifis2 wes) 37 rusouny ravemenT ed ao Eee General Assurance 


the industrial department was £160,296, erties hd 





Premium income for the last thirteen 
years is briefly stated as below :— 


PrREeMiIuM INCOME. 


1884 .. £118,017|1891 .. £274,969 
1885 .. 130,057/ 1892 .. 289,406 
1886 .. 142,864|1898 .. 306,234 





1887 .. 153,384] 1894 .. 335,282 
1888 .. 173,543]1895 .. 380,088 
1889 .. 207,575|1896 .. 428,069 
1890 .. 243,889 





British Workman’s and 
General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


AN INTERESTING ANNIVERSARY.—The 
Company now celebrates its 30th Anni- 
versary. There are only ten other 
British Life Offices which possess & 
greater income. Among them are the 
following :— 


Annual Premiam 
Eatab! ished. Names. Income. 

1815 ... Scottish Widows ... ... £947,919 
18483 ... Gresham ... ... ... ... £863,206 
1825 ... Standard ... ... ... ... $786,246 
1823 ... North British & Mercantile £678,356 4 
1837 ... Scottish Provident ... ... £585,471 t 
1843 ... Star sich aletr “cane dee ee 3 
1840 ... U. K. Temperance and 

Gees? kas) ala ... £439,024 
1845 Royal ... ... ... (1895) £402,460 


These Offices were all established before 
the BririsH WoORKMAN’S AND GENBRAL 
ASSURANCE Company, LIMITED. 


British Workman’s and 


















including £8,051 in surrender claims. 


British Workman's and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


Drvipexp.—The Directors recommend a dividend at the rate of 12} per 
cent. upon the paid-up capital of the Company, free of income-tax. This 
dividend, which is in course of payment, is the largest distribution hitherto 

id to the shareholders, and the prospect is of a steadily increasing 
fr widend from year to year. The shares—£1 fully paid—are now quoted at 

| | 6Os., and at this high premium it is difficult to obtain them. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


ruy ves 
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unbounded faith in the success of a « mpany otlering broad a Dera 
conditions, and was prepared to deal generouly with claims as they arose. 


Company, Ltd. 


TRIUMPHAL PRoGress.—The progress has been triumphal. The modest 
venture of 1866 has developed into a large and prosperous company, with 
a@ total income of £438,250, and total funds amounting to £249,429. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


A Nartionat Institution.—In the Britisk Workman's and General 
Assurance Company Mr. Port has built up a National Institution of great 
usefulness to the community, and it will remain an enduring memorial of 
his life’s work. 


British Workman’s and General Assurance 
Company, Ltd. 


THE IDEAL LIFE ASSURANCE || 
COMPANY. 
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By tHe “ Enxrant TERRIBLE.” 


Good old Li has come and gone 
—but there is no Anglo-Chinese 
Al-Li-ance. We were all very glad to 
see him, because he is a real grand old 
man, ‘Chin, chin, Chinaman, chop, 
chop, chop,” sings Lung Hi in 
Geisha. ‘Chin, Chin, Chinaman” 
say all of us (chin, chin” being a 
form of * good luck’’), but not “ chop, 
> chop, chop ’—because Li has six days 
before him on the ocean, and we don’t 
want to be unkind. 


* * x 


Some high and mighty Russian Dook has been telling the Daily 
Mail that Russia would welcome an alliance with England. M’yes! 
A little while ago the Muscovite bear allied himself with the French 
eagle. Having dipped his hands freely into the pockets of the tri- 
coloured bird, he thinks he would like to take some ofthe spondulicks 
of the British lion. Very nice—for Russia, but where do we others 
come in? After England, it would be Germany; after Germany, 
anybody who came along. No, no, my dear Grand Dook, “ splendid 
isolation " is good enough for us, Many thanks forthe compliment, 
but we are “ not taking any.” 








* Saad * 


Cecil Rhodes is “on top” again. Some Little Englanders were 
doing their best to deprive him of a leg to stand on, but Cecil goes 
unarmed into the savage camp, and the “‘ great heart of the nation ” 
g0es out to him again. e old Adam is strong within us—we 
might call it the MacAdam in connection with Rhodes. N’est ce pas ? 


a * * 


Joking and punning apart, it was a plucky thing to do, and 
makes us all feel proud that Rhodes is an Englishman. More or less 
Truth-ful editors who Chronicle (more or less inaccurately) the doings 
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of our time may vilify Mr. Rhodes as they sit comfortable and safe 


in their office arm-chairs. 
she sees him. 


But England knows a good ‘un when 


* * * 


“FUN LYRICS.” (No, 4.) 
My SERENADE. 


I can sing you no song 'neath your casement, 
In a garden of blossoms rare, 
To the sound of the plash of the river, 
As they tell in romances fair ; 
No silver moon's shining above me, 
Nor the glint of a wondrous star, 
No soft Southern song can I sing thee, 
Nor plead on the plaintive guitar. 


(Refrain.) 


Yet to you I send a message, 
As tender end as true, 
Though I sing not in the moon-time, 
As troubadours may do— 
And though my lips are silent, 
A song I'm singing, too, 
No minstrel’s lay is sweeter 
Than my heart sings. dear, to you. 


Though I'm chained in the gloom of the city, 
Which glimmers and a ‘neath the grey 
Of the clouds that are hiding the heavens 
While twilight is wey bow = 
Though your eyes from above are not glancing, 
Starry-like, down to mine own, 
Though you, far away, cannot see me, 
And I, 'midst the crowd, am alone. 


(Refrain,) 


Yet to you I send a message, 
As tender and as true, 
Though I sing not in the moon-time, 
As troubadours may do— 
And though my lips are silent, 
A song I’m singing, too, 
No minstrel's lay is sweeter 
Than my heart sings, dear, to you. 


My thoughts are my song—they are yours, dear, 
The beat of my heart, my guitar ; 
Can you hear their sad melody, dearest, 
Can the wind take a e 60 far? 
Throw open your window and hearken 
To the soft summer breeze as it flies; 
Does it bring you my song from the city 
That I sing as the twilight dies? 


No minstrel’s lay is sweeter 
Than my heart sings, dear, to you. 








=——_—_—_—— 
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[All rights in the “ Hired Girl” are reserved. For permission 
and terms to use the whole or any part thereof, apply to the 
EpIros.] 


The Hired Girl, 


OR, MUSICAL COMEDY AS SHE IS WROTE. 
Written by 


Adolphus Smith, Algernon Brown, Augustus Jones, and Albert 


Robinson, Additionai lyrics by Shakespear, Buggins, Wordsworth, 
Billings, etc., etc, 


Composed by 
Crummles, Bach, Wilson, Mozart, etc., etc. 


Dramatis Persone :— 
The Duke of Peckham, a Peer. The Duchessof Peckham, Peeress. 


Bill Braggs, a Postman. ’ Arriet 
Cholly Hemerly 
a Young men abart Sairey Young girls abart 
olphus j tarn. Jemima tarn. 
’Enery Suke 
And, 
Anna Maria.......+e06. The Hired Girl. 


(Ladies-in- Waiting, Costermongers, Match Girls, Policemen, and 
Monkeys as required.) 
Scene I.—Peckham Rye by Daylight. 
Scene II.—Mile End by Moonlight. 
Scene III,—The Zoological Gardens by Limelight. 





Scene III.—The Zoological Gardens. 


(Curtain rises and discovers Chorus of Costermongers and Match 
Girls, walking about and singing; as they pass each other they bow 
with exaggerated politeness.) 


CHORUS :— 


Times is altered you'll allow, 
We are “ up ter Richard "' now. 
When a donner meets 'er chap 
See 'im bah and touch ’is cap. 
You will ‘ear ther doner s’y :— 
‘* Wotcher, "Enery, good d’y!” 
"Enery maybe will shart :-— 

“Is yer ma aware yer art?” 
With ther manners, not too free, 
Of the 'Arry-stocracee, 


Quite perlite but not too prard, 

Oh, we are a nobby crard. 

When in public, ev'ry bloke 

Chucks 'is cl'y and sports a smoke, 
Now ‘is harm is never pliced 

Rarnd ’is gentle doner’s wist. 

Such like gimes ‘as lorst their charm, 
Now we toddles arm in arm, 

Which reminds one pleasantlee 

Of the ’Arry-stocracee. 


(Enter Anna Maria, She wears large hat with coronet and ostrich 


Jeathers stuck on it.) 


CHORUS :— 
“Orlale! Orlale!” 


Anna (handing bag of money to chorus).—“ Drinks rarnd! ” 
(Exit chorus with a rush.) 


Anna.—* Well, this is somethink like, this is. Lor, I’m that 
‘appy I c'd——o’'d Whoop ! (throws hat in the air and dances 
step dance). Oh (looking round), i’nt it evernly ! 

SonG :— 
I gits up very, very lite, 
And others wites on me! 
And, as is right, I moves in quite 
Perlite sercietee. 
If I stops art till after ten 
There's nobody to row; 
Aud people shart, when I goes art : 
“ Ah, she’s a lyedy now!" 


(Marching up and down.) 

















Fer I’m a lyedey now! 
A regler lyedey now ! 
A show-I've-got-pride , 
Puttin’-on-sidey, . 
Art-and-art lyedey now 


( Dance.) 


Enter Bill Baggs. He has bowler hat on with coronet and pa 
es Sieoashal sical g stuck on it, kickseys, pearlies, ete. They 
embrice.) 

Anna.—* Yer look pile!” 

Bill.—* An’ enuff ter mike me look pile. 
yer seen the geriller ?”’ 

Anna.—* Yurse !”’ 

Bill.—“So’ve I. ’E’s a narsty, ugly, beastly ——” 

Anna.—* But ——”’ 

Bill. Sit darn, and listen!” 


(Anna sits darn). 


Sona (“ The Missing Link,” with “ Lost Chord” effects, and 
‘armonium accompaniment ad lib.) :— 


A-sittin’ alone in ther limelight, 
In the ’ouse where the monkeys are, 
A-gizin’ at the geriller 
A-swingin’ erpon ther bar ; 
A somethink come over me suddinlike, 
So I syes ter meself: ‘‘ Ob lor! 
Somewheres or other I’m certing 
I ’ave seen that fice afore.” 


A sort erf a famerly likeness 
Ter Martha an’ Uncle Joe, 
An’ it mide me feel that creepy 
An’ orl erf a ’eap, yer know. 
An’ ’e smiled, did ther geriller, 

’E smiled like anythink ; 
Till I knowed as I'd diskivered 
Ther long-lorst Missin’ Link! 


So, I come art inter the open, 
A garspin’ fer air an’ beer! 
On orl-overish kind erf a feelin’ 
A kitchin’ me sharp, jest ’ere! 
’"E m’y smile m’y that geriller, 
But ’e’ll smile to ’isself in vine; 
Fer ’e’s “ no clarse,”’ a relition 
As I dun’t go and see agine |! 


Ssroike me pink, ’ave 


Anna.—*’Ow hawful!”’ 

Bill.—“ Intit? But, I sye,’ow abart that ply? I ’ope them 
Brockleys won’t be lite.” 

Anna.—‘‘ I'll give ’em ‘lite!’ ”’ 

Bill.—“ Will yer ?”’ 

Anna.— Won’t J, jest, that’s orl. 

Bill.—“ Yurse | 

Anna.—*' Come an’ see the animiles fed.” 

Bill.—“ Right you are! ”’ 


(They change hats and exit lovingly.) 


But, I sye!” 


(Enter the ex-Duchess, with chorus of Ladies-in- Waiting in burlesque 
costumes. The Chorus falls into line, Duchess in front.) 
Sona (with Chorus and Dance) :— 

Duchess.—You give a kick like this! You give a kick like that ! 
Aad if it doesn’t fetch the stalls I'll eat my Sunday hat! 
CHorvus :— 
She’ll eat her Sunday hat ! 


Duchess.—You wink a saucy wink, as saucy as can be, 
For that’s the way, 
The experts say, 
To fetch the galleree! 


CHoRvs :— 
To fetch the galleree | 
Duchess.—The upper boxes laugh, the private boxes smile, 
The circle splits the difference and giggles all the while! 
CHorvs :— 
And giggles all the while! 


Duchess.—You go just far enough, you mustn’t go too far! 
To p'ease the pit! 
And then—well—there you are! 
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Duke. 
All. 
Duke. 
All. 
Duke. 
All. 
Duke. 
All. 
Duke. 


All. 
Duke. 


All. 


look! ”’ 





(Enter ex-Du 


You’d think a big majority can do whate’er it likes; 


CHorvs s— 
And then—well—there you are! 


All :— 


Sone :— 


You give a kick, etc., etc. (with appropriate business). 
ke with chorus of Noblemen in burlesque costumes. 
They are reading their “ parts.”) 


Duchess.—'* Well, I hope you are letter perfect.” 
Duke.—‘*So do we, my dear; sodo we. If you will allow me, I 
will run over my song with the full chorus.” 


But it’s nothing like so easy as you’d think, 
For Government, like other-trades, is subject not to strikes, 
And it’s nothing like so easy as you'd think! 
It may say that this or that’s exactly what the people will, 


And of Power it may fancy it’s about to take it’s fill, 


To find, on introducing, say, an Education Bill, 
That it’s nothing like so easy as you’d think! 
You may fancy it’s a simple thing to write this kind of 


verse. 


But it’s nothing like so easy as you think. 
To be with all vour doggerel both humorous and terse— 
It’s nothing like so easy as you’d think. 
For when you have the reason you must find the proper 
rhyme, 
And then you have to sing it with appropriate pantomime. 
To be originally up-to-date and funny “all the time ”"— 
Well, it’s nothing Jike so easy as you'd think. 


Duke.—* I suppose I do. 


Duke.—** Madam!” 
Duchess.—‘* Well—you mean to be funny, don’t you ? 
But it is a serious matter for a man of 
my age—however, if it amusesthe gallery——”’ (shrugs his shoulders 
pathetically). 
Duchess.—*' You got the licenses.” 
Duke.—* Yes, the authorities were good enough to take the play 
asread. They said that if yow had written it, it must be all right. 
A Brockley could not be improper.” 
Duchess.— I wouldn’t go so far as that —— 
Duke.— If it pleased the gallery ?” 
Duchess (smiling).—‘ Exactly. Let us try the duet.” 


Duke.—‘'I have made excellent terms. 
and two and a-half per cent. on the drinks and programmes.” 

Duchess.—‘* Good ! ” 

Duke (rubbing his hands).—*Oh! There's money in it, money in 
it. But (sadly), is it absolutely necessary for me to dance that 
hornpipe ? ”’ 

Duchess.—“ Absolutely ! 

Duke.—“* They must be easily amused.” 

Duchess.—** My dear, you have no idea how very funny you 


Duke (to Chorus).—‘*‘ Thank you very much.” 
Duchess (to Duke).—‘* Well?” 


Half the gate-money 


It will amuse the gallery.” 


9 


Duet (with full chorus) :— 


Duchess.—Up the Missisippi or the Ob-i-o! 


De darkies sing Plantation songs that go, go, go! 
De little piccaninnies 


Day scoop the golden guineas 


With a pinker-punking, punker-pinking, 
Old banjo! 


CHORUS :— 


Oh, oh! 


Oh-i-o! 


If you want to whip creation, 
And to make a big sensation, 
You must boom de old Plantation 
On de old banjo! 


Duke.—If you find de good old ballad will not go, go, go, 


And de people say de comic songs are slow, slow, slow ! 


You had better cut your lucky 
To the regions of Kentucky 


With a punker-pinking, pinker-punking 


Old banjo. 


Cuorvs (as before). 


(Enter Bill; Anna, Costermongers, and Matchgirls, followed 
Judge in full costume.) 


Bill.—* Ullo, Brockley !” 
Duke:—* Ah, your Grace!” 


_ 








Bill.—“ No Grice abart it ; this ‘ere old bloke (pointing to Judge) 


‘ave mide a mistike. I must give yer yer title back.” 


Duke.—‘ Pardon me, I won't have it. I have gone on the 


stage.” 
Cuorvs :— 
“*Orl Ale! Orl Ale!” 


Duke.—" What after all is a barren title.” 
Bill.—“ But the estites.” 

Duke.—* In Essex. As barren as the title," 
Bill.—“* Then yer won’t ‘ave it."’ 

Duke.— I will not.” 

Bill.— Good bisnis! Let the ply proceed,” 


(Bill, Anna, Judge, and their friends range themselves at back of 


stage.) 


Sona anp Cuorvs (ex-Duke, Duchess, and Troupe) :— 


“* We give a kick," etc., eto, 
(Limelight and Curtain.) 
[Tae Ewnp.] 


ema 


Thalia Gives Clio a Wrinkle. 


THE Muse of History sat with thoughtful brow, 
And held her nimble quill in moveless digits. 
To whom the Muse of Fun: “ What ponderest thou ? 


That yard-long visage gives my nerves the fidgets |" 


Then Clio spake. ‘“ My flagging fancy needs 
Some soulful flight, to tell the sons of earth 
How Amurath to Amurath succeeds— 
How Laureate Alf gets Laureate Alfred’s berth |" 


‘‘Ho! ho! Isthat the rub? Then from thee cast 


Thy thinking-cap,” the Mirth-Muse cried, with laughter: 


“ And state how, when the Mayoral Show has passed, 
The sportive dustcart proudly trundles after!" 

















‘‘ Have you seen a gentleman with one arm—— ” 
“Yes, ma’am. Remnant counter higher up on the left.” 
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The Bag. 
Joun BULL :— 


I xxow the birds are wild, 
But are these really all? 
Well, well, to “‘ draw it mild,” 
The bag is rather small. 
; Babin’ jou Ha ot lng 
n ’ 
But still it is a blow 
To see so small a bag! 


However, though but few, 

There are some good ones here; 
And “ small ” are not new, 
Fu Sage 7 every year, 

t , our 8, 

Will do much better yet, 

And make some bigger ones; 

Meanwhile, my lad, don't fret. 





i 
| 























ANNOYING. 


Scene; Hyde Park, 11 a.m. 


Captain Snob.—*' Yes, it is a good machine; it cost me over, thirty pounds. 


Buttons (suddenly arriving).—“ If you please, Sir, Master says have you done with his machine, because he wants it.”’ 
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For though the birds are shy, 
Your friends aren’t shy enough, 
They aim a bit too high ; 
Rebuked—they’re in a huff! 
Too gone | sportsmen toil 
To make their shots “‘ report ” ; 
And they’re the guns that spoil 
The very best of sport. 


This is the day of talk, 
The day of little things, 
— — men -~ and stalk, 
n c “ try their wings.” 
_ & of rolling logs, 


paragraphic age, 
When e’en the smallest dogs 


Like lions roar and rage. 
And when, by small men vexed, 
The t man tries and fails, 
The public stands perplexed 
And wonders what he ails. 





Then busybodies come, 
And gather round like flies, 
And fuss and fume and hum, 
And feebly criticise. 


I think it time I rose, 
And straightened out affairs, 
And put a check on those 
= _— mania such airs. 
rs) er others’ 
And spoil the yy : 
Who, dressed in sportsman guise, 
Have yet to learn to shoot. 


“ Birds few,” they say—what rot, 
I have my own reports, 
The fault is, we've a lot 
Of silly Cockney “‘ sports."’ 
Cheer up, cheer up, my lad, 
There's not the slightest doubt 
They've made your sport so bad, 
Now, let us weed them out. 


ee _ 
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THE BAG. 








ARE A FEW GOOD BIRDS IN IT, 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 82.) 
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Pur your unoney on Newmarket. We shall 
all go and see it many times. It is a musical 
comedy, but it bas a plot! 
& Mrs. Taylor has not written a new story— 
but it is very little the worse for that. Her 
hero is a young racing nobleman, her villain 
his scoundrel jockey. His horse, Snap-shot, 
is favourite, and he bas backed her heavily to 
recoup himself for bis previous big losses. 
But the wicked jockey “ pulls” the horse, and 
we Snap-sbot loses. Consequently our poor hero 
is ruined—and! his estates will pass into the hands of the jockey, 
who has advanced him money to meet his previous liabilities. 
There is only one gleam of sunshine for him—his lady-love is true, 
and refuses to be given up with the rest of the household gods 
when her sweetkeart honourably offers to give her back her 
freedom because he is now a poor man. She doesn’t want her 
freedom. 

But wait, all is not yet lost. In our hero’s stable is another 
horse, one Poppy, an “ outsider.” Well, Poppy belongs to old Tom 
Snaffle—Kempton’s trainer—and his bonnie granddaughter, whose 
name is also Poppy. Poppy is the daintiest little creature 
imaginable. Everybody loves her, including an idiotic masher. 
Poppy and her granddaughter are devoted to Lord Kempton. They 
tell him to keep it quite dark, and to back Poppy—the horse—for 

all he’s worth forthe China Vase. He’s not worth much, but 
his sweetheart tells Snaffle that she will lend him five hundred 
ounds to lend Kempton-—-only Kempton mustn’t know where 
e money comes from. So our hero stands to win £20,000 
over the China Vase—the China ought to Crown Derby 
at the very least. But £20,000 to £500are the odds. The last act is 

best of all. We see the weighing-in room and the Heath. It is the 
day of the race. Everybody is on the tip-toe of expectation. 
Hearts are beating high, when a bolt falls from the blue—Poppy’s 
jockey is taken ill, and is unable to ride. All the nice people are in 
despair. Then Poppy, the girl, says she'll ride Poppy, the mare. The 
weight is ell right. Poppy jumps into the clothes and dashes to be 
weighed in the scales. But Poppy doesn’t ride after all—another 
jockey comes alopng—a French detective is after him from 
Paris. The detective arrests Poppy, and the refugee rides 
Poppy. But not to victory—the evil jockey rides the winner. 
Once again everybody is in despair— Kempton is ruined 
and everything looks very black. But, just as the curtain is 
falling, an objection is raised to the winner. The bad, wicked 
jockey has not ridden fairly, his mount is disqualified, and Poppy 
is declared the winner. Hooray! Great excitement and curtain ! 
Willie Edouin's description of the race is quite dramatio—everything 
is movement and bustle. Mixed up with this is Poppy's own love 
story. Newmarket is handsomely mountsd and capitally played. 
Miss May Edouin as Poppy was the life and soul of the evening 
—she is one of the very best of the youngsters who are “ coming 
along.”” Mr. Edouin, too, is — good, and in Newmarket he 
couldn't possibly be better. e rest of the company give 


admirable support. 
GossaMER. 


Crystal Palace.—Don't forget Brock's benefit— 8rd inst. 


Last Wednesday night the Adelphi was all alive again in its 
beauty of renewed decoration, and with an enthusiastic crowded 
house. Anew drama, in four acts, entitled Boys Together, con- 
structed by Messrs. Haddon Chambers and Comyns Carr, was 
produced by Mr. Fred G. Latham, one of the strongest plays, and 
unflaggingly sustained throughout, that has even been seen on the 
Adelphi boards. The time of the first act is August, 1883, and the 








scene, a hotel in Southampton on the quay, whence the ti 
embarking for the Soudan. Frank Villars is in command, ¢ 
the eve of departure, an.old schoolfellow, Hugo, who has 
his surname-Wood into Forsyth, turns up, and gets Majo 
te allow him to go as war correspondent. Villars bids h 
heart, Ethel Wood, good-bye, to whom he has just bequea 
whole of his property in a will, there and then, previous! 
entrance, drawn up with the assistance of Forsyt 
latter, who is wanted for forgery, is the husband of Et 
ig believed by her to have been drowned. They both mee 
consternation of-Ethel, who wants to inform Villars tha 
nota widow. Forsyth threatens to kill her if she does dis 
indentity, and as the ship at this point conveniently sail 
left in possession of her overwhelming knowledge and Vill: 
We see no more of Villars and Forsyth until February, 18% 
they reappear as prisoners of the Mahdi in a Soudan 
governed by Hassan—a cruel brute. We hear of Hicks Pash 
fall of Khartoum, and the destruction of Gordon. |! 
the desert, Forsyth, gratifying his unexplainable, devil: 
for Villars, secretes a merchant’s bag of gold, which is being 
for by Hassan, amongst Villars’ baggage, where it is disco 
Hassan. Torture is inflicted upon Villars, who is chair 
rock, and whilst in this predicament he learns from Forsyt 
lips of the latter’s intense, undying hatred. An Arab 
enables Villars to escape, and henceforth his single detern 
is to track Forsyth, who has escaped to England, to the des 
Act 3, Forsyth is in possession apparently of Villars’ prope 
Ethel Wood, aud enjoying a somewhat vulgar sporting 
In this scene Mr. W. lL. Abingdon’s acting in the 
Forsyth is very realistic. His despair, his coward. 
mingled with bravado are perfect. Hero and 
meet for the first time since the Soudanese i 
and but for the intervention of Ethel the villain 
get slain. Picture Villars’ amazement upon beholding the 
he loves. He will suffer no explanations and listen to no 
In the concluding act, designed to exemplify the Christian 
** forgive us our tresspasses,” and laid in a Swiss Pass, Eth 
comes and annihilates Villars’ desire for revenge, but the 
Forsyth will persevere in the way of iniquity, and tries 
Villars over the precipice. Fortunately Villars is able to « 
back. He magnanimously attempts to rescue his enemy, v 
lodged upon a projecting ledge, with a rope, but ineffe 
and the hero and heroine are left to pursue their { 
course. Mr. William Terriss is, of course, the hero Ville 
Miss Millward fulfils the part of the oppressed heroine. Th 
element is sustained by Harry Nicholls in the characte 
“‘coster’’ peer, with the conventional mother-in-law, of “Vi 
sos ge impersonated by Miss Kate Kearney. Mr. Mack: 

urkish experiences, at the Lyceum, in For the Crown, r 
materially assist him in his part of Klein “ mit his littel 
Mr. C. W. Somerset’s representation of the old Earl leaves : 
to be desired, and that of his pal, Tom Wrake, is ably pls 
Mr. J. D. Beveridge. There is a large personnel, who coll 
materially and without superfluity. 


Terry’s Theatre was re-opened on the 22nd ult. for | 
season by Mr. James Welch, who presented to a well-fillec 
an old three-act farcical comedy re-christened My Artful V 
James Mortimer. If my memory is not defective this come 
produced at the Globe some years ago, entitled Gloria 
Christian prefix of a young widow, Mrs. Lovering, now ver 
lingly and generously represented by Miss Edith Blanc 
thinks she is really in love with Leopold Fitz-Jocelyn. Th 
is about to marry Jessie Chadwick, who is so facile, so her 
Timothy Chadwick, tells every fresh person he meets, in di 
ing the quality of hides, to her intense abhorrence and < 
fiture. Jocelyn’s valet, Spinks, % part in which there 
abundance of comic deportment, and played capitally all roun¢ 
James Welch, adopts the time-honoured disguise of changing 
with his master, from which act the usual humorous compli 
and laughter-producing positions inevitably flow, terminati 
friendly adjustment of the various interests in the comedy. 
so convenient this style of winding up histrionic absurdities! 
Evitoff, a Russian diplomat, the second string to the widow 
is cleverly sustained by Mr. Ivan Watson. His stock phrase, ‘ 
be calm and correct,’’ caused great merriment. Mr. J. G. G1 
and Mr, Alfred Maltby fully came up to the mark in their 
tive representations of Fitz-Jocelyn and Timothy Chadwick. 
Maggie Byron plays prettily as Jessie, and Miss Lydia C« 
very comely as Mrs. Lovering’s maid Kitty. The comedy, pr 
by a one-act play, The Man in the Street, wherein Mr. James 
pourtrays to the life the character of an abandoned loafer, | 
up @ precarious living with flageolet playing and anything 
lay his hands upon. This little play possesses many merits. 

(Continued on page 86.) 











— 











quay, whence the troops are 
rs is in command, and upon 
>w, Hugo, who has changed 
up, and gets Major Villars 
nt. Villars bids his sweet- 
be bas just bequeathed the 
and then, previously to her 
istance of Forsyth. The 
the husband of Ethel, and 
d. They both meet, to the 
. inform Villars that she is 
| her if she does disclose his 
it conveniently sails, she is 
cnowledge and Villars’ will. 
until February, 1885, when 
ahdi in a Soudanese city 
hear of Hicks Pasha, of the 
on of Gordon. Here in 
nexplainable, devilish hate 
gold, which is being hunted 
e, where it is discovered by 
llars, who is chained to a 
} learns from Forsyth’'s own 
hatred. An Arab woman 
th his single determination 
England, to the death. In 
tly of Villars’ property and 
at vulgar sporting career. 
n’s acting in the part: of 
pair, his cowardly fear 
ct. Hero and villain 
the Soudanese incident, 
tthel the villain would 
upon beholding the woman 
ns and listen to no appeal. 
plify the Christian maxim, 
. a Swiss Pass, Ethel over- 
or revenge, but the villain 
iniquity, and tries to roll 
y Villars is able to clamber 
rescue his enemy, who has 
a rope, but ineffectually, 
to pursue their peaceful 
irse, the hero Villars, and 
‘essed heroine. The comic 
lls in the character of a 
other-in-law, of "Valworth 
Cearney. Mr. Mackintosh’s 
| For the Crown, recently, 
ein ‘‘ mit his littel kows.” 
ihe old Earl leaves nothing 
Wrake, is ably played by 
personnel, who collaborate 


he 22nd ult. for a short 
nted to a well-filled house 
tened My Artful Valet, by 
defective this comedy was 
o, entitled Gloriana, the 
, Lovering, now very thril- 
Miss Edith Blande, who 
_Fitz-Jocelyn. The latter 
is so facile, so her father, 
son he meets, in discover- 
» abhorrence and discom- 
rt in which there is an 
od capitally all round by Mr. 
lisguise of changing clothes 
1 humorous complications 
ibly flow, terminating in a 
sts in the comedy. Always 
trionic absurdities! Count 
tring to the widow’s bow, 
His stock phrase, ‘‘ I must 
iment. Mr. J.G. Grahame 
the mark in their respec- 
Timothy Chadwick. Miss 
and Miss Lydia Cowell is 
yy. The comedy, preceded 
wherein Mr. James Welch 
abandoned loafer, picking 
ying and anything he can 
esses many merits. 
86.) 

















= 








HUN. 








LAN J 


Le 
“ \ 
A ‘> \ 
a) 
s ' 


XG 
[Pr 
UW 


BoTcHER’s Great INVENTION, THE FLYING Car, AND ITs Triat Tarp. 


Y 
MY, 


THE HANDY MAN—No. 18, 


Mp = 


Zs f 
Lie y 
i 4 MG, 


aN 
ANS 


W 
‘. 


@, 


ZZ 


St 


\\ 


Uy 
by 


\Y 
\\ 


\ \Y 
rN 

SQ 
SS ‘ 


SS 
— 


A 
rAAN 
Yo 


a 
— ~~ 


























Mrs. Botcher was spending a few weeks with a spinster sister, residing amid the sylvan charms of classic Battersea. This fact gave our ever restless 
genius an opportunity for the carrying out of a long-cherished scheme, namely, the taking of a trial trip with one of his greatest inventions, “ The Botcher 


Flying Machine,” which had been constructed (from the inventor’s drawings and plans), in secret, by an engineering firm in London. 


“A woman was not to 


be trusted in a matter of such universal magnitude,” the great Botcher had decided, and therefore Mrs. B. had been kept completely in the dark concerning 
this one great scheme. Biffles, the Beery, was “in the know,” and introduced his patron to Herr Fluffer, the proprietor of the West Meddieton Empire, and 
the event was discussed and determined on in secret, 
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WEST MEnsDLETON™ 


A startling poster was got out, and bills announcing the appearance of “ The World’ 
regiment of notes of admiration following the “ Car.” 
the a Tower, which stood in the Empire Grounds. 
there was “a pot of money in the thing, 


declare 


perched on the top of the tower, as he gallantly kis 
carriage, held by ropes, was dimly discerned lowere 


let go. For i to wobble, then turn over, 
oa lol cclin eaiecaal ‘ h hoarding round the base of 


misgivi i ct a hi 
sivings, and had taken the precaution to ere ibe fianre tall, with @ ¢ yr my ode 


Fearful cries went u 


therein. But it was not to be. 


spectators tore the dummy Botcher limb from limb. 
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; : Ji before the start was attempted. Then the 
od On te op eng arrived. Nightnily kissed his hand, and gracefully bowed to the thousands of admiring 


d over the rail of the tower top, and then the inventor, as he was 


throwing its occupant into space 
the great co 


broken, and West Meddletonians are in a state of riot! 


“The Inventor, an Eminent Aeronaut, 
” Botcher was in a condition of extreme beatification. He already walked on air; Herr Fluffer 


” and Biffles started on a record-breaking drunk. 


s Greatest Marvel!! 


hey are still seeking Botcher in the flesh, Herr Fluffer, an 


rding. Then the’ ¢ 
4 Biffles. 


The Botcher Flyi 
would make his First Trip with his 
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symmetrical form of the daring Botcher was faintly seen, 
spectators in the below 

into the seat. The car was 
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lumn, hoping that the machine and its rwo utter down 
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(Continued from page 84.) 


Monte Carlo, uced on Thursday at the Avenue, is vigorous, 

, and t. It is the product of the collaborateurs 

is dicbibuted az large comp yp no te of stolons 
a large company, and is ci e ent 

upon Mr. Charles k, whose get up as Sir Benjamin bu e,Q.C. 
P., the Attorney-Genera], bears a strong resemblance to 8 well- 
known e; Mr. Eric Lewis as General : Mr. E. W. 


Garden as James, a waiter of vastly comic proclivities ; Mr. Robb 
Harwood as Lorrimer, 6 theatrical agent; Miss Lottie Venne as 
Mrs, Carthew, an overwhelmingly fascinating grass widow; Miss 
Kate Cutler as a very pretty, sweetly singing Dorothy; Miss May 

and Miss Venie Belfry as the Sisters Gelatine ; Miss Lalor Shiel 
as Little Jemima, of the East End music halls, and the quaintest 
laughter-provoker; and Suzanne, a very vivacious chambermaid, 
im by Miss Emmie Owen, Mr. Richard Green as Dorian, 
the love-sick lieutenant, sings well, and particularly ‘I only know 
I love thee,” which deserved the encore. Mr. W. H. Kemble as 
Captain Rossiter, of the yacht Silver Swan, sings with plenty 
of go and action. Mr. Vane Tempest and Miss Hettis Lund 
play subsidiary parts. The plot is slight and too slender for 
words, The scenery is good, and consists of the exterior of the 
Casino at Monte Carlo for the first act, and the deck of the Silver 
Swan, lying off Malta, of which a good view is afforded, for the 
second act. The dresses are too sumptuously beautiful, even to 
attempt the barest description. The music is, of its kind, excellent. 
This musical comedy is a good skit upon modern social conven- 
tionalities, and is doubtlessly a success. 


Miss Lottie Collins will reappear at the Palace Theatre next 
Monday, with an entirely fresh repertoire, calculated to eclipse her 
previous attraction at this popular resort. 


tf The British Workman's Insurance and General Assurance Com- 
pany made an important departure from Industrial Life Assurance 
conventionalities upon the occasion of their festive gathering at 
the Imperial Institute. This company induces weekly wage- 
earners to provide out of their “living wage" something for the 
time of the ‘“‘sere and yellow leaf” existence, and also for the 
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material welfare of those dependent u 
lucidly disclosed the modus 


resulting in provision for old age. 


gone the oo of discovering the p 


much object, old age 





n them. 


have been talking, as is their wont, for years. 


Able lecturers 
andi of co-operation between the 
workers here and their Antipodean brethren in honest labour, 
Practically, this company has 
rinciple of, and achieving the 

, as to which statesmen 











(The wasp waist is to be no longer in vogue. 
will be to emulate the outline of the Venus de Milo, with her waist 


Fickle Fashion. 


of generous circumference.— Daily Paper.) 


THE 


e’ for bustle, crinoline, 


And other foolish passions, 


Are now reposing safely in 
The grave of outworn fashions. 


The wasp-like waist that close confined 
Our sisters, wives, and mothers, 

Is also doomed to go, we find, 
The way of all the others. 


Too long the fair her waist has cramped, 
Fair Nature’s form effacing ; 

Nor ever was her ardour damped 
By terror of tight lacing. 


No power could make Dame Fashion lean 
Towards the side of reason, 

For she abhors the golden mean 
Both in and out of season. 


And often she will patronise 

Some whim that she before shunn’d,— 
So waists must be of ampler size 

And lib’rally proportioned. 


In future the desire 
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Policeman.—“ What, you two drunk agin? It's positively disgraceful ! ” 


Inebriated Coster.—*" No, 't’aint. 


7 nt. Waste o’ water not allow’d (hic /) 
my pal (hic) sets yoo th’ example (hic)—all day long—take-sh all our sHERBET NEAT!” 


Me an"*my 


————— 


The Dog’s Summer Pants. 


Tue dog has got his summer pants on 


now, 


And wears them very close beneath the 


brow ; 


He pants for water when baked in the 


sun, 


But will cook in it till he gets half-done ; 
He pants for breath whene’er he runs 


about— 


His summer pants he now is wearing 


out |! 








Made to Fit. 


Friend (to Mr. Levy).—‘* Don’t you 
think it’s a pity, Levy, to let your httle 
son walk soearly? He is getting quite 
bandy-legged.”’ 


Mr, Levy.—*I vants him 
bandy-legged. 


to get 


You see, I am bandy- 


legged mineselluf, and ven mine poy is 
old enough to vear mine left-off trousers, 
dey vill fits him petter if he is bandy- 


legged ! ” 


eee 





Mrs. 


Diplomacy. 


Jellus (interviewing 


1 





parlour 


maid).—*' I am afraid you won’t do. 
You see, you are—er—very eign 
and my husband, being an artist, 

a@ great , admirer of female beauty, 


and ——’ 


Parlour Maid (interposing).—“ Yes, 
ma’am, anyone can see that by his 
marrying you!” 

Mrs. Jellus.—"* Er—well, anyway, I 


will give you a month’s trial!" 
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WHATEVER sins can be laid at Mr. Rhodes’ door, the services he 
} has rendered his country by his heroic conduct in the Matoppos 
cancels them. We would like to have seen how the Radical 
inkslingers and disappointed parliamentarians, who have done their 
best tocondemn him‘unheard, would have behaved under the same 
' vircumstances! It is not surprising that one of the foremost of his 
1 self-appointed judges, to whom the name of Rhodes spelt Satan, 
now acts up to his recent patriotic form by suggesting that the best 
way of celebrating Her Majesty’s Record Reign would be by 
4 demolishing the Imperial Institute! Verily, /wn, at least, has had 
enough of the Noble Army of little Englanders ! 


Russia—dear, innocent, straightforward, old Russia! —is 
{ anxious for our co-operation in the far East in ‘the cause of 
peace.’ England and Russia, hobnobbing just now as “ peace- 


makers,’ is good, especially as the latter grimly suggests the 
partition of China between the two races, That would be ‘ piece- 
4 making” and no mistake! 


Tbe very latest Shah is going to visit us. Who is the kind 
gentleman who will place his house at his disposal? His late- 
lamented father had some humorous ideas on many little social 
points, and his Oriental costumes did not somehow fit in with 
the West End drawing-rooms, The young monarch, it is reported, 
will not bring over more than a couple of hundred wives. 


Some enterprising idiot has discovered a Pole who can sing 250 
j songs in various languages in twelve hours, and is bringing the 
j brute to London. _Can’t Parliament step in? We have never 
} injured Poland in any way. Pity he did not remain like the other 
| Pole—undiscovered. 


Mr. Jackson is going to have another go for the (greasy) North 
Pole. He affirms that to say it is impossible to get there is all 
Nansense : no Harms-worth speaking of can happen toone. Well, 

he knows his business—perhaps it Answers. 


“Oh, Charlie,” gushed the young wife, “ the tortoise you bought 
ftom the costermonger is growing simply enormous! I do believe 
j will be a turtle soon, now.” 


Mrs. Parvenu.—** Yes. We spent a short time at the Union, at 
Brighton. 
| Gussie Vere de Vere.—‘t Re-ah-ly? Abh—not the workhouse ? 
(Disgust of Mrs. P., who hastens to inform him that the Union 
Hotel is the most expensive and ‘‘ cumeelfo"' at Brighton.) 


‘Have you seen the ‘ Tales of a Grandfather ?’” asked the shop- 


man of the old lady who was selecting a book. 
No, sir, I have not! And I don’t want to, what’s more! And 


I don’t believe at all in the Darwinian Theory !”’ 

















The Mystery Solved. 


CONSIDERABLE wonder has been excited during Li Chung Tang's 
visit to this country by the marvellous adaptability of the Obinese 
language (at least, so the reporters and interviewers explained it) 
which permitted Lo Feng Luh, the inte reter, to translate in two 
minutes aspeech which it had taken the Mieer of Slocum Pogis half- 
an-hour to deliver ; and still more astonishing allowed his Excellency 
to dictate in three minutes a reply which it took his secretary 
three-quarters of an hour to deliver in English. We were not 
satisfied with the above explanation of the mystery, and finally 
determined to solve it for ourselves, which <0 kak succeeded in 
doing with the aid of—but, softly! We must not betray our 
informant, or the block would be his doom on his arrival in the 
Flowery Land. 

The truth is that previous to landing in this country a system 
was arranged between Li and his secretary which worked out 
something after this fashion. 

A half-hour’s speech from a Person or Consequence in West- 
hampton, during which Li Chung Tang smokes his pipe and closes 
his eyes. 

Lo Frenc Luy.—‘*The usual buncombe, your Excellency. 
Glad to see you, and hopes your visit will be good for trade.” 

Li Cuune Tana.—“ Give him speech No. 8, and ask him how 
many children he’s got ?”’ 

A half-hour’s speech from Lo Feng Luh returning the compli- 
ments and reciprocating the good feeling expressed by the Person 
OF CONSEQUENCE, during which his Excellency smokes another pipe 
and again closes his eyes. 

Occasionally the order would be to give the first half of speech 
No. 2 and the last part of No. 4, and once up North Lo was instructed 
to give Nos. 1, 3, and 5 mixed, and, if he had not been an exceed- 
ingly clever fellow, he would have got mixed himself. 

That’s the true explanation of ‘‘ the adaptability of the Chinese 
language.” Very simple, is it not? 


A Breach and a Boom. 
Miss FurrtTicic’s LAMENT, 


My breach-of-promise case was splendid ; 
And (though poor Ted no doubt defended 
His conduct well) to me it ended 

In no dull disappointment. 
The pitying judge to me awarded 
Two hundred—Ted can well afford it! 
And yet (with sadness I record it) 

A fly is in mine ofntment ! 


IT'wo hundred pounds (from one whose “ leaving 

I brought out) is worth receiving: 

But, oh! the grief with which I’m grieving 
Admits of no assuagement ! 

I fear, I fear (and hence my fretting)— 

Since ‘‘ booms ”’ are circulation-getting— 

That the Telegraph much more 18 netting 
ThanI... from My Engagement!" 


Some Use, After All. 
First Pedestrian (picking himself up).—*“ I'm blowed if I see the 
use of them there bells on the bicycles; they knocks one down just 


the same,” 
Second Pedestrian.—“ But, in the event of a fatal accident, my 


friend, the bell gives you time to say a short prayer first,” 


He was Irish or he never would have said it. “If you take half 
of what I have I'll have none left.” 
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tability of every | 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


___NO EGGS REQUIRED. 





| palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famit.y DocTor. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


RSTABLISHED 1%. 
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giaps Gadbury’s Needham's 


| “Refreshing and Invigorating fo the | The mot reliable propastion fo Cening 


 Rahasioes the esse ae | | jaded mind and body; delicious to the — 


Paste. 


Bole Manufacterert : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIRLD,. 
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tien Or 
By rue Parry on Tue Spor. 


Wedmesday.—Sipent a long, long, wet day at Oraigside (Lord 
Armstrong's place) with Li a Chang. Think Li was glad to 
Oo 


stay in. Enjoyed ourselves looking at limitiess and unique 
* curios,” and anh meals. Went, in course of the day, over to 
Hawarden, where Mr. Gladstone entertained a selection of the 
Society of Arboriculture. Our host took us round the garden and 
showed us a lot of curious things, which I found very interesting. 
Congratulate myself on mentioning this visit without referring to 
r. Gladstone by certain initials. Consider this a triumph of 
journalism only possible with a member of Mr. Fun’s staff.) 


Thursday.—With Li Hung Chang at Elswick among the great 
shipe and big guns (living and inanimate). Then over to Saratoga 
to hear Lord Russell give his stirring address. Great enthusiasm 
and excitement. ‘Rule Britannia” and the “Star Spangled 
Banner” harmonised with great effect. Hurrah for lussell! 
Hurrah for Johnathan ! 

OH, LAUD! 
Away in Saratoga gay 
A gratifying fuss 'tis 
With which, in friendly spirit, they 
Encircle our Chief Justice. 
Lord Russell, with forensic skill, 
Held forth with wisdom stately, 
So can we wonder that they will 
Laud Russell very greatly ? 


Friday.—Hurried off to Shoeburyness to help Lord Wolseley 
stand the firing off of all sorts of regimental popguns. Spent the 
afternoon getting the thuds out of my ears. After this to dinner, 
and then to the Empire with Li Hung Chang. Some say he only 
came to see the ballet (Faust), and that was why he went away as 
soon as it was over. But the fact is he asked some of the ballet 
ladies how old they were and how much money they got, and the 
largeness of their ages and the smallness of their salaries (seein 
the style they keep up) so flabbergasted him that he bolte 
prematurely, 


Saturday.—Did ao great and glorious service to England— 
at least, helped Cecil Rhodes, and went with him, un- 
armed, into the Matabele stronghold and induced the rebels to 
surrender, At least, I went part of the way with him—the first 
half-dozen steps—-he did the rest. And did it well and truly, too, 
whatever you have against him. Saw Li off at Southampton, after 





vainly endeavouring to persuade him to give me an order for Fux 
gave the Gordon number), then made my way down to the 
rystal Palace for the Co-operative Exhibition and Flower Show, 
Lot of pretty flowers (‘of English girlhood,”’ you know) co-opera- 
ting with young men under the “conscious moon.” Also saw 
finish of (capital idea) the Voluntser Tournament with grand tattoo, 
The place was tattoo’d all over! 


Monday.—Skipped by the light of the moon down to Reading, 
and saw Mr. Sims’ new piece. Had previously spent some in- 
etructive and reassuring hours at the Chamber of Commerce 
Exhibition of Foreign Goods, which compete with ours in the West 
Indies. Let'em compete, J say. We've only to keep ours the best 
of theiz kind, and “‘ laugh them to skee-yorn.” Had a lookin at 
the ,|Laundry Exhibition at the Agricultural. Very good. How 
Svengali would enjoy himself! 


LET US SOAP SO. 


An exhibition here and there 
(And ev’rywhere) I’ve seen 

And “frauds ’’ (I might with truth declare), 
The bulk of them have been. 

But, take all shows beneath the sun 
(Though most of them are bosh), 

A Laun Exhibition’s one, 
That's pretty sure to wash. 


Finished up the evening at ‘‘ Le Ladies’ Club” in Paris. Great 
improvement on English Ladies’ Clubs. No males admitted, but 
exception made in favour of Foreign Travelling Journalists! Had 
a delightful time } 


Tuesday.—Was at Hastings’ Carnival yesterday and to-day. Al 
right yesterday, though wet. To-day whole thing spoilt by rowdy 
crowd. Started the Czar and Czarina on their tour: good change 
for a sovereign ; hope they’!l have a good time. 


O¥F¥ THEY GO, 


The Ozar and Czarina have made up their minds 
To go for a holiday trip, 

So they’ve turned up the carpet and drawn down the blinds, 
And taken their berths on the ship. 

And they told all the tradesmen, before they set out, 
Not to call (just to save them the labour), 

Then locked up the house to keep bur-gu-lars out, 
And handed the key to a neighbour. 


Took Lord and Lady Salisbury and Mr. Goschen over to stay 
with Her Most Gracious. That settled, saw the 9th (Queen’s) 
Lancers start for the Cape safely, and then stopped to take breath 
for the week, 
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A Earwigger. 


Miss Tuffum.— I am surprised, Mr. Dodger, that you should have 
insulted me by making such a remark,” 

Mr. Dodger.—* What do you allude to, Miss Tuffun ?” 

Miss Tuffun.—'I understand that you told Miss Spiteley that 
I carried my years well.” 

Mr. Dodger—" Quite a mistake, I can assure you. What I really 
said was that you carry your ears well, and so you do, don’t you 
know.”’ 
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LINCOLN ALBUM. 


Lincoln Postage Stamp Album and Descriptise 
Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition). Illustrated by 8000 
Engravings of Stamps, and containing Atlas of 16 Coloured 
Maps, with spaces to hold over €,000 Stamps, and giving the 
dates, colours, and values of every Stamp, market 
values of most of them. The little sete te this Editics 
describing the names of the various te and osbe 
information will be found very useful, und be. 
post free, 5s. 6d. 


~ 

















rv Congo Stamps, oblong.. ee ee 

Seven U.S.A. Columbus Stamps, oblong 
vera North Borneo ee ee ee se *e *e se 

Linesin Stamp Album. New Edition jnst published, with spaces for 610 


ia cloth, , Se 
Inavewnarep Lasr oF > Sears or Serameps Cumar Picerrs oF Stamps, Postaos Sesame ALSUMS 


OCaaees ayp Corrs, 1866, guerr PosT-raauc. 
Please Mote the News 4 ddrese— 


W. 8. LINCOLN, 2, Holles St., Oxford St., London, W. 
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EvEN in the present state of things obtaining in the Shadow's 
Capital there is just a gleam of satisfaction. That was when & 
handful of British bluejackets, marching through the streets of 
Constantinople, came upon a party of choice Turks brutally ill- 
treating a few Armenians. The tars lined up, put the poor fellows 
behind them, and then proceeded playfully to disperse the heroic 
Turks by vigorous carbine-prods. That was quite sufficient for the 
last-named gentlemen! They did not show fight, but—mark the 
ineffable bravery of the mob !—they swore terribly! Well, with 
one end of acarbine in one’s chest,and the other end in the 
hands of a quarrelsome sailor, we can forgive them for their bad 
sagunge. We only hope they did not teach our seamen any new 
Words | 


The unsurper to the throne of Zanzibar must have had but 4 sorry 
breakfast in the palace the other day, when one ortwo of our gunboats 
Were on the warpath. In 50 minutes the palace was in flames end his 
Al Registered Copper Bottom Man-o’-War at the bottom of the 
bay! Overcome by painful surprise, the self-elected monarch took 
tefuge in the German Consulate. He is getting on famously with 
the Consul in question, but it is almost too much to hope that he 
Will stay there for good. 


Aman has just died at Liverpool who had been in the habit of 
taking neat whiskey by the haitole, and had not been sober for 
éleven years! It is a great surprise to read that “ alcoholic 
Poisoning” was the cause of death. It says # good deal for 


that whiskey that it took eleven years to bring about a fatal 
termination. 


Whatever happens “on this side,” the Americans generally 
manage to go—or to say they have gone—one better. Their latest 
Monstrosity is a “quindecuplet,” a bicycle made for 16. It is 
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built to carry luggage—why, heaven only knows, unless it be 15 
coffins for the 15 idiots. It “goes at a tremendous pace "—every- 
thing in America always does—but is “‘awkward to negotiate 
round a corner.” So we should imagine! 


‘‘A mother of six marriageable daughters’ writes disconsolately 
to a contemporary, asking where she had better take them for a 
holiday. Surely, we suggest humbly, to the Isle of Man, 


Answers to correspondents : — 


‘Bus Driver.— Ladies certainly ought not to cycle in Fleet Street 
at10a.m. But your language was (oo strong. 


Li Hung Chang.—Glad you like us. Sorry you couldn't stay 
longer. Yes, the Empire is all right, isn't it ? 


Spinster.—We are not a matrimonial agency. 


Canny Scot.—No; you cannot do a real, hilarious, wild week in 
London on 10s, 


Tommy.—* Why are you a pirate, Mr. Dacre?” 

Dacre (amateur tenor, smilingly).—‘' And who told you I was a 
pirate, my little man? ” 

Tommy.—‘‘Oh, mother. She says you are always committing 
murders on the High O’s.” 


_ eo 


Better than John Jones, Anyhow! 


(A child recently born in Merthyr is to be named “ Li Hung 
Chang Jones.”’ The proud parent’s choice of a baptismal appellation 
has, naturally, been a good deal ridiculed.—See Press.) 


A MertTuyr man, named Jones, has done— 
So cynics say—a grievous wrong 

By saddling on his helpless son 
The Christian names of “ Li Hung Chang.” 

But, if again their thinking caps 

Those cynics will but don, perhaps 

They'll cease to flout, with scorn or ire, 

The action of that Cambrian sire | 


’'Tis widely known, from shore to shore, 
How every man of business groans, 
Sore mixed ’mongst customers galore 
Called Henry, John, or Thomas Jones! 
Hence, that paternal Jones has done 
Good service, sure, who from his son 
Withholds some common Christian name 
Which Joneses by the myriad claim! 
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Oh, Wives! 


Customer (to Hairdresser).—‘‘ My hair 


cones out by handfuls.” 


Hairdresser (very much married).—* I 


happen to know that you are married 


sir; and I ams rry to say that is nearly 


every married man’s experience!”’ 


“Struck Ile.” 
Mrs. Phunny.—‘‘I know there’s ar 
Isle of Man, James; but there isn’t ar 
Isle of Woman, is there? ’”’ 


Mr. Phunny.—Yes, my dear. The ile 
of woman is hair-ile!”’ 


—— — i. 


The Fatal Rabbit. 


‘‘ More than one person has died of 
late through eating rabbit—especially 
rabbit pie.”’— Vide Press. 

Bossy, beware! a deadly snare 

Lurks in pie made of rabbit; 

Though it look nice, refuse a slice— 

Overcome your well-known habit! 


When no one’s near you'll shed a tear 
O’er the désease of Bunny ; 

But tell cook straight that it you hate, 
Though she may think it funny ! 


Cheer up, don’t mourn, the rabbit scorn, 
And do not care a button ; 

You still can eat your fill of meat— 
Of healthy Southdown mutton ! 


cern a en mene nee 


Will Never Be Known. 


THeEy say the tale of William Tell 

And the apple is but a ‘‘ sell.” 

Is ita myth, I wonder? Well, 

We know that now William can’t Tell! 





It Didn’t Work. 

Tramp (desperatety, to Reporter).— 
“If yer don’t gimme some money, 
guv’nor, I’ll commit sooicide afore yer 
werry eyes!”’ 

Reporter (eagerly). —‘‘I wish you 
would, my good fellow; ‘copy’ is 
awfully scarce! "’ 

The Tramp glared at the Reporter, 
and then shuffled away, meditatively 
chewing his * quid.” 


Gone! 


Papa (to Daughter).— “Is Mr. Spooner 
gone yet?” 

Daughter.—‘‘Oh, yes, pa; he’s been 
‘gone ’ on me for months!” 


Understood. 

Mr. Muneyseeker (with simulated 
passion).—Oh, believe me, Miss Bullion, 
when I say that I adore you! I worship 
the very ground youwalk upon. Every- 
thing you possess is dear to me 
because——”’ 

Miss Bullion (coldly).—* Yes, I know 
you are after my money.” 

Mr. Muneyseeker.—* No, no! You 
misunderstand me; I mean——”’ 

Miss Bullion (sarcastically).—‘ Yes, I 
am a miss, and I do understand you, 
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An Evasion. 


Mr. Blunt (suspiciously, to caller).— 
“Are you after my daughter, young , 
9” 
we. Wagster.—‘‘ No, sir, before her ; 
she’s just coming up the street now!” 








a Vinegary. 


Sour-visaged Woman.— Milkman, 
our milk was quite sour yesterday.” 
Milkman (growlingly).—‘* Well, if you 
looked at it like you look at me, I don’t 
wonder at it. You’d turn honey sour, 
you would.” 


———_ —————— — —_——— 


Expensive Medicine. 

Coole.—‘‘I think you ougbt to take 
something off your account doctor ?”’ 

Doctor.—“‘ Pray, why, sir? ’”’ 

Coole.—‘‘ Because the tonics you 
prescribed have given me such an enor- 
mous appetite, that my household ex- 
penditure is nearly double what it used 
to be!” 





Change of Colour. 
Tue London folks go out of town 
In hopes of getting nice and brown ; 
But oft their holidays they rue, 
And come back looking very “‘ blue’’! 








Burglars, Beware! 


A LaDy who is very nervous in every 
respect, but who is particularly afraid of 
burglars, was lately interviewing a cook, 
0 finding her references satisfactory, 
said— 

“Yes, you may consider yourself 
engagec.”’ 

“Thank you, mum,” said the cook. 

_ “By-the-bye,” said the lady, ‘there 
18 & very nice policeman—a tall, fair 
man—on the beat, and I wish you 
would cultivate his acquaintance, for I 
am dreadfully afraid of burglars.”’ 

“But, mum,” expostulated the cook, 
“T already have a sweetheart—a stout, 
dark man—and he’s a policeman in this 
neighbourhood, mum! ” 

“Oh, never mind about that,” said | 
the lady, airily, “‘ two policeman will be 
éven more protection! ”’ 





Sam Wellerisms. 


in the brandy. 


Was asked if he had given a man a writ. 
ugh and the knife blunt. 


he « Dlained his red nose. 











“TI can’t help it,” as the carrier remarked when the join 


‘ os - . ’ ° z ckad } 
“It was a bar-gain,” as Lushington explained when asked b 
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“ WHat good spirits you're in,”’ as the fellow said to the cherries 


“We were thrown together,” as ’Arry explained when he was asked 
why he proposed to his donah during a donkey ride. 

“That's a bit of a nuisance,” as the old gentleman exclaimed 
when he found part of a dead cat in his garden. 

“I spotted you,’ as the marker observed to the billiard ball. 

“They’ve thrown me ova (over),” as the politician complained 
when his constituents flung rotten eggs at him. 

“T served him faithfully,” as the lawyer’s clerk replied when Le 
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tant —* You’re a great dunce. What's your father? 
Please. Sir, he’s the Head Master ! 


‘‘ What a swell,” as the countryman exclaimed when he saw a 
balloon for the first time. 

“Too sweet for anything,” as the fellow grumbled when he 
tasted a sacharin tabloid. 

‘The hand that guides the cycle rules the world,” as the new 
woman misquoted when she mounted her wheel. 

‘ T ghouldn’t like to be in your shoes”’ as the fellow remarked to 
his friend when he met him limping along in tight boots. 

‘I'm going to have a brush with my husband,” as the old woman 
said when she got the broomstick ready for her erring inferior 
half. 

“It’s a way (weigh) of mine,” as the butcher said when he stuck 
a lump of suet under the scale before weighing the chops. 

“J’ye given up smoking,” as the chimney observed when a patent 
cow] had been fitted over it. 
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OF THE TWO EVILS, Etc., Etc. 








(Heard on the Cliffs at Broadstairs.) 4 
Miss Smith.—‘' 1 wouldn't be married for all the world. All married women are miserable and distontented.” i 
Mrs. BDrowne.—‘ Well, dear, if that is true, it is equally certain that single girls are the same.” / 
b> == 
| . He's as angry &s angry can be, He will not hurt a hair of your head, 
Zanzibar. Here he comes, and his fingers still itch Why, why, do you thus run away? 
To give me a touch, Why pant you, and tremble— 
And a little’s too much, (Aside) H’m, I must dissemble— _ 
KHALI Of that Briton’s detestable switch. (To Bull) Mr. Bull, Sir, I give you ‘‘ Good 
= day!’’ 
JOHN BuLu:— . 
On, nursey, that nasty old man Oh, you're hiding, my lad, very well, Oh, good Mr. Bull, let him go— | 
Says | mustn't do just what I like. | shall get at you still, without doubt. He’s a sweet, little. innocent child— 
As a fact, nurse, I simply began An ly ur punishment maybe will swell, To a goose he would hardly say ‘ Bo!" 
And he ups with his switch there t rAou'llhavec suse, little Khalid, toshout. Though perhaps, like all children, he’s 
etrike. Come out of your hiding-place, come ; wild ! 
Then he struck, but I scuttled away, Like you I have only begun, Let him go, Mr. Bull, let him g2— 
For I thought I might share in the If I have to recourse Bad company, that is his bane— 
blows : 2 _ , To more physical force— If he played fast and loose, | 
Little Khalid is knowing, Well—just look at the mischief you've Let A see the excuse, 
And when blows are going, fone: And he won't go and do it again. | 
| Little Khalid turns tail and he goes. You have led me too much of a dance, | 
| You have troubled me more than Burr -— | 
| Look after me, nursey, oh, do! enough. —— 7 | 
| And I won't go and do it again. Last time I said: ‘ Give him a chance, Oh, well, if you take him in charge, | 
| Dear nursey, there's no one like you, . He is tender as John Bull is tough! You will see that the beauty behaves. | 
| Though you are so excessively plain. But still you'd be up to your games, — For mischievous children, writ large, 
| Let me hide ‘neath your apron awhile, You would bid me defiance forsooth— Are bad as the oldest of knaves. 
ill that ugly old man goes away. So says I to myself :— 
It might have been worse ; ea He's a mischievous elf, ; ; ; 
| Pray dines me, dear nurse, Spare the rod, Bull, and ruin the (Aside as he goes out.) 
| What I did was done merely ia play! youth!” 
‘ . oe ‘‘Bad company!” said she? That's 
| NURSE aa = true! 
If you eh lter me | ew ill not dart i gracious! Whatever's the fuss‘ To hurt her, of course, I am loth, 
ro harm little Khalid, you bet! Come here, little Khalid, my dear My anger I'll smother 
> 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 92.) 
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Nothing Like Leather. 


THE young gentleman who writes paragraphs for the City Press 
expresses amazement at the knowledge he has discovered in his 
meanderings amongst the casésin the Bankruptcy Court. There 
he has found that one of the applicants for riddance of financial 
burdens has hitherto derived an income from vending wine and 
manufacturing leather portmanteaus. This same young gentleman 
is vastly surprised that such avocations should be found in combina- 
tioninoneindividual. We venture to think that there is nothing call. 
ing for any special notice in this latest bankruptcy case, as it is only 
another proof as to there being nothing new under the sun. 
Centuries ago mankind was warned against putting new wine in old 
bottles, which were invariably skins sewn together, bolster fashion. 
Coming to more recent times, we find the merits of the leather bottle 
extolled in song, and the article is not uncommon asa public-house 
sign. Surely this same young man must at some period of his 
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Silver is silver, and gold is 
But, apart from election’s heat, 

Both wil! folks, riven 

By thought of the tortures (meet 
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Silver is si ver, &€aBa L& ld is g id: 
And the hearts that in England beat 
Were nothing loth to subscribe them both 


To & cause with justice replete. 
And the States will aid our commenced crusade, 
Till the news of a dire defeat 
Down the throat be rammed of ‘Abdul the Damned,” 


Ticyh »} ] vy hi a . 
High per ned on Mls tyrants seat. 


The Quibble Domestic. 
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THE JEST THAT FAILED, 


She.— Mra. de Brown hasn't been asked anywhere this season. 


what grounds she has for giving a Garden Party.” 
He.—* Dont you? I think these are very fine.” 


anne ne — —— 





The Metre by Moonlight Alone. 
Jones.—*' How much gas do you burn in a quarter?” 
Smiti:.—* I don’t know.” 

Jones.—'' How's that? Don't you know what you pay?” 


Smith.— Oh, yes, I know what I pay for, but I'll be hanged if 
I know what I use.” 














The Tennis Girl. 

Iy the Average Man were asked what was meant py the Tennis 
Girl he would answer unthinkingly “ The girl who plays Tennis.” 
He would be wrong. The Tennis Girl is the woman who does not 
play Tennis, who certainly strolls about with a racquet, who knows 
allthe Tennis mw (itis so fetching, you know, love, deuce, and other 
delightful words barred from ordinary conversation), and who some- 
times, very rarely, but sometimes attempts to play, but who plays, 
never. She is easily recognised by the peculiar inappropriateneas 
of her costume, the parliamentary manner in which she contrives 
to *‘ pair,”’ and the remarkably regular way in which she turns up 
at the courts to go for awalk. She is never selfish. She does 
not long to appropriate the courts, she is never discovered 
panting, exhausted, and red-faced from superhuman efforts at 
vanquishing other females, No, she works in a quieter and 
sedater manner, and has her reward, for does she not win 


more games, aye, love games (they are invariably called 
love games) than any of the prs who play Tennis? 
The afternoon is so hot, and e knows such a cool 


down there under the trees, and would Algernon mind 
much if they strolled over there to see whether it is really as 
as it looked, or, the evening is so sweet (the gasworks are quite 
close to the courts), and it would be so nice if Charlie—he didn’t 
mind being called Charlie, did he ?—and she were to go for a short 
ramble so that they might see the moon, as though they could not 
see the moon quite as well from the courts. e rest is obvious. 
The position of the Tennis Girl in Society is that of the would-be 
bride. She ceases to be the Tennis Girl once the courts have 
jelded her her prize. We speak here of the tennis, not the 
fodicial, courts, The latter are sometimes often the sequel, we 
eve. 
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A Sharp Servant. 


Debt Collector.—Is your master at 
home?” 

Servant (curtly).—‘* No, He isn’t.” 

Debt Collector (suspiciously).—* But I 
can see his hat hanging up in the hall.” 

Servant.—“ Well, what’s that got to 
do with it? One of my dresses is 
hanging on the line in the back garden, 
but fm not there!” 


SzrremBeR 8, 1896. 














The Tables Turned. 


A BULLYING master tried to take down 
his Irish servant with an old “ catch.” 

“T say, Pat, whether would you rather 
be a bigger fool than you look, or look 6 
bigger fool than you are?” 

Pat replied, ‘“Oi’d rayther luke a 
bigger fule nor Oi am, begobs!” 

“Why, then, that’s impossible!” re- 
joined the employer, guffawing loudly ; 
but the ready-witted Irishman got the 
last word in. 

‘‘ Paix, sor, whoivver shprung that 
joke on yez was no liar at all at all, 
sor !”’ 


a = 


G. Gronow, Esq. 


He groaned at dawn, he groaned 4 
groan 

At night; and groaned when all alone, 

He groaned in company, groaned in bed, 

And groaned and groaned whate’er was 
said ; 

He groaned and groaned when life began, 

And groaned when he had grown & man. 


I don’t see 











“Not Conducive.” 


(‘Under Major Lothaire’s jurisdiction the possession of large 
quantities of ivory has been a condition not conducive to longevity.” 
—Times.) 

As homeward by night you are wending your way, 
Replete with Catawba or rich Verzenay, 
Far, far be it from us, O tippler, to say 

That the hurling of language abusive 
And epithets coarse at a constable’s head 
Will constrain you your limbs on a cell-board to spread. 
But——to dreamless repose on your own cosy bed 

It is certainly nowise conducive ! 


The fact—as you ride on the tram, lady fair— 
That your purse peepeth out from its too shallow lair, 
The regretable fact doesn’t cause us to swear 
And declare, in a manner conclusive, 
That robbed you will be. Yet we shrewdly suspect 
That, to letting your mirror to-morrow reflect 
The delicious new dress which you mean to select, 
It is far—very far—from conducive! 


eye — $$$ — 








Capricornus. 


He capered to left, he capered to right ; 

He capered all day, and he capered all night ; 

He capered up and he capered down; 

He capered in village, he capered in town ; 

He capered when Jane on his cape sewed a button, 
And nothing es-cape-d, for he capered his mutton ! 








St. Cyr the Sigher. 


He sighed with his hand on his side—a sigh, 
Of size enormously wide and high ; 

A sigh so long and a sigh so loud, 

A sigh out of sight to the sightless crowd ; 

A sigh of pain, a sigh of grief, 

But no sign of a sigh from the silent thief. 


———— 
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| For Refined, Delicate Palates. 
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By THE “ ENFant TERRIBLE.” 


Foorsatt is with us again. This 
is the “close time” to buy a 
medical practice. The rates go up a 
huadred per cent. 

A new invention has lately been 
instituted on all the railways of Vic- 
| toria, Australia. All the doors of a 
. ; train can be opened and shut simul- 
taneously and automatically and 
noiselessly from the guard’s van. It 
is expected that a large amount of 
money will be saved in the wear and 
tear of the rolling stock. But surely 
the wages bill will go up. There will have to be a staff to go round 
and pick up the fingers. 

* *k * 


They had another trial of motor-cars the other day. © One of the 
cars turned over,.thréw ‘its passengers out, and seriously injured 
one ofthem. This is an age of progress indeed. It seems doubt- 
ful whether petroleum is yet perfect enough to send you forward, 
but as an elevator/it:has decided merits. It willsend you a good 
deal higher than a restive horse, and it is much cheaper, 


* * * 
If Dickens had known about the Rontgen rays, he would never 


have let Sam Weller ask for that billion power magnifying glass to 
see through a deal door and a flight of stairs. 








ok 2s * 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 41.) 
ARMENIA. 


Abdul the Damned, come out from your lair, 
Scourge of a world grown old, 

Though the wrath of the Christian Powers you dare, 
The story’s not ended, the tale’s not told. 


Monareh of Moslem, though yet the Gay 
When vengeance is due is not yet here, 
The blood of your victims, your human prey, 

Will cause the Crescent to dip in fear. 


Lustful of blood though your heart may be, 
A ruddy flood shall o’ersweep your throne, 
And only the Cross from your domes will see— 
And Abdul the Damned will be left alone. 


To-day you are saved by the Gentile dread 
Of slaying with blood your blood-red sins ; 

But wait till Christian avenges his dead, 
Wait till Retribution begins. 


When Europe its jealousies then has stilled 
And marches as one ’gainst your Palace Gate, 

And bids you answer for Innocents killed, 
Abdul the Damned, what then your fate ? 
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(Of the man 
lock Wilson’s 


& seaman worthy of publication.) 


No! Seamen. 
Is not worth two bob and a tanner, 
Unless the tanner tans the hide 

Of him who dares that moke to ride. 


You catch us giving him two quid 


For 


Clap reeftackles upon his jaws! 
We'd rather go and sign with Laws. 


You bluffer! take a trip to sea; 
If you are fit to ship Ab. 

And learn what Shellbacks have to do 
To keep your precious yelping crew. 
Subscriptions ! 
Stand back, and let the dago* ship ; 
No, brother seamen, let him rip, 
We've had enough of union lip. 


So here’s a health and thanks to Fun, 
For the good cartoon he has done. 


And 


Drink— ‘‘ Wilson find some other ass.” 
W 
The Sailor gentleman at Bath. 


* Dago, Seaman's lingo for Portugee, Greek, ete, 


A Warning to Husbands. 


wifa a little 


I TOLD my 


was & simple story 
laugh ; she merely said that it was **not bad." 
Just as I was falling a 
suddenly said, “ John, dear.” 
‘* Yes, my love { 
‘‘T was thinking of that story you told meatdinner. Was it 
Colonel South who kept the kittens?” 
‘‘ No, dear; the Bishop of Billingsgate,” 
‘Oh, yes, of course.”’ 


John!” 


‘‘ Yes, what is it?” 

‘I don’t think I’ve got that story quite right. 
where the servant comes in.” 

« At the door, as a rule,”’ rather sulkily. 

‘‘ Now you're cross. 

‘I told you once. She brought in the rabbits.” 

“Oh, yes; I remember now.” 
(No answer.) 


‘‘John!”’ 
‘ Urrh?” 


“T want to get that story quite right so that Ioan tell it to 
father to-morrow, but I’ve forgotten the end.” 


“ Which?” 


‘‘T say I’ve got the end mixed up somehow,” 


“Who?” 

‘‘ How dense 
after all!” 

“ Numph?” 


‘ You're a horrid, bad-tempered brute, pretending o be asleep |! 
I shan’t speak to you any more.” 

‘ Thank goodness ! ” ; 

But I suffer for my sins next morning. 


Have-a-Lock of His Hair. 





- +h 


letters commending us for our Cartoon, “ Have- 
luff,” of the 25th ulto, we deem that coming from 


Lorp love yon Fun, 
For what you've done ! 


No, that sort of banner 


leave to do as he shall bid ? 


No, Sir. Let him skip. 


next time that you raise your glass, 


e’d like to thank, while on the path, 


- - ae 
= — — 


anecdote at!dinner yesterday. It 
and rather funny, I thought, but Maria didn't 


sleep on my virtuous pillow, myjbetter-half 
(A pause, I doze.) 

I've forgotten 
You might as well tell me!" 


(I sleep.) 
‘* John, dear!" 


you are! Can't you tell me what the Bishop said — 











Enhances the acceptability of every | | 


|__NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
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Cadbur 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating fo.the | ~~ 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
nalate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—PFamitvy ODocTor. 
ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED 19% 


| Polishing 
ae Paste. 


® Biaatly posting aaa Copper 


od B 
Boe Manufacturers: 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, BHEPFPIALD, 





ys ‘Needhamrs 








Laséon Office: %. George's Hone, Beasteheap, B.C Vv 







rer 







oe 





ee a» tS Se S” HS > BRED ¥ Pak 2 es GD 


So Er os oh 






oo «a w 





me 
~ a ae 
: 





Pegs 
rhe 4 
est 
4 : x 
* ad i 
+ AeA 4 


Te ae 


‘>. 


4 hw ns 
bee hae 
. Fad 
© at 


+ Selaiphves ig ane Tike 
“he 


v ge 
. = wate 


a 


a% x 


ae FPS 
Eid 


4 
ie > 
se A Ce Se es ~ 
~ =a “ “ 


i ie eet 


ee 


es. 
ee 
-_ , 
Sr oe 


SS ae Se 
~~ 8 f.= — ‘ole 


& 
= 





i 
5 ge “ 
Fra e+ 
ge me. § 


ene: 
- 


oe 








—— 


i a iE i 


ootege teint 


Pn a caine alata lle net nape 
> ey “ " 


Se ee 
— 


a 
— 


Pa 


# 



















ions 


neem nner tine wensetaentiie saan 






































































































FUN. 


| 





SEPTEMBER 8, 1896. 


= —— 




















By rae Parry on THe Spor, 
Wednesday.— Had a rather festive oe Saw Mr. and Mrs. 
6m 


Chamberlain off to Amerioa first, then y way down to Rich- 
mond for the regatta. Successful regatta and Venetian féte in the 
evening, ‘‘ mighty 2 eres. i as a predecessor of mine in the Diary 
business has it. ned a little though but not enovgh to damp 
the general high spirits. 


Made tracks for the Ebor Handicap. Saw Dingle Bay win. Was 
reminded of an idiotic nigger-song of my youth called ‘* Doo-dah!” 
and thereupon “ shaped the city's legend into this.”’ 


THE EBOR, 


I felt my heart as light as cork 
For the Ebor, for the Ebor. 
As I made my way to the town®* of York 
For the Etbor, Ebor—hey! 
I took the train at night, 
I reached the town next day, 
I turned my back on the field, to a nag, 
And plunged on Dingle Bay. 


Hurried across land and across sea to the Douglas (Isle of Man) 
fétes. Wonderful sea—wonderful land—wonderful fétes. 


Thursday.—B8pent a pleasant morning at Zanzibar. Interesting 
event. Usurping Sultan’s Palace knocked to bits by British iron- 
clads. A penny steamer thing of the Sultan’s fired at these latter, 
but was told to “shut up,” and promptly sunk to the bottom. 
Got back in time to havea peep at the Brighton Regatta, then 
across to the Willesden Flower Show. Very nice show and most 
remarkable flowers—dogs, horses, bakery rbaps a flour show), 
photographs, bicyole parades (very pretty flowers these), athletics, 
and soon. Enjoyed it very much, 

Afterwards to Vienna with Caar and Ozarina. Had a splendid 

tion—everybody glad to see us, Dinner in the evening and 
ed with gala performance at the opera. 


Friday.—Still in Vienna. Accompanied Princess Stephanie and 
Ozarina on very pleasant and extensive drive. Before we left city 
both Emperor and Czar distributed heaps of decorations. Wasn't 
able to seoure one myself. Beneath my dignity to scramble. 
Expect each of the monarchs are saving up one specially for me. 


* It’s a city, but J don't care, 


Looked in at the “Dunlop”#meeting. Delay in settlement 
explained by chairman, apparently to satisfaction of shareholders. 
The settlement was so belated that people got tyred. 


Saturday.—Ran over to see the finish of the Baden-Baden Races, 
Have had splendid weather. H.R.H. borrowed a fiver of me 
to put on an outsider. {t remained on—at any rate, it didn’t 
come off, 

Went down to Hawarden to be present at meeting of Mr. 
Balfour and Mr. Gladstone—just to see fair. Got there before 
Mr. B. and found Mr. G. ready and waiting. 


G. AND B 


The veteran donned his coat of mail, 
And took his expectant stand, 

With his trusty blade (never known to fail), 
And a dynamite bomb in his hand. 

And as the visitor, armed to the teeth, 
With deringers under his vest, 

Arrived, be loosened his blade in its sheath 
And welcomed his noble guest. 


But heard a row over Scarborough way and went to see what was 
the matter. Fishermen (local) going for fishermen (visitors), 
Fishy affair altogether, 

Came back to town in time for the “ Proms” at the Queen’s 
Hall. Opening night, Brilliant start and big crowd—not room 
to get a sardine in. 


Monday.—Saw the Czar safely to Kieff, where we were received 
with the same enthusiastic enjoyment as at Vienna, then back to 
start Her Most Gracious off to Scvtland. Did both most successfully. 
Looked at Aquarium; first chrysanthemum show of the season. 
Excellent. 


Tuesday.—Ran over to the Cape to assist at the landing and 
reception of Lord Rosemead. Very well done—soldiers, volunteers, 
and civilians—bunting and brass bands—all the buttons on. 
Talking of brass bands, went down to Hawarden to help the G.O.M. 
to entertain some. Very entertaining for us. G.O.M. aforesaid 
made one of his eloquent speeches on music, Don’t see what it 
me to do with brass bands, but why inquire tog deeply into these 

ngs? 

After that, reminded myself that it was “the first,” and acted 
accordingly. 

THE SECOND “ FIRST." 


I packed up - guns, all the rugs I could loot, 
And several bundles of cartridges, 

And hurried away to—wherever they shoot 
The tame little, game little partridges. 

But, having arrived at the requisite spot, 
And not having shot “ ere a one” of them, 

I told them the whole bag o’ tricks might be shot 
And came home and purchased a ton of them, 


And so no more at present from yours game-ily 
“i "Tae SPOTTER. 





[= 





A 


“ AssociaTion”’ is informed that the game is called ‘socker'’ 
because the ball is foot-ed. But this is decidely foot-ling with us. 
Such questions should be addressed to one of our evening ocon- 





temporaries that issues special night editions.—Prvx. 











PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘HOVIS,” or if what & 
supplied as “HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis.” 


Apply to your Grocer for “ Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. 


Gd. er 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 








Fleet Street, in 


the Uity of London.—Tuesday 
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THE American poets laureate have burst into song over Li Hung 
Chang. Thus :— 


‘* We give you greetings, most respected Oriental boss : 
We hail your yellow jacket, and salute your household joss ; 
Our towns are open to you, and we’ll set the streets ablaze 
With squibs and other fireworks, whose gyrations must amaze. 
We'll let the red fire splutter, and the brazen bells shall clang 
To express a fitting welcome unto Li 
Hun 

Chang. 


‘ Our populace will stend in admiration as its sees 

The dragon when it wiggles on your banner in the breeze. 
We grew weary of Napoleon, Gentle Trilby had her day, 
And we yawn at any mention of the weird, cathodic ray, 
There is an aching void where once our exultations rang, 
So, prithee, linger. Be our fag, good Li 


Hong 
Chang.” 


Ob, dear! hu up, good Mr, Alfred Austen. 
England “ae” re8 


Miss Florence St. John has just been fined 2s. 6d. for riding a 
bicycle without a light. No doubt she relied on the fact that 
she — is a “star,” and that further illumination was not 
required, 


Why should 


Twinkle, twinkle, little “ star”! 
Bobby “‘ dunno where you are,” 

When you ride your bike at night, 
If you do not show a light. 
















A contemporary wittily remarks that, as it is a prevalent idea 
that the young men engaged at the Colonial Office are much 
addicted to the use of perfume, the place they adorn should be 
called “The Zau-de-Cologne-ial Office.” 


Oom Paul has for a long time paraded his rules and principles 
before us—now he seems rather to be going in for ‘‘ Maxims.” 

“Hullo, old man! Had your holiday?” 

‘* Rather!” 

‘* Enjoyed it?” 

‘* Rather!” 

‘‘ Where did you go?" 

“ Stayed in London at work. You see, the missus went to the 
seaside. That was my holiday!” 


A fellow said to me the other day, “ If I were you I wouldn't be 
a fool!’ And really, on thinking it over, I half believe the fellow 
was right. But he didn't medn it that way. 


Grandma.—‘ Have some cake, Willie?” 

Willie (who knows that cake),—‘* No,” 

Grandma (to improve his manners).—‘‘ No—no—what, Willie?" 
Willie.—‘ No b in’ fear, grandma,” 
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Sam Wellerisms. 


‘* T am bored to death,” as the butterfly said when the collector 
put a pin through him. 


‘‘T shall cut him dead,” as the butcher replied when someone 
inquired what he was going to do with the call. 

‘“ She’s my help-meat,"’ as the fellow observed when his wife was 
carving. 

“« Write about face,” as the editor said to the physiognomist. 


“What a ful man,” as the h Gentile complained 
when the minister took 35 minutes to ask a ng. 


“« For ladies only,” as the jeweller marked his wedding-rings. 
“ Excellent butter,” as the man remarked when the goat sent 
him into the river. 


“T am going to tax your ,”’ as the assistant told the 
doctor when he was about to make out the half-year’s accounts. 

“ She’s a brazen huzzy,” as Mrs. Chant exclaimed when she saw 
a brass statue of Venus unadorned, 
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Norom,—The Editor i answerable contributions, artistic or ’ sent in. No 
—— s far en ones to clamped ond abbvoned cnndlage. 


contributions can be returned 
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SYNOPSIS OF LORD RUSSELLS SARATOGA ADDRESS. 
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AN EQUAL DIVISION OF LABOUR. 





Policeman (to Loiterer).—‘‘ Now, then, what are you doing here?” 


Loiterer.—* What are you a doing here ?”’ 
P.—* Carn’t you see? I’m doing me duty.” 


I,.—* An’ carn’t you see I’m a makin’ ther dooty fer yer to do?” 














A Precocious Pair. 
AN EPISODE OF ‘‘ WAY DOWN UPON THE SUWANNE RIVER.” 


DiIscONSOLATE he gnawed his thumb, 
Distressed he looked, and grieved, and glum, 
That mournful man who'd lately come 

Across the ocean’s foam : 
And larger, when I asked him why, 
The tear-drop loomed in either eye. 
“I’m thinking, ma’am,’’ he made reply, 

‘* Of the old folks at home!” 


I watched those tear-drops start and swim, 
I grasped his hand, so hard and grim. 
‘* How good of you,” I said to him, 
“* While thus abroad you roam— 
How good of you to bear in mind 
The aged parents left behind, 
And fix your recollections kind 
On the old folks at home!” 


“Nay, you mistake me, ma'am,” he said, 
‘My parents both are long since dead, 
But, since each modern baby’s head 
Contains so tall a dome 
Of intellect, you may take your oath 
That my little twins of four years’ growth 
(And fin-de-siécle creatures both) 
Are the op folks at home.”’ 
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Uneducated. 


Mrs. Vulger.—*James, the doctor 


says as ‘ow 


wants brightening hup.” 


oe Vulger (who has married beneath 
tm, sarcastt ).—** Yes, you certai 
do want polishing.” * 7 








Two next-door neighbours quarelled, 
and one of them exclaimed excitedly— 
“Call yourself a man of sense! Why, 


you’re next-door to an idiot!" 


ad 


Unhappily Expressed. 








os 
| 
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Wanted, a Fare. 


Gentleman.— Has your horse good 
staying powers, cabby ? ” 

Cabby on rank (with grim humour).— 
“ Stayin’ powers? Well, I should say 


sO, guv’nor. 


"E ain’t moved from this 


blessed spot for five hours !"’ 


Good Biz! 


Traveller. 
order to-day, 


“Can you give me an 
sir?” 


Shopkeeper.— You called last week, 
didn’t you?” 


Traveller. 


“T did, sir.” 


Shopkeeper.‘ And I ordered you out 
of my shop, didn’t I?” 


Traveller. 


‘* Er—yee, sir.”’ 


Shopkeeper.—* Well, I'll give you a 
repeat order!" 


Goggle.—" 


Struck. 


It seems a funny thing 


that that man should strike a match on 


his watch.” 
Wagster.— 
time !’” 


Paradoxical. 


“Um! A ‘match against 


WHEN on me I have got no rent, 

Of course, my landlord's not conte nt ; 
No more am I, for, on my soul, 

It’s clear that I am “in a hole!" 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


It’s just as easy to love a girl who has £100,000 in her own right 
as it is one who bas nothing at all except a bad-tempered mother, 
but how seldom we realise the fact until it is too late. 

Years ago, when a man was said to be run down, it meant 
debility, with a fortnight or three weeks at Margate, but nowadays 
it means a bicycle, with a month in hospital. 

Another case which has occurred to us of extremes meeting is 
when the young man who is going to bed, and the other one who 
has just got up, both see the sun rising. 

How strange it is that the more you give a friend your opinion, 
the less he has—of you. 


— 





“A Oycle of Cath 


Qc — = : : emeeete 


ay.” 


Li Hunc CHANG seems more inclined to accept presents than to 


ive orders. Anyway, he has accepted 
sutenpetelng Yankee manufacturer, and the my ets s that he was 


immensely pleased with it, and expressed the 


the bicycle proffered by an 
f the wheel 


would become popular in China. This has induced us to adapt 

Tennyson to the occasion, thus :— 
spection, Li Hung having made his way, 

asona, takes a cycle to Cathay! 

Not in vain the distance travelled, if this sight our vision 


“On a journey of in 
After fifty days of 


strikes— 


Thousands of the bland Celestials scorching on their Yankee 


bikes! °’ 
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Complicity. 


‘TO MAKE A EUROPEAN CONCERT.’ 


) 


Wy wait for the Sultan’s sign 
l{is servants may well divine 
The heaven-sent master's wil] 


lor his lowering brow says ‘' Kill! 
And the amphitheatre ring 
Vith his minister’a murmurings 
| . sii T7311 9 
" ia aaa 
The lords of the earth agree 
‘] } atiently wait, and see 
T) e slave by the brute } r¢ ed : 


7 
] 
kor its doubtless al] for the best 
And the future is far from clear 
And war ie a tning to fear 


"sli kK 1.9 I 1. ¢ 
Yi] } Aen 
Kill tai rN ibd 


The Rulers of all the earth 
Make merry, nor let their mirth 
Be slain by @ poor slave's cry 
Ie he dead? Well, we a)! must die! 
Why worry and fume and fuss ? 
What matters his death to us” 
Slay! Slay! Slay! 


For now is your golden time 

All's relative! What is crime 
Sut a word? and, as for shame, 
The Sultan's alone to blame 

Now Czare and Emperors meet 

The concert is quite complete 





At the sign of the lowered thumb 
The Concert itself is dumb. 

So torture the slave and kil), 

None stays you, ‘tis Heaven’s will! 
The old man stricken with years, 
{he mother blinded with tears. 

Slay! Slay! Slay! 


Come dance us the devil’s dance, 


Great’’ Britain is dumb, and France: 


\nd, behold the Great White Czar 
Aloft in the Juggernaut Car 
Breaks sympathy into the dust 


bo i gig ee 

[he patron of horrible lust 
Kill! Kill! Kill! 

Si Germany fails for fear, 


The bones of her Grenadier 
Grin death at the tortured slave 
And Austria will not save ' 
And Italy stands afar ! 
So, kill, in the name of Czar, 
Kill! Kill! Kill! 


Ciutch at the forelock of time. 
A little more vice and crime, 
A little more of misrule, 
A little more blood—O, foo] ! 
Is nothing then stronger than kings 
That you venture to do there things ? 
Hush! Hush! Hush! 


For nearer and yet more near 
l)raws Fate, and the end grows clear 
When Turk hall ce b 
hen lurkey snail cease to be, 
And Europe, once more, be free 
From the sore, and the filthy stain, 
Then you'll cry, but tocrv in vain, 
Spare! Spare! Spare! 


-, 


S<)rTEMBER 15, 18 


And, surely, tis is the hour! 
Rise, Britain in all your power ; 
With ‘ Cross of St. George ’’ unfurled, 
Speak tnunder, and shake the world, 
The time for delay has passed, 
Throw scabbard away at last, 


) ' 


And Slay! Slay! Slay! 


Poultry Puns. 


First Hen.—** Your owner is an arti- 
isn’t he?” 

Second Ditto.—‘*‘ Yes; and I often 
wonder he doesn’t use me for a Ja), 
figure. I should make a good sitter.”’ 

First Ditt “Why, you don’t want 
him to draw you, do you?” 


+ 


Hat-tracting the Jury. 


Courteous Shop Walker.—* What can 
we have the pleasure of showing 
madam to-day ? "’ 

Prospective Customer.—‘‘ I want some- 
thing neat but showy, attractive yet 
modest, of the newest design, and yet 
apparently inexpensive, something whic!) 
will accentuate my grief, and yet not 
make me look ugly; do you think you 
understand ?” 

C. S. W.—* Perfectly, madam. The 


q 


Breach of Promise Hat Department 18 
ipstairs on the first floor, madam.’ 
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mines. 


what is 


sloppy, sight. 


Hawarden, 























place of gunpowder, let u 


America is still in the throes of gold and silver. 
and the silver party are calling each other awful names, and each 1 
swearing that the success of the other mean 
We are quite used to this sort of thing, even in this played 
Monarchy—on a smaller scale, of course. 


The battle is being fought over the mines 
Only the Silverites seem to be actuated by the 
mine is theirs. 
is very hazy indeed. 


Wednesday.—It began to rain to-day, heavily. 
brella, and went to see the Cwsar launched, an interesting, if 
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* By THe “ENPrANT TERRIBLE.” 






v Masor Watkins in deference to 

the Little Englanders—has been 
suspended in Rhodesia for having the 
rebel Makoni shot after being court- 


Q' y+ _. , ~-martialled and found guilty. Con- 
* te ‘aa: & sidering that Makoni was a rebel, 

6%o ids i\) , :; ee 
e \) bearing arms, the only thing that 
| | troubles me is, why the court-martial ? 

e ; ? 

/ . - 
| Of course, if we are going to conauct 
as our wars against the savages with 


glycerine and cucumber instead of 

nitro-glycerine and toilet powder, in 

say so, and have done with it. 
. 

The gold party 

: oe 

ntry. 


it old 


disaster to the « 


_ ¥ 
the gold and silver 
idea that 
Indeed, their conception of mewm et tuum 
- % 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 41.) 
E.YYEMINATE BRITAIN, 
Is the Viking blood still flowi: 
Is the Saxon vigour past, 
Has the Norman valour left us, 
Is our England dead at last? 
Has our Empire crossed its zenith, 
Must it fall, as fell great Rome, 
Are our vitals sapped by shopping, 
Has the gold lust really come 
To kill the love of glory 
That bas made our English story? 
Is it “ Commerce " and not “ Country ” 
That is now the British boast ? 
Are we prouder of the pedlar 


Than the men who guard our coast 
Have the merchantm: 
To the gallant wooden wa 
That ha meade this Fu and Eengland 
Can it be that Britain calls, 
Not for ro to defend he fr. 
B itf } “kate! cau it e 1} 
Oh, ] and, M r En 
By t asl f ud 


By the splendour of your story, 

By the hearts of heroes sped, 
Awaken to your grandeur, 

Heeding not the craven cri 
Which would lure you to dishonour 

From the path which "fore you lie 


The straight path our f 


,OTOUOCATS RAVE Y 


Leave it not--then none could save y 


Fun Week by Week. 
By THe PaRtTry ON THE Spor. 


Bought an um- 


Looked in for a few minutes at the Irish Convention. 


Having, unfortunately, omitted to take my shillelagh with me was 
not able to join in the conversation 
where 


So left early and made for 


there was a féte, and one of those beautiful 


| 


ee — ~ _ 


things—a brass band contest. Mr. Gladstone “ spoke a piece,” and 
I was very glad, because no bands played while he was talking. 


BRASS. 


All self-sufficient parties and 
The neuveau riche in station, 

Are just about the brassest band 
You'll find in all creation. 

The Hawarden lot were not this kind, 
But took their tea and crumpets 

With placid mind—though we did find 
Them blowing their own trumpets. 


Just peeped in at Newcastle-on-Tyne to see the Sanitary Con- 
gress open itself, then hurried back to a place on the G. J. Canal, 
near Blisworth, where a couple of bargees were disputing who had 
the right to go through the lock first—hundreds of bargees behind 
each of them waiting to get by. Impressive scene, suggestive of 
the beauties of a dogged British resolution. 


Thursday.—It went on raining heavily. Bought a macintosh, 
and went to see Mr. Alexander Wilson installed Master Cutler of 
Sheffield. Bought another macintosh, and went to Brock’s benefit 
at the Crystal Palace. War of the elements—fire and water. Very 
fine (the war, not the weather). 


Saw the Armenian revolutionists, or whatever you cal 


Friday. : ° 
Also noticed the football season begin 


them, safely to Marseilles. 
at several places. 
COMING AND GOING. 
Oh, the willow is gone to its nest, 
With the pads and ball for a pillow, 
And the cricketing interest 
For the present is wearing the willow ; 
For old “ Footer’ has coma to the fore 
(With a beast of a break in the weather) 
And the footballers baw] ever more 
‘‘ There’s nothing whatever like leather.”’ 
Dined at the Holborn in the evening with the London Indian 
Society, Mr. Dadabhai Naoroji in the chair, and very good form. 


Saturday.—It persevered raining heavily. Borrowed a Glad- 
stone umbrella and attended a Conservative picnic at Blenheim 
(‘‘ where the spaniels come from”). Came back and welcomed 
the Windward into the Thames. Afterwards down to Hastings to 
see last match of Australian team (v. South England). Wished 
them a safe journey home and hurried off to dine with the Czar 
and Czarina at Breslau. 


Monday.—It kept on raining heavily. Hired a waterproof 
hansom and went to see the sculling championship rowed for by 
Stanbury and Gaudaur. Latter took it on his very superior 
merits. Went afterwards to help the Czar and Czarina review tke 
troops at Gorlitz. Back in time to hear a bit of the three choirs’ 
rehearsal at Worcester (‘‘where the sauce comes from’”’). Also 
ran up to St. Andrews to watch a foursome between Mr. and Mrs. 
Asquith, Mr. Balfour, and ‘Tom Morris.’’ Finished up the even- 
ing at the Palace. 

ALL A LOTTIE-RY. 


With pleasures and with palaces, 
Wherever we may roam, 

Charles Morton’s always proving he’s 
Uncommonly at home. 

And now a bill’s gone up to say 
All griefs may be assuaged, 

For Miss Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay 
Is specially engaged. 


7 uesday.--Went to the Craftsmen’s and Industrial Exhibition at 
the Royal Aquarium. Very nice collection showing craft and 
industry in several directions. Later on had a short but glorious 
experience at the Trade Union Congress. Got ‘the chuck” 
becaure I employed a non-union man to show me the way to the 
meeting room. 


MAKING VERY FBEE. 
It’s Down with all tyranny grim ! 
Let men of all nations be free’d ! 
And set up the chain and the dungeon for him 
Who dares to demur to our creed. 
Let each, under Freecom’s pure flag, 
His opinions declare without fuss, 
And let us all gag (with a very big gag) 
The fellow who differs from us. 
THE SPOTTER. 
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Liverpool taken at West Meddl«ton Frcem thence the fugitives made for New York There they fell 


the whaling grounds to the Polar regions. The chance of discovering the North Pole at a trifling 
instantly caught on. 
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peak 


at Boffin Bay. While on an icefloe Botcher had a narrow escape from a Polar bear. His life might 


up. After three days’ vain search for the Pole, Botcher offered £50 for the man who first sighted it. 


brought the North Pole home with him to present to the British Museum. 


’ 


SOTCHERS BAY 
“—-NOTICE > 
TRESPASSERS 
a wih & i « 


9SECUTR D 














s . le ag 
_ But the distinguished explorer took precautions to prevent any fature Polar ad 
Pain te d. and the name of its first and only discoverer cu 


Mrs. Botcher from Dr. Nansen and Mr. Jackson, of the Jackson-Harmsworth Polar Expedition, filled 


0 


4nd unique achievements of the Botcher Polar Expedition. 











lventurers claiming 


t thereon, with the date of the glorious triumph of mano 


lO) 


“ANDY Man, Expiorus THE FRIGID- ZONE, AXD Disciosva rue Norts Pore. 





At midnight, Botcher an4 Biffles, the Beery, made good their escape from the People’s Tower. Muddle Villa was cautiously avoided, The 1-30 train to 


in with an American whaler, who, suspecting them to 


be a pair of deep-dyed criminals fleeing from Justice, offered, for a consideration, to take them on his vessel, Whiéh was bound for Newfoundland, and through 


utlay was too good a thing to be missed, and Botcher 





ih, 
j } ~ on if | 
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"=" Botcher’s absence from the haunts of civilisation was desirable for a time, at least until the flying car affair had blown over. The whaler got icebound 


have paid the forfeit of his daring, had not the bear 


turned out to be an ice-formation only. Then the storage of whisky and beer gave out, and Biffles’ tongue felt like a new blotting pad with nothing to soak 
Biffles one day, away from the snow huts sketching, 
came across the identical thing. An hour or two with his chopper, and oil colours, then he returned to the great explorer with the joyful news, and to claim 
the £50. The Handy Man was overcome with elation. Now, indeed, undying fame was his! But for upsetting the equilibrium of the universe, he would have 





ae GREAT ExPio,, 


fac Boreas, 





the honours due to himself. He had the Pole nicely 
ver Nature . » Telegrams have reached 
with congratulations in consequence of the brilliant 
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Tobacco Cutters. 


Mr. Fux has been very much in- 
terested in the tobacco war which has 
lately been raging in the cclumns of 
some of the daily papers. He has, so 
to speak, taken a bird's-eye view of the 
whole business. He is perfectly willing 
to admit the excellence of the principle 
of “small profits and quick returns,” 
particularly when applied to the tobacco 
business, but he recognise# at the same 
time that when competition runs mad it 
somewhat violates the “live and let 
live” principle. The farthing saved to 
the consumer often means a business 
lost to the small retailer. He shrewdly 
guesses that some of the big firms who 
have plunged headlong into the con- 
troversy have merely done so for the 
sake of a puff, which is not unnatural 
considering their business. Finally, Mr. 
Fun's advice to the tobacco trade is 
this : ‘‘ Cut the weed as fine as you like, 
but drop this infinitesimal cutting of 


, 9 


prices ! 


The Run-Unculus. 


SHE would run like & mouse, or run like 


a hare; 

Or run like an ostrich, or run like a 
mare ; 

Or run like the racing boys run at a 
fair ; 


Or run as a girl runs to purchase some 


MORE WOUNDED VANITY. sweets ; 


, Her runs ran into remarkable feats. 


Millicent." There is an artist. I'm sure he is dying to sketch us just as we are.’ 
. . : > ‘ J 2 . ’ 4 
4 , yr. , l 
Audrey.— Yes; he is coming to beg us to keep still.’ ~ = words run on one note in 
The Artist, a few moments later.—*' Would you ladies be good enough to move - , 
; : fin Seagal S y's 
either to the right or left, as I most particularly want to get a clear view of the old aa oy quite as long as runs Charley’s 


lighthouse yonder ? 


Right Behind! 


WHEN I was quite of tender years, 

And p’r’aps a rather naughty nipper, 
How loud my yells! How large my tears ! 
When mother plied mv father’s slipper 

Right behind ' 


When I've been getting in a ‘bus, 
And been a trifle long about it, 
Ere I've got seated, that sharp “ cuss,”’ 
T! e man who takes the fares, has shouted 
‘ Right bebind! "’ 


When I've looked forward with delight 
To see the fav'rite ‘‘ gee-gee " wiuning 
And struggled to obtain a sight, 
The crowd has alwavs sent me spinning 
Right behind ! 


When I've been leaning ‘gainst a gate, 
And with the fact was unacquainted 
That painters had been there of late, 
I've found my new suit freshly-painted 
Right behind ! 


When I've been courting a sweet maid, 
How very quickly have I * scooted "' 
When I've been most unkindly “ paid ' 

By her pa’s foot, heavily-booted, 
Right behind ! 


For long, long years, in life's hard race, 
Although I know I am not gifted, 
I've striven for a foremost place, 
But now find that I've slowly drifted 
Right behind ! 








A Storm in a Tea-cup. 


“Your cakes are not like my mother’s cakes, darling,” remarked 
Mr. Justwed to his wife at tea-time. 
‘‘Of course not!” exclaimed Mrs. Justwed, sarcastically. ‘I 


don’t know how to make a cake ; I——”’ 

‘IT was going to say, my dear,” said Mr. Justwed, mildly, 
“‘ that——”’ 

“Oh! I know what you were going to say,” interposed Mrs. 
Justwed, angrily. ‘‘ You were going to say that my cakes are as 


9 


heavy as lead, and only fit to chop wood on, and—— 

‘‘My dearest!" interrupted Mr. Justwed, soothingly, ‘‘ don’t 
excite yourself so unnecessarily. I was merely going to re- 
mark——'"’ 

‘‘Why don’t you go back to your mother?” suddenly shrieked 
Mra. Justwed. ‘Then you could live on her cake, and die on it, 
aud be buried in it! Aod—and—oh, you horrid man!” And she 
burst into a flood of tears. 

‘My pet!” said Mr. Justwed, taking her in his arms, though she 
struggled desperately to free herself from his embrace. ‘Listen, 
angel. I was only going to remark that your cakes are not like my 
mother’s cakeg——.” 

Here Mrs. Justwed kicked so frantically to break away from his 
arms that he was compelled to stop speaking, and devote all his 
energies to holding her. This being successfully accomplished, he 
continued — 

“That your cakes are not like my mother's cakes—don’t kick. 
dearest !-—because my mother always makes seed cakes, and you 
always make plum ones; and very delicious your cakes invariably 
are, darling!”’ 

‘‘Why—why didn't you say,so before, you cru-cruel man!” 
sobbed Mrs. Justwed on his shoulder. 

























































































a 























FUN. 




















I went to the Palace Theatre the other 
evening, and enjoyed myself very much. I 
thought I would state this boldly at first, so 
that there shall be no mistake on the matter. 
There were many excellent things provided by 
Mr. Morton. First and foremost there was 
Miss Lottie Collins. She is a most promising 
young artiste, as frisky and agile as ever—she 
is the English Vanoni, without the French 
broadness of that celebrated ‘‘ chanteuse,” as 
we call them nowadays. She dances divinely, 
and!sings with a vivacity and a meaning that are very rare on the 
English music-hall stage. ‘‘ The Girl on the Ran-Dan-Dan”’ is a 
splendid ditty, full of life and go—being full of go, it went with a 
“bang.” Then, also, ‘‘Quakeress Ruth” is everything that is 
sprightly, and Miss Collins’ other efforts are equally attractive. 


Mr. Gus Elen—who is quite a genius in his way and an 
admirable judge of new songs—gives us ‘ It’s a Great, Big Shame,”’ 
which is a great, big treat. Mr. Gus Elen’s costers are full of an 
artistic realism and insight that make them very interesting 
people indeed. Miss Katie James, too, is another artiste, very 
different from the average ‘ serio-comic,” inasmuch as Miss James 
can be really seriuus and really comic, which the average serio- 
comic can’t. Katie is always refined and she uses her pretty little 
voice admirably. Mr. Henry Helme sings his Italian songs with 
magnificent gusto. 


Mr. Henry Carsdale earns his living by turning himself into a 
vocal poultry yard, and very amusing and clever an entertainment 
itis. The Tiller troupe dance charmingly. Miss Ross-Selwicke 
and Mr. Raymond continue to present that delightful pantomime, 
“ An Ideal ’’—one of the daintiest things seen on the variety stage. 


The tableaux vivants continue their triumphant way. 
GossAMER. 














Deduction. 


EverysBony who lives in Majolica Road, Croydon, knows that 
Toot and Coot have quarrelled, but no one seems to know why 
these two bosom friends have fallen out. Tne real reason was this. 
One Monday evening Toot, who is one of the lazy unemployed, was 
reading in his little smoking den, when Coot looked in for @ social 
pipe. 

“Toot,” he said, when he had settled down into an easy chair, 
‘do you want to make a bet ?”’ 














‘“* What about ?”’ 


‘Well, I'll bet you a hnndred pounds to a shilling that you didn’t 
go to church yesterday.” 

“You're quite right ; but how the deace did you know? Didthe 
missus tell you?” 

**No, I haven’t seen her, 
into the room.” 

“Yes, but how? I didn’t say anything but ‘good evening,’ or 
something like that.” 

“Aha! I’m not going to tell you ; but I'll bet you a sovereign you 
don’t find out before the end of the week.” 

Toot thought himself just as clever as Coot, so he took the bet. 


“T may presume that you knew, or guessed, by something you 
saw when you came in?” he asked. 


“By something that I perceived,”’ said his friend, cautiously, 
‘‘and I don’t mind telling you that I didn’t hear it.’ 


Toot cogitated for a time, and then suggested: ‘‘ Was it the smell 
of yesterday's tobacco smoke? ”’ 


“Oh, dear, no! Something much more conclusive than that, 
When you spot it—if you ever do—you'll wonder why you didn’t 
guess it sooner.”’ 


Toot proceeded to examine the room, but there was nothing 
which suggested a solution. On the table were a novel, some 
papers, @ few cigar ends in an ashtray, a bottle of whiskey, and a 
syphon of soda water. On the floor were a tobacco jar and a waste- 
pee basket ; a pair of slippers lay in one corner, and an old coat 

ung on the door—that was all. 

“‘ Never mind,” he said, after a fruitless survey; ‘I have all the 
week before me. I shall do you yet." 

Coot Chuckled. He seemed very confident. 
going to do to-morrow ?’’ he asked. 

'* 1’m going to lunch with a pal and then on to the Oval.” 

‘Then I don’t think you'll ever guess,” said Coot, triumphantly, 


Toot was puzzled, and sat biting his nails till it was time to let 
his visitor out ; then he went to bed and lay awake nearly all night 
trying in vain to solve the riddle. Next day he lunched with his 
friend, who fqund him wonderfully poor company, came home, atill 
ruminating, and made another minute examination of his room. 
He went over every foot of wall paper and carpet, and studied every 
scrap of print and writing in the waste-paper basket, but he was 
none the wiser. Then he read allthe modern detective stories he 
could lay hands on, in the hope of finding a hint, but it was no 
use. 

By this time the riddle had got a thorough hold of him; he could 
think of nothing else, and his inability to solve it simply maddened 
him. He spent a miserable week, hardly slept a wink, and was so 
bearish and morose that his wife would gladly have paid the bet 
and asked Coot to end the business by an explanation if that 
ingenious person had not gone away for a few days. 

On Mealy night, however, the friends met. 

“T give it up,” said Toot. ‘ Your beastly riddle has nearly 
killed me. Here’s the sovereign. Now, how did you know?" 

“Tt was perfectly simple. When I came in I saw that you 
hadn’t shaved for at least four days, and I knew that your wife 
wouldn’t let you go to church with half-an-inch of stubble on your 
chin. See?” 

“T call it a low, dirty trick,” said Toot, angrily. ‘You took a 
mean advantage of re. You saw there was no looking-glassin the 
room, so that I couldn’t possibly see my own chin. It's a beastly 
swindle!” 

« All right,” said Coot, getting angry in his turn, “ here’s your 
dirty money. Good evening.” 

He threw the coin on to the floor, and went out ina huff. Now- 
a-days he and Toot only scowl when they meet one another in the 
street. Isn't it sad ? 


I deduced the fact as soon as I came 
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THOSE who enjoy @ pleasant holiday, free from rain of every 
description—“ showers,”’ ‘‘drizzle,’’ ‘‘ cats and dogs,’’ and the like 
—are recommended to the neighbourhood of the East London 
Water Company's reservoirs. There it is always fine and dry, 
whatever happens to less favoured spots. At least, so we are told, 
and expected to believe. 


. Majajie, the Queen of the Woodbush tribes, from whom Mr. 
Rider Haggard is supposed to have evolved his ‘‘She,” is dead. 
But whereas ‘‘She’s””’ age ran well into four figures, Majajie ex- 
ety at 120—a mere child. A babe of even fewer summers has 
een deputed to succeed her. 


The waitresses on the Terrace of the House of Commons are, it is 
said, to bedoneaway with. This is insisted on by a numerous body 
of the female relatives ot hon. members, we are told. The smoking 
room was already becoming the home of much merriment and droll 
anecdote; and what can our poor statesmen do now—with whom 
Shall they converse ?—such time as the Diseased Potatoes Bill and 
the Paupers’ Christmas Turkey Bill are being discussed ? 


People seem very much astonished and grieved to find that the 
released dynamitards have not come out of prison sleek and fat and 
thoroughly happy, and already sundry papers are going into hys- 
terics on the subject. Some weak-kneed people are always found 
to champion the cause of disappointed blackguards. Their “ suf- 
ferings in prison,” indeed! What would thousands of innocent 
Creatures have suffered had these four gentlemen managed to 
evade the eyes of our detectives ? 


A good story is being told of an old Scotchwoman who, to try and 
frighten her “ gui2-man " off too-frequent visits to the dram shop, 


SEPTEMBER 22, 1896. 





got her son to intercept him and pretend to be the Evil One, The 
interview took place. 

“Wha are ye?” asked the sinner of the spectre, 

“I’m Auld Nick!” 

“ Are ye, noo?” said the unabashed John, eagerly, ‘‘ Weel, mon, 
come awa’ an’ gie’s a hand shake. Dinna ye ken J’m marrit tae 
your ain sister ?” 


The Orkney Herald is desirous of nipping in the bud a new 
form of Sabbath-breaking, that is creeping snake-like into their life 
up there, It is the ‘Sunday Saunter.”” Oh! the wickedness of it! 
When a poor devil, pent up week in, week out, over his work, takes 
to ‘ sauntering " on the Sabbath to get a little fresh air, the nation 
must indeed be descending to the Bottomless Pit. 


A tramp recently complained bitterly to his friends about the 
iniquities of our law, that gave a man “‘ three weeks’ ’ard for wot 
they calls drunk and righteous," just for enjoying himself ! 


The Negus of Abyssinia is desirous of building a decent-sized 
town on the sea coast of his country. Suggested title—Port 
Negus. 


The dynamitards accuse our police of brutality, and of indifference 
to the suffering of others. Quite so, Their duty, at present 
especially, is to ‘‘ look after ‘ No. 1.’" 


Conducting any orchestra is always adinitted to be a difficult 
thing; but it would take a good man just now to successfully conduct 
the European Concert ! 


‘Bravo, Alphonse, you hav shoot a fox! 


Sport d la Frangaise. 
Bravo! You had 


Zat is more dangerous zan a leetle partreedge ! 
no fear, hein?” 

The Royal Family of Denmark is getting impatient for the return 
to Copenhagen of the Crown Prince with his English bride. Home, 
they say, is a Char-les(s) place without him; the Maud the 
merrier! 

‘‘ Scratch a Russian and you catch a Tartar.” Well, scratch an 
Englishman, and the result would be about the same to the 
scratcher. 


Customary. 


Ix accordance with an ancient custom in Newcastle-on-Tyne, 
every five years the Mayor kissed the prettiest girl present and gave 


her a new sovereign.” 

We never wanted to be a mayor before, but our address will be, 
for some time, Newcastle-on-Tyne, and we purpose taking up the 
freedom of the city—the decided—-freedom—of the city--at an 
early date. 


Noricz.—The Editor will t be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
- shinee shoompanted bye clamped and addressed envelope. 
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HOLIDAY SKETCHES. 
Jones.—"* Hullo, Brown! Are you off?” 
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Brown (who wishes he was).— Well, no; not exactly. Fact is, always carry a bag 
about, this time of year. Makes people think you’re living in the country.” 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


Onty children and fools keep the best for the last, wise people 
enjoy the best when tney can aod while they can. 


Marital jealousy is frequently the outward and visible sign of 
a want of self-esteem. 


The person who is nobody's enemy is usually also nobody’s friend. 


The cleverest storyteller is he who succeeds in fixing the scene of 
action in a place which none of his auditors have ever visited. 


It requires 5,759 feathers to cover a small goose, and yet a man 
often makes a goose of himself with one quill. 


There are no evils without some good in them, and when two 
women abuse one another, they generally tell the plain, unvar- 
nished truth. 


It is always worth while to remember that it is easier to tie a 
knot than it is to unfasten ict. 


If a medical practitioner were to give free advice, and medicine, 
tke doctors would immediately denounce him as a quack. 


When a man says that he wants his hat ironed badly, he doesn’t 
mean it. 


Empire-ical. 
Jones.—** What is that fellow, Fuannyman, that he should want to 
join our club?" 
Brown.—*' Oh, he's an artiste." 
Jones (eontemptuously).—‘‘ Ob, indeed! Does he paint or 
draw?” 


Brown.—“ Both. He paints his face before he goes on the stage, 
and he draws champagne corks afterwards."’ | 
(Jones decides not to blackball him after all.) 


a — nn 





Expensive Advice. 


Richly.—“ How am I to get rid of that 
fellow Hardup? 1 hate nim, but he’s 
always forcing his company on me.” 

Kleverskin.—‘* Lend him a sovereign ; 
he’ll never come near you again!” 

Hardup (who has overheard the con- 
versation, to himself). — ‘‘ Won’t I, 
though! TI’ll borrow another one off 


him!” 











Tit for Tat. 


Editor (to Comic Paragraphist)— 


‘¢ Your jokes lack originality.” 


Comic Paragraphist (irritably).— So 


does your criticism !”’ 


A Cyclist’s Conclusion. 
‘* Between two stools you reach the 


ground,” 
For it’s a very risky game: 


Between two wheels I’ve often found, 
You’re very apt to do the same! 





Ought 


bidder all the season.’’ 


Second Ditto.—“ Yes; I think she 
ought to have an auctioneer’s license!” 






to be Licensed. 
First Man.—* That Mies Needy has 
been trying to seli herself to the highest 


rr 





Stung. 





Sister (angrily).—‘‘I will never speak 
to that horrid Mr. Blunt again!” 


Brother.—“‘ How is that?” 


Sister.—‘' Why, he has been ridiculing 
what he calls my ‘ wasp-like waist.’”’ 
Brother.—‘ Ah, therein lies the sting 


of it!” 





PoLTWATTLE was reading aloud the other night to Mrs. P., and 
came across this French proverb, “ A pretty woman is loved for a 
while, and an ugly one for ever,” and laying down the book he 
beamed across the table to his wife and said, ‘‘ Ah! dear, you will 
be loved for ever!” and it was hours before the cause of the sudden 
coolness dawned upon him. 


The Showman’s Lion. 


‘Wack hup! 


with ’em!”’ 


The caravan was soon full of people anxious to see the “ lion with 


two tails.” 


“ There’s the ferocious hanimal, ladies and gents,” said the show- 
miserable-looking lion that appeared to 


man, pointing to a man 
“Hit was captured in the wilds of 


be contemplating suici 
Hafricay while in the hact of heatin’a man. 
Hengland hit got loose and jumped hoverboard, but one of the 
sailors got a rope with a ’ookand a lump of pork on the hend of it 
which the lion swallered, and it was ’ooked on board agin. Hit’ss 
horful savage beast, ladies and gents, but I’m werry fond of it, for 


Walk hup! 


it eat my mother-in-law the other day! ” 


“ But where are its two tails?’’ asked one of the audience; “ J 


can only see one, and there isn’t much of that.’’ 


‘* Well, ladies and gents,"’ said the showman, with a twinkle in 
his eye, “it’s got its hordinary tail, and the other hexstrordinary 
tale hattached to hit is the one I've jist told yer about its jumpin’ 
into the sea, and bein’ ’ooked on board agin! 
gents, if yer will kindly go hout, it’ll make room for another hin- 
telligent haudience to see this most wonderful phernomernon of 


natur’ !”’ 











«an. . | 
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ladies and gents, and see the lion 
with two tails!’’ shouted the perspiring showman, one Easter 
Monday Bank Holiday. ‘‘ Honly one penny hadmission! Hinfants 
in harms free, gratis, for nothink, so long as somebody comes in 


When coming to 


Now, ladies and 
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The Burden of the Powers. 


Frenp Carnage shrieks severely, 
As through the streets he scours: 
Peace— lysed, or nearly— 
Falls ting in ber bowers. 
Fiend Carnage loves sincerely 
The prey his maw devours: 
Sweet life is here sold dearly, 
While there the victim cowers. 
The ‘‘ Damned One ”’ bids austerely 
The red blood run in showers— 
Like Nero, chuckling cheer’ly 
On one of Rome’s high towers! 
And we? The business merely 
Of looking on is ours: 
We want to prove quite clearly 
Our powerlessness, we Powers! ! 








“ Liver !” 
For many years I had a berth 
With pay but slowly mounting, 
So one day hinted I was worth 
A “rise,’’ my long years counting. 
My Irish ‘‘ boss’ growled—* Er’ yescoot, 
Ye'll have one, ye’ll diskiver!”’ 
He lifted me with his big boot! 
I put it down to “liver!” 


I knew a maid with lots of cash, 
And haunted her quite madly ; 
Perhaps it was a trifle rash, 
But I'd ‘‘Jove’s fever’’ badly ; 
So pleaded to be told my fate— 
Her answer made me shiver, 
For it was ‘‘ No /”’ with look of hate 
I put it down to “liver!” 


I owed my landlady some rent, 
Which caused a split between us ; 
Before she’d ne’er asked me for & cent,— 
To fall out, none had seen us— 
But now she snapped if I did not 
The rent instanter give her, 
Why, I should get it “‘ precious hot!” 
I put it down to “ liver!’’ 


My nerves, somehow, are all unstrurg, y) 
My appetite is failing ; ’ 
I have a bitter, biting tongue— 
At folks I can’t help railing ; 
I’m so depressed, I oft think that | 











My grave will be the river, short head.” 
For life seems weary, stale, and flat— 


I put it down to “ liver!” 


™“ fe, 
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THE WANE OF THE HONEYMOON. 


George (reads ).—‘‘ —— On entering the straight, Unicorn drew out and won by a 


Ethel (interrupts).—‘O, bother; I see that silk blouses are to be much worn this 
season, trimmed with,” &c., &c. 














His Fee. 


LawyYErs, whether deserved or not, bear the reputation of being 
money-grabbers, and there are countless stories afloat as to this 
propensity. Many of such stories are undoubtedly fictitious, but 
the following has the merit of being strictly true :— 

A gentleman had a five-shilling piece, and was doubtful as to its 
genuineness. Happening to meet a lawyer, with whom he was 
slightly acquainted, he asked him his opinion, as to the coin’s 
genuineness. 

The lawyer tested it, and remarking, ‘‘ Oh, it’s good enough!” 
coolly put it in his pocket, and said, ‘‘ Now you owe me one-and- 
eigh: pence! ”’ 











Housing v. Keeping Housed. 


(257,000 ladies have memorialised the House of Commons for the 
extension to women of the Parliamentary franchise.) 


WHEN the sprightly New Woman's permitted to share 
In the voter’s prerogatives, well we’re aware 

That at putting men into the House she will bear 

A commendable hand, with intelligence rare. 

But the number of husbands who, quitting their fair, 
To the pleasures of clubland each evening repair, 
Incontestably proves (so the cynics declare) 








Tnat she basn’t much talent for keeping men there! 


ee 








Our ’Olidy. 


WE both ‘ad the dibs, me an’ 'Arry 
To tog ourselves nobby an’ grand, 

Two pusfulls of oof did we carry 
Away from our own native Strand ; 

We pictured our noble selves payin’ 
Respeo’s unto Venice it’s Doge, 


Or through the famed Engandine strayin’, 


Or ‘untin’ up wolves in the Vosges. 


The wust of the bizness is 'Arry, 
’E figgers so ‘ungry and thin, 
W'erever 'e wenters to tarry 
The tarble-dote won't let 'im in. 
And, in spite of my hair mili-tary, 
W’enever I hogles a gal 
The himperdent, chick little fairy 
Is suttin to larf at my pal. 


We ‘ave bin ne -vooin’ an’ scrapin’, 
We've ram for nearly five week, 
An’ the furriners’ manners bin apin’, 
An’ a tryin’ their lingo to 
We ‘ave bin to Boolong and to Parry, 
So now for our native coun-tree, 
We must over the Streak me an’ ’Arry— 
“Comprenny? O river!” that's me. 
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Ready Accomplice.—“ That's all right, sir; I ’unted 'im hout o’ the ’ay field myself on’y yist’day 


oy gee ah . 
€ a ee en 


i 
\ Conscientious Dealer.—‘‘ I wish we could say, ‘’As bin ’unted’ ! ” 
HI 
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His The giddy d f nati 
Hide ; giddy dance of nations, And, so you learn the lesson 
i (ani Congratulations Where all but you are blind— That she alone can teach, 
ALY (THE REAL OBJECT OF THE She’s brave and fair, There is no height 
mine | CZAR'S TOUR And debonnair, | With honour bright 
i Hi ai ? ‘R.) But fickle as the wind! | Beyond your aim and reach ! 
Piety” te O, Czar of all the Russias, he’s no Imperial dallard | O, Czar of all the Russias, 
H AT What come you forth to see? » Bo hehe aad kiss the dust— | What come you forth to see ? 
aite ; The Folly which is Prussia’s ? With blood her flag is coloured, The pompous Pride that’s Prussia's? 
th iam , The Pride of Germany ? | Her sword will never rust ; Great France’s pageantry ? 
Poitwme The Fatherland triumphant ? | She will not creep secluded O, take the nobler lesson, 
; or : The dogs of war that brag, Down diplomatic ways-— Aside the baser fling— 
Hid y Who snarl and spring She, raging, comes And from our Queen 
Pe About the thing | With roll of drums, The great truth glean 
aie They're pleased to call “a flag.” And all the world’s ablaze ! That Love thrice crowns the King 
Pipe a 
hh Nate What think you of the Kaiser, No housewife tame and humble, / omens %~ 
q ais His might, his wit, hie rank ? An Amason is she! ‘ 
ict ger pa sone ’ ' Your schemes she’ll snap and crumble The First Quarrel. 
Hie using mountebank ; | ; ie. ss sid , 
Aine be Bombastes Furioso— | m.. be yey om Loox, Charlie!” exclaimed Mrs. 
TRE ob Cum-Ajax-mid-the-flock ; A partner odd On habia Justwed, triumphantly, “I made this 
Who'll fight or yacht Dur bitter foe ? | pie all by myself; and, do you know, 
As soon as not, Well. be it so— the exertion of doing it has made me 
With hip, hip, hoch, hoch, hoch! a | quite tired.” 
» : Our peer, our only peer! “I don’t wonder at it, my dear,” 
Bey, come you, Little Father, Come, Great White Ozar, come hither, remarked Mr. Justwed, as he vainly 
slight a thing to see ? Salute Great Britain’s Queen ! endeavoured to make an impression on 
Or, may be, it is rather Her people's love is with her the pastry with a knife. “To have made 
The Austrian chivalry As it hae ever been. a pie like this must have been very 
That draws the White Czar westward— Her reign has lasted longer heavy work!” 
ag Christian Seng : Than any Eaglish reign, And that is how the first quarrel 
knight Her weight of years began. 
ay more will fight But more endears, peer tee — 
Asiatic beast. More life more love doth gain. pee 
Or come you West to witness Gaze, Autocrat, upon her, Sea P 
The splendour which is France ? Bend low before her throne ; Way isa certain kind of ship com- 
To keenly judge her fitness Her goodness Czars may honour, manded by an old captain like robbery ? 
For partner in the dance? Her greatness Czars may own. Because it’s brig-and-age. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 112.) 
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CONGRATULATIONS. 


THE REAL OBJECT OF THE CZAR’S 
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THE CUT DIRECT. 


(Scene--Railway Station.) 











Intolerable Old Bore (approaching with open hands),—“ Ah! 
Charmed to have met you! What's going on - 
Smith (man of business).‘I AM. Ta-ta! ” 


A Subduer of the Sex. 


Tux great revolt of woman with its wonderful results 

Is in a state of hot debate—whereat the scribe exults ; 

It forms a splendid quarry for us pressmen to pursue, 

And in our inmost hearts we love the woman that is ‘‘ new.” 


And surely ‘tis a fruitful theme! Let history relate 

How ladies bave essayed to fill high offices of State; 

They've lost their awe for musty law and medicine alike, 

And ride, with daring unsurpassed, in “‘ bloomers "’ on a “ bike” ! 


Now, all these strange achievements, be they good or be they ill, 
The breast of Bradley Browne with great abhorrence used to fill; 
Such feminine vagaries did his soul most sorely vex, 

And grievously conflicted with his notions of the sex. 


Those notions were old-fashioned, and their Oriental flavour 
Was scarce adapted to advance a man in woman's favour; 
Fox Browne contended hotly, in his arbitrary way, 

ife her husband's slightest word should slavishly obey ! 
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Tue troubles in Armenia still hold the 
field. The Powers of Europe maintain 
their attitude of masterly inactivity, the 
only active persons being the Abdul 
Hamid and his myrmidons. The ques- 
tion that most appeals to us is—Shall 
England take independent action re- 
gardless of the European Concert? To 
borrow a simile from the card-room,— 
Are we to play ‘“ Solo,’”’ when the 
Armenians cry “‘ Misery”? 
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Force of Habit. 


Young Lady (to young editor).—‘* Do 
you return my love?” 

Young Editor (absent-mindedly).— 
“No; if rejected it will be consigned to 
the waste-paper basket!” 
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Punishment. 


Judge.—* Have you anything to say 
before sentence is passed upon you ?”’ 

Prisoner (a rabid poet).—‘‘I should 
like to read this little poem to your 
lordship ; me fears it will be long ere I 
have a like opportunity.” 





















Judge (sarcastically).—‘* I am here to 
administer punishment, not to be 





ae rte | punished mysalf!’”’ 


. 
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No Feathers. 


Friend (to Medical Student).—‘“ I sup- 
pose you will be a fully-fledged doctor 
soon, Tom ?”’ 

Medical Student (ruefully).—‘‘ No; 
I’m afraid I shall never be a fully-fledged 
doctor; I’ve been ‘ plucked’ so often!” 
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Likely to Kick. 

Chinker.—‘I quite dread facing Old 
| Bullion to ask him for his daughter’s 
| hand.” 
| Blinker.— You needn’t dread facing 
him so much; itis when your back is 
| turned to him that the greatest danger 
is to be apprehended!” 








Wood. 
‘‘T was rubbing some paraffin in my 
hair last night,’’ said Chump, “and it 
caught alight. I had a narrow escape, 
I can tell you; I was afraid my head 
would have been burnt to a cinder.” 
“Burnt to charcoal, you mean, 
Chump!” corrected Sharple. 


Smith, my dear fellow ! 


ee 


Quoth he: “If I’d a wife, and she once questioned my commands, 
| I'd threaten to exile her for a time in foreign lands ; 
| And if she ever hurled a taunt or saucer at my head, 

I really think ’'—his brow grew dark—‘ I’d pack her off to‘bed! ” 


“A married lady’s duty lies in making dainty dishes, 

And seeking out to gratify her husband’s tastes and wishes ; 
A woman with ambition is not worth one’s while to win, 
But if I catch a tartar—well, I guess I’ll tame her in!” 


. . . - . = 


With glaring tints of irony diversify man’s Jot; 
And it is very evident they had this fact in view 
When they compelled poor Browne to wed a woman who was 


| The Fates I've often noticed (’tis a curious way they’ve got) 
| 
| “ new.” 


She sits on various councils, and upon her spouse as well, 
And wears irrational costume—but Browne dare not rebel, 
For he at home is busy with the scrubbing-brush and duster, 





Which makes us think his early views were simply idle bluster ! 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 21. 


Tse Grrat BoTcHER RETURXS To Mis “ NaTIveE HXATH,” AND MEETS WITH a SURPRISE, 
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In due course Botcher arrived in England. Never, since her departure for spinster-sister Lertha's home, had Mrs. B. received a single communication from 
her husband. But the flying-car affair and the Polar business were matters well known to her, nevertheless. The triumphant explorer hud decided that he 
would return home, at night, and alone. The ecstatic joy of the reunion of himself and wife was too sacred a thing for eyes other than their own. He reached 
West Meddleton and his house unobserved. ‘ Muddle Villa to let. What could thismean?” Not until he had kicked open the back gate, and broken the 
bell-wire was he heeded. Then came spinster-sister Bertha, ‘“‘Martha? What? Where?” Silently, spinster-sister Bertha led the way to the back-parlour 
door. “There! monster of the deepest dye!” she sternly answered. “ Enter and behold, ruffian, the awful wreck of loveliness your infamy hath wrought! 


. 


You find your doating, trusting, and long-suffering victim now reduced to the condition of a helpless maniac!!! 
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The Great One was transfixed. Martha—his Martha—a drivelling imbecile! There she stands, an issue of some wretched paper (his own!) in her hand, 
from which she reads out, in thrilling tones of horror, an account of his flying venture. ‘“ See! see!” she goes on, turning her eyes ceilingwards, “See yon 
sweet cherub, seated on a rose-tinted cloud, it is my ownest Botcher! Aha, the cloud turns over! O, horror! horror! his doomed body falls down! down! 
down! Now it enters another hemisphere, and is caught on the spear-like top of the North Pole! His head is severed, and flies tomyarms. O, my botch'd up 

3otcher, woe is me, thy sad Ophelia!” Then the conscience-stricken Botcher saw his demented Martha snatch up an object, which he instantly recognised as 
the counterfeit aeronaut’s head! She caressed it as if it were his own. Then he approached her, but she knew him not, bidding him begone, as she “ wanted 
nothing in the way of small ware,” but adding, plaintively, “ you may look in some other time when passing!” 
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_ O, now, farewell for ever, flying machines and northern poles. Where now is the poet’s fame? The hero's reward? The discoverer’s diadem ? 
Nothing for it but a rope with which to shuffle off this mortal coil. Fittingly,in his dearly-loved workshop, in the basement, would he consummate the final 
job. ... Yet, stay, a few more brief moments, wherein to communicate his last wishes to spinster-sister Bertha. . . . One lingering, farewell pance at Ge 
hapless Martha—then !——Silently he crept up to the back parlour door. A voice—Martha’s: “Did I not enact the part well, Bertha?” she was saying, 
spinster-sister Bertha replying: “ You are a most accomplished actress, Martha. You have thrown yourself away on that idiotic old chameleon; but you must 


mtinue to keep out of your mind until BorcHER HIMSELY BECOMES SANE!” 
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That Embrocation. 


Lzt me preface this story with the anatomical information— 
that I am somewhat like Esau. ‘“‘Now, Esau was a hairy man.” 
I merely mention this fact that the following narrative may be 
more thoroughly appreciated. Tis 

a, within mine orchard, my custom always of the after- 
noon, I must have got some dampness into my legs, for I was, 
within a few hours, horribly rheumaticy. A day between the 
blankets failed to take the stiffness out of my limbs, so we com- 
municated with our family doctor, who sent a thickish lotion ‘to 
be rubbed well into the legs every four hours for twenty minutes.” 

A devoted wife assiduously rubbed it in as if my legs were cast-iron 
and rubbing didn’t matter, and then placed the bottle carefully 
away in & corner cupboard, where we keep all sorts of bottles and 

are of ink m, varnish, physics, enamels, cintments, pills, 
otions, and liniments. 

The D.W. (devoted wife aforesaid) having to go out on domestic 
efiairs, and being detained longer than was expected, the four 
hours expired, and it devolved upon our eldest offspring to under- 
take the duties of rubber-in-chief, or, as he preferred io call it— 
being an ardent reader of boys’ books—‘‘ The Robber Chief.” 

Here commences the thril ing part of this story, eo I request my 
readers to be prepared for the blood curdling that must inevitably 
result from the attentive perusal of what follows. 

“ Shall I light the gas, papa?” said the dutiful offspring, who 
was preparing to be a masher a year or two earlier than usual—(or 
is it masseur ? if so, it spoils the little japelet). 

“No, thank you, dear!’’ replied the economical author cf these 
lines. So—— 

“ There in the twilight, cold and gray, 
(not) Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,”’ 
as the bard hath it, and the deed was perpetrated. 

“ You'll find the liniment in the short, fat, bulky, square bottle 
in the left-hand corner of the first shelf in that cupboard.”’ 

“Is this it, papa?” 

“ Yes, dear. Sow, fire away.” 

And away he fore! * 

He poured out about a tablespoonful into the hollowed palm of 
one hand, rubbed the two together, and began to lubricate the legs 
just as pone who use the upgent rub in hair oil. 

I do not know whether you do it, but Jam always just breaking the 
shin-skin. I get into a railway carriage, I slip and skin my shin. I 
step over a rope, it tightens and skins my shin. I tread on a 
barrel-hoop, it cocks up and skins myrhin. I get into an omnibus, 
and almost invariably find that “‘ my bark is ‘ not’ on the shore,”’ 


but— - 
“My bark is off the shin. ’ 


And did not that lotion sting ? that’s all. 

If you don't believe me, try it. 

Oh! the sting shin skin. Please be careful how you say this. 

A few rubbings and the hope of the family observed, * Isn't it 
sticky, papa?” 

He was right, it was. And, as I mentioned early in this touching 
account, I am somewhat Esauian. 

Whilst the lad was getting out of the bottle a second supply of 
the embrocatlon, both his hands and my legs grew most unaccount- 
ably dry and sticky and hard, each of them felt as if it would, like 
the much-advertised starch, 

Keep its stiffness in the dampest weather,” 


-_—_-- -_ 


*“ Fore,” eh, what? Oh! I see, past tense of the verb “ to firs Umpse!—Ep, 


and I swear to you that when I moved either of them, the surface 
cracked. Absolutely cracked! 

A few more applications and the D.W.—aforesaid—returned 
home, and ordered the gas to be lighted, and, picking up the bottle, 
she said, “‘ What are you doing with ‘white, hard varnish’? ” 

“ White—hard—varnish!”’ I a, ejaculated, whilst the 
heir of the house judged that he had better make himeelf scarce, 
and beat a retreat, fearing, perhaps, he might have been treated as 
he treated the retrest. 

And I was thickly coated with hair, and the hair was thickly 
coated with white hard varnish. 

Scalding water was used, with the effect of only turning the 
whitebard harder than ever, whilst the ‘“‘ white” executed a 
chemical transformation scene to black—and half boiling me, or, 
as the offspring, who had, I hope, unwittingly reduced me to this 
sorry condition, remarked, unfeelingly, I was ‘pa’ boiled,” which 
is scarcely the observation one would expect from the son of one 
who gets his daily bread by inditing for ‘‘ the so-called comics.” 

(I always like to say ‘‘so-called comics”’; this pleases those who 
cannot get their lucubrations accepted by the humorous papers.) 

I could not go to bed. I could not put on my—tr———_ I wasa 
melancholy fixture. Talk about tar and featbers! You experi- 
ment with hair and varnish, Had I known Mr. Torquemada I 
would have recommended white hard varnish for the Spanish In- 
quisition. 

I remember Tennyson said something about, “Oh! for a touch 
of a varnished hand.’ I had now experienced it, and know what 
it was like. I also know what the stinging meant. You try any 
spirit on a cut if you doubt it. 

You may believe me, or believe me not, just as you like, but I 
was more than six weeks before daily vaselinings and lengthy 
soakings in scalding water, enabled me to get off my—my~—well— 
as this is a family paper, we’ll say—things. My—er—things 
seemed to imagine they were intended for a new epidermis, and 
that their ¢pecial walk and avocation were to stick to my poor legs, 
and they did, and nightly I had to be peeled like a sour orange, 
and from my legs came skin and hair, whilst from my lips came 
sin and swear. Ha! there I goagain. Lovely poetry wasted on 
the desert air—I may say deserted hair. This ought to have been 
an epic on my heir, especially as he picked the wrong bottle. 

Did I get any sympathy from the D.W. orthe D.O.? Married 
men, fathers, answerme. DidI? Bosh! All J heard was the 
D.W. say to the D.O., * Well, I’m glad I wasn't the varnishing 
lady.” 

“ Well, I’m——.” 


Poltwattle,—We can’t allow this in our paper.—Eb. 

















On a Bit of String. 


We understand that the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals will have the powerful support of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Children with reference to the question of 
docking dogs’ tails, for the latter society argues, with great apparent 
reason, that when the caudal appendage is thus abbreviated, it entirely 
does away with the innocent amusement which it has always been 
capable of affording—in connection with a piece of string and a tin 
can—to a great number of artless little ones, who will thus be 
deprived of a source of enjoyment which has been theirs by 
prescriptive right ever since the invention of tin domestic 
utensils. 








PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “ Hovis" do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 

Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis.”’ 

Apply to your Grocer for “ Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Dr. Nansen reached Christiana. Helped to enthu- 
siastically receive him. Chaffed him a little about not finding the 
pole, but patted him on the back all the same. Asked him if he 
meant to try again. Said he’d wait until he saw how he got 
through the dinners and things he’s going to have first. Giving a 
gay laugh I left him and hurried off to Doncaster. Saw Per- 
simmon win the Prince of Wales’s first Leger for him—had my 
little bit on, of course, but odds too short to make it very good biz. 
However, luck’s everything, and let us support the Royal Family 
whatever we do. After that to the Worcester Festival, where they 
were getting on very well, thank you. Thought I’d make a night 
of it, so joined the Army Manceuvres—night march—bivouack in a 
prize drencher of a storm and night attack at Fox Hills. Detach- 
— emulated the army in Flanders, and did both in splendid 
orm. 


NOT EASILY DAMPED. 


The soldier likes his meat and drink, 
But asks you not to pet him, 
And Tommy Atkins does not shrink, 
Though to the skin you wet him. 
He’s ready when the pow’rs require 
His ‘‘ strong right arm ” for slaughter, 
He’ll serve his country under fire— 
And likewise under water. 


Thursday.—And so I went to see him have another battle in the 
rain, helped Lord Wolseley to review him, and sent him home to 
geta warm bath andachange. Was just in time to hear remark- 
able verdict of second Galley trial. Disgraceful thing, of course, 
and direct encouragement to murder, but quite natural and proper, 
too. Law of England says a man must be tried by his peers. 
Galley obviously possessed of mental twist in the matter of right 
and wrong—only proper he should be tried by jury with similar 
mental twist—natural result, mentally-twisted verdict. Q.E.D. 
Went to the ‘‘ Proms.” in the evening. 


Friday. —Took a little turn among the Revising Barristers, had 
& very interesting time, got put on several lists and taken off 
several others. Attended the German Army Manceuvres and got 
tremendously thrilled with a cavalry charge, which threatened me 
with extinction. Saw a glow in the sky, which suggested a fire 
somewhere—found it was part of the Manton training stables. 
oye relieved to find horses all right, as I have a little bit on most 
of them, 


Saturday.—Saw Sir Charles Dilke open a Liberal Club at 
Hammersmith, then hurried over to Boulogne and helped Wildey 
to capture the notorious Tynan, surnamed it No.1. Felt pretty 
proud—so did Scotland Yard. 














SUCCESS, 


In the harbour of fair Boo-lone 
I sat iv a mood reflective, 
Admiring like mad (I own) 
The deeds of a smart detective ; 
What he (with his has done 
Much glory and honour have brought him— 
They've looked after No. 1, 
And—jigger be dashed—they’ve caught him ! 


Also ran along and saw the Trades Union Congress shut up. 


Monday.—Followed up our investigations and discovered a bomb 
factory at Antwerp. (Opened one jar thing—awful smell !—had to 
shut it up again pretty quickly!) Just set them going at Liverpool 
with the British Association, saw Li Hung Chang safely over the 
Canadian and Pacific, and then accompanied Sir Vernon Harcourt 
to Dr. Pagenstecher’s to see about his eyes. Dr. Pagente, etc., says 
nothing the matter, those eyes can see as far through a brick wall 
QS ever. 


Tuesday.—Made my way to Egypt by the early morning train. 
Over to Fereig, where troops pretty nearly ready for another go at 
the enemy. Saw everything was in proper trim, and then cut 
across to Chicago. Got there in time to see Mr. Ballington Booth 
ordained into a ‘regular’? church. So “ farewell, a long farewell to 
the Salvation Army, Othello’s occupation’s gone!"' Made m 
way to Hamburg after that and saw Tom Mann requeste 
(coercively) to retire from the country. 


SUPERFLUOUS, 


The Hamburg folks, like folks of our 
(Or any other) nation, 

Will welcome, as a sign of pow’r, 
Increasing population ; 

But when they bave enough, they know 
The fact as well as any, 

And out the beggar has to go 
When they've one Mann too many. 


Finished up with the Czar and Czarina at Copenhagen. Dined 


and slept at the palace, 
Tue SPorTTer. 


Sam Wellerisms. 
“I’m full of poetry,” as the editor’s waste paper basket observed. 
‘‘Tt’s never too late to mend,” as the old sinner said, who was 
not in a hurry to alter his wicked ways. 
‘‘ I’m full of woe,” as the bus driver complained when he had to 


stop, for the seventh time, going up the hill. 


“The end justifies the means,’’ as the man explained when he 


married an ugly old woman for the sake of her dividend. 


‘Tam spellbound,” as the schoolboy remarked when he was 


given the word pneumatic. 


“For the Fresh Air Fund,” as the man said when he gave a 
penny to the organ grinder who had been playing the same tune for 
a quarter of an hour. 

‘T’ll sit upon him,” as the girl exclaimed when she heard her 
lover knock at the door. 

‘I’m a little off colour,” as the seaside nigger minstrel observed 
after he had been caught in the thunderstorm. 

 Tc’s oft in the stilly night,”’ as the fellow remarked when he was 
asked why he liked a down pillow. 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. 


BIRD'S 


Enhances the acceptability of every 


CUSTARD 


POWDER _ 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


Gadbury’s 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity OocTror. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


BSTABLISGHED iu. 


Polishing 


Pp 
The moet reliable 


and Brilliantly ng Brees, Copper, 
Piatinold, &c. every where. 








London Office: St George's Hons, Easteheap, BO 


Needham’s 


for Clean. 


Paste. 
Metal 


Bole Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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Hi 12 LITTLE BOTTLES. 
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BOVRIL LIMITED, fo see. LONDON, E.C. 


DIRECTORS: 
THE RIGHT HON. LORD PLAYFAIR, G.C.B. LL.D 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Thought I’d go in for a little relaxation this morn- 
ing, so made a tour of the Registration Courts, and enjoyed myself 
very much. Great business of objecting and retaining, seizing on 
tec nicalities and what not, curious resuscitations of dead men, 
and discoveries of Evoglishmen born with foreign names and 
accents | 

THE SAME OLD GAME. 


There’s a crowd of politicians to the Registrar’s repair 
To get upon the list, to get upon the list, 
The Tory and the Radical are represented there 
(And perhaps the Anarchist, the merry Anarchist). 
And some are coldly cynical, and some are fuil of fire, 
While some are rather hazy as to what they all require, 
Some argue intellectually, and others with the fist, 
Sut they’re all upon the list, they're all upon the list. 


Took a run over to France to demand Tynan’s extradition—they 
said they’d see about it. I said they’d better, and came back to spend 
& pleasant afternoon at the private view of the first show of the 
Miniature Society. A brave little show, and spirited attempt to 
give a by no means played-out branch of art its proper prominence. 
Interesting exhibition, too, in itself, both in subjects and technique 
all the same, miniaturists can and must do better. Finished up 
the day by attending some atrocity meetings. Pray Heaven some 
g0od result arise commensurate with all the talk! 


Lhursday.—Found myself in the neighbourhood of Liverpool— 
having taken the train in that direction—and just looked in on the 
British Association to give them an encouraging word, Then to 
see “The Press” and “The Authors” meet in (cricket) battle. 
Natural result—a draw. Helped to float out H.M.S. Industrious. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contribut 
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Friday.—To the Confectioners’ Exhibition right readily, and did 
enjoy the sight of goodly things, which did raise mighty longings ; 


but nothing given away. 
SO OUGHT THEY, PERHAPS. 


When appetite asserts its right 
From biame we must exempt it 

(Of course, the more, when food galore 
Is spread abroad to tempt it). 

So when with pies they cause to rise 
Our hunger, they should slake it, 

And when they bake the tempting cake 
I think we ought to “ take it"! 


Tore myself away, after purchasing a packet of acidulated drops, 
and wandered about reflecting upon the enticing glories of the 
collection until time to help open the New Brixton Theatre, when, 
with Mr. Wilson Barrett, and his beautiful Sign of the Cross, I 
spent a happy evening, weeping bitterly most of the time. 


Saturday.—Spent the day gloating over the accounts of the fight 
in the Soudan. Spent the evening with The Duchess of Coolgardie 
at Drury Lane, and wished Mr. Coleman luck in his determined 
attempt to waik worthily in the somewhat large pair of shoes he 
has stepped into—to succeed in them will be a big feet-—-1 mean, 
feat—but he looks like doing it. 


Monday.—Spent the day going to Leith to welcome the Czar— 
or the Tzar, if you prefer the expression (a bit of. affectation, the 
latter, and suggests a Teaser). 


Tuesday.—Spent the day welcoming the Czar. Then came back 
in the evening and explained to the cab drivers that they were 
mugs” for striking against the privileged cab system. Some of 
them seemed to ree it, and promised to go back. Went and enjoyed 
Sir Henry Irving's beautiful production of Cymbeline as a reward. 
Was thoroughly rewarded—especially by the most poetical rendering 


of that most poetical fourth act. 
THe SpPorrer. 


Advice to Cyclists. 


‘Hardly a day passes without bringing intelligence of a serious 
cycling accident.—Daily Paper.) 
Beware of cabbies, horses’ feet, 
Gyrations in the crowded street, 
And let your speed be slow ; 
For oftentimes excess of zeal 
Will change the reckless cyclist’s wheel 
To melancholy woe ! 


ions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed ewwelope. 


No. 1,633. 
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Fair Kent.”’ which seems most unfair ' 
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P.C. (to Bu t ho has had the misfortune to havi 
mportance ' Now, then, young fellow, I shall have to run you i! 
| Poor Hoppers! 
‘The hopping season of 1896 is likely to be remembered in the 
East End of London for many years to come as one of the blackest 
| yn record. The weather has caused untold misery to hundreds.” 
| Vide Press.) 
Tue weather's leading them a dance 
Among the hops that's far from gay; 
| At “ picking" their hands get no chance, 
fi; And ‘‘ stealing” really doesn’t pay! 
* ' 
. 4 Their buts, although they're far from dry, 
ie Would be the better for a drain ; 
j All huddled up the hoppers lie, 
Te And don't enjoy ‘‘the longest reign!" 
. The fragrance of the hops, we're told, 
“2 Brings appetite like razor keen ; 
The fat-uous ones who looked for gold, 
: Must now be growing very lean. 
No doubt they sigh for their sweet (?) slums, 
To slumber in their stifling air, 
For they can scarcely earn bread-crumbs 


A SCORCHER ! 


his matches « 


Pani 











tch alight—with a levity totally at variance with his 


1; you can’t deny you are SCORCHING now!”’ 





An Egg-straordinary Marriage Proposal. 


‘‘A Portsmouth provision dealer, on unpacking a case of egg: 
from Carada last week, found one bearing the following inscription 


in lead pencil: ‘July, 96. 


If any nice young lady should by 


chance receive this egg, will she please write (for matrimonial 
purposes) to J. C. Thornton, Seaforth, Ont., Canada?’ ’’—Vide 


Press. 


An eggshell-ent plan to send over the sea, 

To bring a nice maiden his wifey to be; 

A neat little plot for the young man to hatch ; 
Let's hope that this fowler his birdie will catch! 


Sut it’s just ‘on the cards’ amaiden might think 
An egg was symbolic of evil, and shrink 

Her yolk might be heavy, if married, to bear, 

His love like an eggshell, not much good for wear! 


Another thing, too—this Jane, Susan, or Peg, 
Might fear that her hubby ’'d turn out a “‘ bad egg”’ 
But ‘an egg’s full of meet” ; let’s hope he will meet 


A nice little maid, and her lovingly treat ! 


' 
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- Tuo Little Vagabonds at the Princess’s is 
delicious. It is one of the sweetest plays of 
modern times. 2P 

Messrs. G. R. Sims and Arthur Shirley’s 
adaptation from the French of Decourcelle’s 
Les Deux Gosse is human from beginning to 
end. The story of the two little waifs—kicked, 
cuffed, starved—who love each other so 
, devotedly, will bring moisture to the eyes of 
24 ~, the most hardened. 

re Here is the briefest outline of the plot: A 
passionate husband returns from abroad, after four years’ absence, 
to the wife he ardently loves. He returns full to overflowing with 
love for his little son. On his return, circumstances of grave 
suspicion connect his wife with a liaison, and, half maddened by 
jealousy, he rushes to the conclusion that his wife’s child is not 
his, but another’s. In a fury of rage he gives the child to a thief 
to take away and educate in crime. Thus, argues the husband, he 
can punish his wife. 

Later on we see the thieves’ haunt—the high-bred cast- 
away is the staunch pal and protector of a little waif of the 
streets. A beautiful picture of boyish love is presented; every 
little detail bears upon the almost angelic love of the one for 
the other. The low-born arab is consumptive, consumed by @ 
terrible cough; the elder—who remembers nothing of his babyhood 
—steals to buy him cod-liver oil. In every action their affection is 
tenderly shown. 

The father is full of remorse and seeks to find his boy, At 
last he discovers the man into whose hands he gave the child. He 
promises him a large sum of money if he will restore the boy. 
But Dick, his son, has just run away, and cannnot be found, so 
Wally, the gutter child, is brought forward and presented to Mr. 
Thornton as his son. ’ 

Then follows some of the most touching incidents in the piece. 
Mrs. Thornton lavishes a wealth of love upon the boy; the boy 
gives his whole heart to her. His whole life is bound up in her 
his little heart bursts with pride in the possession of a mother who 
loves him; it is infinitely pathetic. But even more poignant is 
that which is to come. 

The truth comes out—and Wally learns that Dick, and not him- 
self, is the son. Then his heart breaks; he willingly gives up his 
life to save Dick from the murderers who wish to take him away 
again. The last act of Two Little Vagabonds is as beautiful as 
anything we have seen for years. 

The play has the advantage of some admirable acting. Had 
the parts of Dick and Wally been badly, or even only passably, 
acted, the fate of the piece would have trembled in the balance. 
As it is, the boys are represented by Miss Kate Tyndall and Miss 
Sidney Fairbrother. Both played splendidly ; every touch of senti- 
ment was given its full value—every episode was artistically 
treated. Other characters were excellently rendered by Miss 
Geraldine Olliffe, Miss Mena le Bert, Mr. Ernest Leicester, Mr. 
Gurney, and the rest. The piece is capitally staged, and went, on 
mee first night, without a hitch. It should be a very great success 
indeed. 


The Duchess of Coolgardie at Drury Lane. This play has hardly any 
connecting link between one act and another. Not that there is 
not plenty of excitement —for there is; but it is of an episodic rather 
than a dramatic kind. ; 

The whole action of the piece takes place in Western Australia, 
Among the gold fields. There we find—in Coolgardie—hero, 
heroine, villain, and accessories. The hero professes to have 
Passionately loved for years the woman he has been unable to make 








his wife until the beginning of the play. Then he immediately 
rushes to the conclusion that the child who accompanies her is 
hers. He doesn’t give her a chance of explaining—he is content 
to go through the whole play in the belief that the 
heroine is no _ better than she ought to be. As a 
matter of fact, the child and the shame are her sister’s; why 
the heroine should have taken both unto herself is known only to 
the authors—if even to them. It is made the more ridiculous 
because the heroine knows herself to be loved, and knows that her 
silence is breaking her lover’s heart. While there is nobody—at 
the time—-who would suffer if the truth were known, save her 
sister herself. There is an Irish song and dance in the last act for 
which there is no excuse whatever. 

The company is a strong oae. Mr. Charles Glenney is an 
admirable hero; Mr. Vanderfelt an unexceptionable villain. Miss 
Hilda Spong, a young actress from Australia, plays the heroine 
with fire and force and spirit; her method is very sympathethic, 
and her appearance is most charming. Mr. J. L. Shine is a jolly 
low comedian, Miss Laura Johnson plays an annoying Australian 
black in artistic fashion. Mr. Hermann Vezin, Miss Jordan, Mr. 
Lawrence Cautley, Mr. Lowne, and Miss Laura Linden help to 
swell the list of popular people. The Duchess of Coolgardie is far 
from being a well made play, but it has its moments of excitement, 
and it is decidedly picturesque. 


En Route, a new musical comedy, words by Mr. Cecil Maxwell, 
music by Mr. Ernest Bucalossi, started its travelling career very 
successfully at the Parkhurst last Monday. The story is not up to 
much, but the music is very pretty indeed, the company a clever 
one, the mounting very handsome, and the dancing bright and 
lively. The plot concerns itself with the theft and recovery of a 
valuable ruby; but nobody need trouble much about that. 

Mr. Bertie Chapman, Mr. Sam Wilkinson, Mr. Shelley, Mr. 
Richard Temple, jun., Miss May, Miss Evie Green, and Miss Wade 
are all very clever people, and will, I should think, please the 
provincials very much. 


Teddy's Wives, produced at the Strand on Thursday evening, is 
a funny farce of the boisterous order. Teddy is a gentleman who 
gets into a terrible muddle because he has married in secret, and 
the fun of the piece arises from the complications that ensue. The 
piece was exceedingly well played by Messrs. Mallaby, Gerald 
Moore, Fred Thorne, Cecil H. Thornbury, J. Wheatman, Miss 
Emily Thorne, Miss Audrey Ford, Miss Alice Mansfield, and Miss 
Maude Millett. 

GOSSAMER, 


Str Henry IrRvinG reopened the Lyceum on Tuesday last with 
Shakespeare’s comedy, Cymbeline. An enthusiastically-minded 
audience cordially welcomed the return of the Lyceum Company, 
and the inevitable speech was demanded from Irving, who amply 
satisfied the clamorous demands with some nicely-chosen adulatory 

riods. Sir Henry availed himself of the opportunity of revealing 

is intended programme, which includes the production of Sardou’s 
Madame Sans-Géne and the revival of Richard III., which was 
produced by him at the Lyceum 19 years ago. How time flies! | 
should not have thought it was so long ago. Cymbeline is not very 
stropg in theme. It is considered a lady's play, and affords Miss 
Ellen Terry material for her display of graceful, womanly, and 
delicate acting. Her interpretation of the part of Imogen, the 
slandered wife, was faultless, and will rank with that of Miss 
Helen Faucit and the ever-memorable Mrs. Siddons. The Iachim« 
of Sir Henry is pourtrayed with a less observance of his usual! 
identification and mannerisms. Voice, gesture, and deportment 
are immeasurably different from that which has invariably beer 
present with his interpretation of previous characters. In fact, | 
almost failed to recognise Irving. Mr. Frank Cooper's Leonatus 
was a finished conception of the part. Mr. Norman Forbes has a 
powerful faculty for rendering the booby Cloten’s assumption of 
empty and comical arrogance. Mr. Frederic Robinson's Belarius 
met with approval, and Mr. B. Webster and Mr. Gordon Craig 
becomingly played the parts of the King’s sons. Our old friend, 
Mr. Tyars, was a faithful and kindly Pisanio. Mr. Macklin and 
Miss Genevieve Ward were respectively King and Queen, The 
former played the part in royal style; the latter, although every 
inch a (Queen, was somewhat inaudible. The entire company 
collaborated sucocessfully. The scenery is very beautiful, and 
there is plenty of it. The Royal Academician, Mr. L. Alma 
Tadema, has advised in the matter of scenic and sartoria! 
support, which after all ia @ speculative and conjectural affair. 
Our knowledge of the costumes of the first century is of the barest 
kind. Mr. Hamilton Clarke's music is doubtlessly far in advance 
of that which was practised in those remote days. This latest 
production by Sir Henry Irving will rank with the best of bis 
histrionical pourtrayals. 
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Jarvey. ‘See th’ ould roon on th’ top there ? 


Incredulous ’Arry. 


Jarvey.—‘* Ah! she does that, poor thing! 


The Release of Nilus. 


FATHER NILE: 


You are welcome, Tommy Atkins; 


You are welcome, Bir, I say, 


I'm very pleased to see you here 


And hope you've come to stay. 


The Mahdi’s rule is rigorous 

And horrible and vile ; 

Oh, bid him leave for once and al! 
The valley of the Nile. 


You are welcome, Tommy Atkins, 


You'll be wanted farther on, 


Whither your fanatic enemie 


In bitterness have gone. 


They're brave, there's not a doubt of it, 
And very full of guile ; 
Still you’re the man to drive them 


From the valley of the Nile. 


and at 'em, Tommy Atkins, 
eas cautious as you're strong, 
And the frantic dancing Dervishes 


Won't trouble me for long. 


nd at ‘em, Tommy Atkins, 
the fine old British style, 
And take ‘neath your protection 


All the Valley of the Nile. 


Men are talking, Tommy Atkins, 


And the Powers seem to doubt 


Britain's right to ancient Egypt ; 


Well, you'll take some turning out. 


To diplomatic wile 


They'll find that you're impervious 


When once you're fairly settled 
h the Valley of the Nile 


‘‘ H’owls, I dessay ! 


A MISUNDERSTANDING. 
Ye’d hear th’ Banshee there at night!”’ 


+7) 


Push ahead, then, gallant Tommy, 
For the battle’s to the strong, 
Might is right the whole world over 
When it comes to right the wrong. 
March along, then, gallant Tommy, 
March along then, rank and file, 
And found another Empire 
Up the Valley of the Nile. 


Khartoum lies straight before you, 
Preak the Mahdi and his pride, 

Seize the town where gallant Gordon 
Like a hero fought and died. 

tush and creep, creep and rush along, 
Win land back mile on mile, 

And add to your dominions 
All the Valley of the Nile. 


Let France go snarl, let Russia plot, 
They'll snarl] and plot in vain ; 

Push on, my lad, and split the great 
Dark Continent in twain. 

But ere that happens stay by me, 
And work for me awhile ; 

Bring back its ancient glories 
To the Valley of the Nile, 


You are welcome, Tommy Atkins, 
As a victor from the fray. 

And now I've met you once again, 
I hope you've come to stay. 

The Mahdi’s rule is fierce and hard, 
The Mahdi's ways are vile : 

Come found a British Empire 
In the Valley of the Nile. 


A FINISHED ScHOLAR A defunct 
. rf . 
proiessor 
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~critches, too, so’s ’twould move yer heart!” 


In Bondage. 


“No wonder they call marriage the 
‘holey bonds of matrimony,’’’ muttered 
Mr. Henpeckt, as he gazed at his 
unmended socks, etc. 


The Ruling Passion. 


Editor's Wife.—-‘‘ Oh, John, baby has 
swallowed a button! ’’ 

Editor.—“* Well, let’s hope it won't 
hurt the poor little chap, but should it 
happen to kill him, what a splendid 
alliterative headline it will make!—‘A 
3aby Bolts a Button and Becomes 
Breathless’! ”’ 

Editor's Wife.—‘‘ Oh, you brute!” 


“No. 1.” 


‘‘THERE is safety in numbers,’ but 
evidently not in** No. 1.’’ The detectives 
were evidently actuated by selfish 
motives, for they were all looking after 
“No. 1.” And yet ** No. 1" couldn’t look 
after ‘‘No. 1,” viz., himself. He will 
soon experience the pleasures of—not an 
Irish car—but the van with V.R. A 
Tynan (dinin’) car, in fact, on the 
Dartmoor express. Bravo! for Inspector 
Melville, Prince’ of ‘Teo(k)s,’"’ who 
proved 1 2 many for Mr. Tynan. No 
one (No. 1) deserves it better than he. 
It was a grand example of the game of 
‘‘catch who catch ean,” played by the 
police at their own oom Sealens (con- 
venience}. 
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NILUS (TO TOMMY ATKINS).-““MANY THANKS, BRAVE BOY 











THE RELIEF OF THE NILE. 


GLAD YOU’VE COME; 


NO FAILURE THIS TIME!” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 122.) 
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She. 


ON THE LINKS. 
He.—* Have you ever seen Mrs. Snupton drive a ball ?”’ 


Ballads of Bride and Bridegroom. 
No. I.—CAUDLE HAS AN EVENING OUT. 


Back to his home Brixtonian 
At the midnight hour came he: 
And, behold! the optics twain 
Of his good wife, Dorothy Jane, 
Sparkled with rage Junonian, 
And ** Where have you been? ’’ said she. 
Answered he, somewhat fearfully, 
“ Pray keep your hair in curl! 
Naugbt have I done, my pet, 
To make you flutter or hy 
I have spent the evening cheerfully— 
I have been to see my girl . . . .” 


She stopped his speech suspiciously: 
“False! perjured! false!” she shrieked. 
And on each wriggling limb 
Of him, with venemcus vim, 
Wielding a broomstick viciously, 
A vengeance dire she wreaked. 
And, powerless all to stay it, he 
Endured that broomstick’s whirl : 
For his mad wife, Dorothy Jane, 
Gave him no chance to explain 
That 'twas only at the Gaie 


He had been to see “ My Gran!” 















Popular Synonyms. 
















I am determined. 
I have auburn hair. 
I am free handed. 


I have a high forehead. 
ve a slight accent. 
bssess the eccentricity of 


genius. 


He is as obstinate as‘a pig. 
He has a red head. — 

He is extra nt. 

He is getting bald. 

He has a brogue. 

He is as mad as a hatter. 


~* No, bat I know how she pushes her own balls. 
she gathers all the nobodies.”’ 


The first set won’t go, so 


; 
| 





| 
| 
| 


Distance Lends Enchant- 
: ment. 


Youthful Commencer.—t Where do 
ee consider the violin sounds best, 
sir 9 

Elderly Professor.—*That depends 
upon the player. If you are speaking 
personally, for instance, I should say 
Hyde Park.” 








A Trade Secret. 


Inquirer.—“* What sort of an artist is 
| Crome ?” ‘ 
Dealer.—“* He’s what we call an im- 
| prover in the trade.” 
| 





Inquirer.—“ An improver? What on 
earth is that?” 

Dealer.—“* Why, the man who darkens 
the picture snd puts in the name of the 
old master.” 








Repayment in Kind. 
Charlie.— Will you lend me a quid 
Jack ; I’m awfully hard up? ”’ 
| Jack.—*“ Certainly, old man. 
| you are.” 
| Charlie.—“ Thanks awfully, I can 
never repay your kindness.” 
Jack.—*Oh, hang the kindness! 
Repay the quid and I'll be quite 
satisfied.” 


Here 





| Refreshing. 
First Man.-—“' Now, Swiller is what I 
call a ‘ bad egg.’” 
Second ditto.—*I don’t exactly call 
| 


him a bad egg, for he is generally de- 
cidedly ‘ fresh’!” 





The Literary Cat. 


A sHow is shortly coming off in Paris to illustrate the connection 
of the cat with literature and art. A correspondent, who dates his 
letter from Earlswood, says the cat has doubtless something to do 
with literature, for he has heard somewhere or other of the cat-o’- 
nine-tales. 











Sharp. 

At Bangor Jast week two men were sent to prison for “ pricking 
the garter.’’ This certainly seems a very severe sentence for 4 
slight offence. What would have been done to them, we wonder, 
if they had pricked the wearer ? 


Poor Human Nature! 


Simple.—‘' Can you tell me, Professor, ee 4 Madness, Drunken- 
ness, Bad Temper, and Disease should be hereditary, while 
Eloquence, Genius, Virtue, and Intellect are not so considered ?”’ 

The Professor.— Beéause it is so much more pleasant to be able 
to blame somebody else for the bad points of our characters, and 
yet to take the credit ourselves for all the good ones.”’ 














Mr. Chipchap Finds a Loophole. 

Tailor: “Look here, Mr. Chipchap, it’s simply scandalous— 
that’s what it is—to keep me waiting all this time for the price of 
that there beautiful suit of clothes. When I sold you that there 
suit, I sold you a suit worth its weight in gold. I ought to have 
had ready cash for that there suit, and then I’d have n out of 
row by it. That there suit, sir, has been worth a fortune to you. 

hen I provided you with that there suit I—I—demmit,' sir, I 
simply made a man of you-——”’ 

Mr. Chipchap (hastily interrupting): “Ab, yes, yee, that’s 
exactly where it 1s, doncherknow, Mr. Snip! Just so, Mr. Snip, 
just so—‘ that there suit’ made a man of me! But, of course, you 
know, doncherknow, that it takes nine tailors to make a man, Mr. 
Snip ; and the fact is, Mr. Snip—awfully sorry, doncherknow—the 
fact is, I've already paid the other eight for ‘that there suit’!”’ 


nd 
J 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 22. 


AN INCIDENT IN THE EARLY LIFE OF THE GREAT BoTCHER, TOGFTHER WITH PORTRAITS, TAKEN AT VARIOUS PERIODS, KINDLY SUPPLIED US BY THR 
West Meddleton Weekly S:uib, 
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Professor A. Crossgrain Botcher, the illustrious explorer of arctic :egions, was born young, entering the world, it appears, at a very early stage in life. The 
amazing genius of the future great discoverer first displayed itself in connection with his first feeding bottle, and enabied the promising infant to find its wey 
to its mouth in?a very brief period, At the age of three, so proficient was he in the science of exploration, that he never once failed in discoveritig his 
mother’s hiding place for the jam pots. But the longing fcr more extensive travels and discoveries grew upon bim with his years, At the age of five frequent 
reports reached him concerning a certain shop, in far away latitudes, where enormous pyramids of toffee, richly studded with burnt a!'monds, were to be 
obtained for the sum of one penny each, Even at this tender age the boy’s daring and resourcefulness were so remarkable that they enabled him readily to 
find the necessary penny, although it was; hidden away, at the very bottom of a pile of others, which were placed in an out-of-the-way spot on the drawing-room 
table! 


=> Age 12¥ks 


' 


7's 

/ / 
The whereabouts of the toffee depét was entirely unknown to him, yet the intrepid child manfully set out in search thereof. He had enrolled three much 
emaller boys as members of the expedition, promising each a good lick at the toffee for their services. The first to sight the prize——, in addition to securing a 


good lick as wages, was to be permitted to enjoy the overpowering delight of actually holding the precious nugget of sweetness in his own possession for a 
full moment; nay, more, he should even be so favoured as to be permitted to bite off a small piece of the delicious compound! 
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O moment eestatic! bliss indescribable! After a few hoars’ search, the gallant band of adventurers found the haven of their hopes. Entranced, they 
gazed upon that Land of Promise, on the sweet mountains of which rained fatness, rained a pertect deluge of (acid, lemon, and peppermint) drops, The 
leader secured the pyramid of toffee and burat almonds. It was a trying moment in his career, but his marvellous fortitude never once deserted him. That 
expedition, to the unknown wilds of bounteous toffeedum, was a signal success. (Of course its distinguished header annexed all the toffee, and the glory. Each of 
his followers was defrauded of his justly-earned lick (but offered a good licking of another kind), and the actual bond fide discoverer of his rightful ~ ger 
Island. But then, the same thing usually takes place with leaders and chiefs of larger growth (whoever hears of their littler boys?), and therein did the early 


Botcher give proof incontestable of his eminent fitness for great things in the fature. 
our riches add, but rather ‘tis more often due to those we sneak.”—Anctent 


“It is not so much those things we honestly earn, which to our greatness and 
I hilosopher. 
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By tae “ Exrant TERRIBLE.” 


Gop save the Queen ! 





ad ad * 


Tzare and Kaisers are all very wel! 
in their way, but the Queen-Empress 
rules over a domain they can never 
hope to rule—the domain of her 
people’s hearts. Vival Regina! 
* ” . 


That empire upon which the sun 
never sets is united in offering praise 
for the long life vouchsafed to her. 
God bless the Queen ! 





* »~ 


From the youngsters who are building up the magnificent realm 
of Australia, from the hardy Britons of our glorious Canada, from 
the emancipated millions of India, from the peoples of mlands and 
countries dotting the world’s surface—come pans of thankfulness 


and songs of love. 


Hail, Victoria! 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 42.) 
Gop SAVE THE QUEEX. 


God save our gracious Queen, 
Long may she live to reign, 
God save the Queen. 
Perfect in Queenly life, 
Perfect as Queenly Wife, 
Sovereign grand and Woman true, 
God save the Queen. 


God rave our gracious Queen, 
Blesaéd Victoria, 
God save the Queen. 
Head of our Empire State, 
Monarch than all more great, 
Long may she rule our land, 
God save the Queen. 


God save our gracious Queen, 
Mother and Queen in one, 
God save the Queen. 
Emblem of Britain's might, 
Emblem of Truth and Right, 


Emblem of sweet Womanhood, 


God save the Queen. 


God save our gracious Queen, 
God guard her earefully, 

God save the Queen. 
Watch over her grey head, 
Which has so wisely led 
England for sixty years, 

God save the Queen. 


God save our gracious Queen, 
Watch o’er her queenly throne, 
God save the Queen, 
Give her all happiness, 
Thou wilt the Widow bless, 
For her a nation prays, 
God save the Queen. 


God save our gracious Queen, 
Long may Victoria reign, 

God save the Queen. 
Hail thee, Victoria, 

Peoples a-near, afar, 
Reverence and love thee, 

God save the Queen. 
God save our gracious Queen, 
Splendid Victoria, 

God save the Queen. 
Empress of all the Sea, 
Empress of peoples free, 
Britannia bows in love to thee, 

God save the Queen! 


The Concert of Europe is still engaged in playing the tune for 
the Russian bear; and the German band is loudest in providing 
the measure for the animal’s dance, while the French horn shrieks 
in delight at the antics, and Turkey laughs with glee. Meanwhile, 
the poor Armenians}blved and die. 


Children’s Manners. 
(Longfellow adapted to the Daily Telegraph correspondence. | 


Away from me, O ye children! 
For I hate to hear you play; 

Your noise has so much perplexed me 
That my ‘‘ wool” is turning grey. 


You have broken the parlour window, 
(You brats, that is what you've done t) 

And the shattered spring of my sofa 
Proclaims that its race is run! 


In your hearts are but thoughts of mischief, 
And deceitfulness and guile ; 

You smash a chair or a picture, 
And then at the ruin smile. 


Ah, what would the world be to us 
lf the children were no more? 

Great Scott! we should get on better 
Than we've ever got on before! 


Than a pack of mannerless children 
I’m sure there is nothing worse, 

And if they are “living poems, 
Well, I baven’t a taste for verse ! 
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Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition). Illustrated by 8,00 
Engravings of Stamps, and con Atlas of 16 Coicurel 
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Vanoni, the lady at present attracting big crowds to the Tivoli, 
has made a martyr of herself. The Attorney-General obtained a 
warrant against her for arrears of income tax, and the heroic 
artiste decided to go to Holloway rather than pay so unjust a 
demand! She is an American citizen, of French extraction, with 
an Italian-sounding name; not unnaturally she objects to pay 
income tax to our perfidious Government. But, like many others, 
she does not object to come over here, make her hundred or two a 
week of English money, and enjoy the protection and security 
provided by English law! 


Russia only wants—dear, modest old Russia !—to ‘ preserve the 
status quo” in Turkey, that is all. We should agree with her, 
were not the “status quo’’ such a hell upon earth for the broken- 
down Armenians. The poor fellows will, no doubt, derive much 
comfort from this fine, peaceful sentiment so nicely expressed. 
Certainly, in one sense, the quickest way out of the Armenian 
difficulty is to ‘‘ preserve the status quo’’; for if it lasts much 
longer there will be no Armenians left to worry about. 


The judges and counsel in a recent case at Clerkenwell were 
suddenly asphyxiated by a most infernal smell, Strong men grew 
pale, frail women fainted, smelling-salts were handed round, still 
the stench increased. At length a burly policeman, who had sur- 
vived so far, holding his handkerchief to his nose, went down to 
the cells whence came the obnoxious effluvia. It was only the 
cheese being cut up for the prisoners! And all the court enjoyed a 
good hearty laugh at this most excellent joke. The prisoners did 
not. 


The stage has always been a cosmopolitan sort of affair, and now, 
while the Duchess of Coolgardie is on the boards of Drury Lane, 
Two Little Vagabonds appear at the Princess’s. 


An absent-minded gentleman, busied over science, received a 
card as follows :— 





MRS. SMYTHE 
At Home, 
| Monday, July ...... , 18.... 
R.8.V.P. 








He replied, absently: ‘ Mr. Jones is much interested to learn that 
Mrs. Smythe is at home. He will be at home too.” 


Jones was lunching with Brown. The fare was good, and Jones 
was in great form. When everything else was gone, he began on 
the bread and cheese. 

‘‘T’ll show you whether I’m well or not,” he murmured. 


| 
| 


| 


was not impressed, 














SEARCH well the Toima stream, and you'll 
Discover but one single pool : 
A bantam-cock through all the rest 
Could wade with ease, undamped of crest. 
Yet in that pool a nondescript 
Aquatic monster lately gripped 
A youth, and dragged him twice below ! 
And sundry knowing ones would like 
(Although they’ve seen it not) to show 
That, plain as a pikestaff, it’s a pike! 


Flouting that nation, others shout, 
‘‘A crocodile, without adoubt!” 
While several more exclaim, ‘‘ No, no, 
Tis a silurus! ’’—just as though 
Some cat, in Toima’s death-pool thrown, 
Had ultra-ovidesquely grown 
Into acat-fish! . . . . Other seers 
Espouse a notion, which appears 
To us most feasible of all : 
For, as we hear this Russian tale, 
We're, like Polonius, prone to call 
That monster VERY LIKE A WHALE !! 


‘I don’t know, ol€é man. Youjseem, at any rate, to be going in 
for a rapid consumption.” . 


She was very proud of her microscopic toy-terrier, and with 
great admiration showed it to a re re irs old 


“T’ve got a collie at ‘ome,” he said, with withering scorn; “I 
tellee I’ve got a dog that eats that sort!” 


“ Them ’ere swells is a rum lot!" soliloquised ‘Arry. ‘* When a 
bloke wants ter marry a girl ’e gows darn on ‘is knee, and torks a 
lot er rot abart ‘er father and 'is mother, and orl that. Whoy, one 
o’ hus just gives ’er a ‘ug, puts a bit o’ sand darn 'er back, swops 
‘ats, and it’s done!” 


a A 


Camel? or WeaselP or——P 


[Considered as a creature shrouded in mystery, the sea serpent 
has been out-serpented at last. The inhabitants of Yelagub 
Russia, have discovered in their River Tolima a dangerous and dread 
leviathan. Opinion differs as to whether it is a pike, a silurus, a 
whale or a crocodile.—See Press.] 
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Hamlet, Act ITT., Se. 2. 








| 
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The Language of the Children. 


(‘It is a strange fact, but generally true, that the smaller the 
(Board School) child the worse the language.""—Hvening Paper.) 


Do you hear the infants swearing, O my brothers, 
These babes of tender years, 

They are bidding fair to spiflicate the others 
By gibes, and oaths, and jeers. 

The sage may fashion imprecations tricky, 
Let that sage outdo the suckling if he can, 

The cabman may be cursing on the dickey, 
Nathless the child is father to the man. 

For the young, young schoolboy, O my brothers, 
He is swearing merri-lee, 

He is swearing like a glutton at the others 
In language choice and free. 
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“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
| palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Pamity OocTror. 
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“ Ty hand-to-hand conflict men shouted, struggled, 
wrestled, thrust, advanced, and withdrew ; and in 
neither combatants nor onlookers was there any 
sense of reality. By dusk the cannon and muskets 
were almost useless, and, as darkness came down, 
the survivors fell asleep where they stood, riders in 
their saddles, horses in their tracks.”’ 

It had been an infernal battle. Grape and 
shrapnel flew like hail that October day, and history 
says the air was full of human limbs. Yet on 
ground sodden with blood, and breathing an 
atmosphere reeking with the fumes of hell, men 
slept more soundly than ever in their beds at 
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Possibly ; 


This is my 


The reason is plain, do you say? 
but keep it to yourself a moment. 
story; let me tell it in my own way. ‘ God,” says 
the Psalmist, ‘‘ giveth His beloved sleep.’ Does 
he indeed? And no others? Hold the question 
in your hand a bit while I repeat for you the 
substance of two women’s letters—women who 
deserved as kindly treatment from 





doubtless 
nature as ever did men engaged in the work of 
slaughtering one another. 

‘Up to the spring of 1891,’’ says one, ‘‘ I was 
always healthy. Then I began to suffer from 
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after eating [ had fulness and pain at the chest 
and around the sides. I was much troubled with 
palpitation of the heart, and a sense as if I should 
‘faint away. TI lost a deal of sleep and my rest was 
‘€ i disturbed with awful dreams. In the morning | 
» | was worse tired than when [ went to bed. 
gradually weaker until I could not walk about. 





[ erew 


Abe ‘“Tn this state I continued for over a year, 
©? during which time I saw a doctor but derived no 
benefit from his medicines. In August, 1892, 
Mr. Dunn, a neighbour, told me of the benefit he 
had received from Mother Seigel’s Syrup. I 
_ procured a supply from Mr. Betts, the chemist at 
4), Woodbridge, and after taking it a few days I felt 
‘i quite like another woman. My appetite returned 
| and all food agreed with me. I continued with 
| the medicine and became strong and well as ever. 
Since then I have never felt anything of the 
mdigestion and can eat and enjoy any kind of 
ood. I consider that Mother Seigel’s Svrun 







ASLEEP IN THEIR SADDLES. 


weakness and a low feeling. I had no appetite, and 


Catherine Ransby, 4, Model Cottage, Bawdsey- 
on-Sea, near Felixstowe, Suffolk, July 17th, 1896.” 


“In the spring of 1893,” says the second, “| 
began to feel weak and ill. I was frequently sick 
and could not keep my food down. I had no 
appetite, and the little I ate lay on my chest and 
stomach like a heavy weight. I had great pain 
at my back, and was so weak I could barely 
crawl about. Ij got but little sleep, and all 
through the night I tossed upon the bed. 


“The retching and vomiting became worse, and 
even a drink of tea or milk would not stay on my 
stomach. From time to time I was confined to 
my bed and a doctor attended me; but his 
medicines had no good effect. He said he could 
Jo no more for me, and that I could not last long. 

‘After a year’s suffering, my mother persuaded 
me to take Mother Seigel’s Syrup, procuring it 
from Mr. Goldsmith, patent medicine dealer, 
Corpusty. After taking it a week I began to 
improve. The sickness left me, food agreed with 
me, and I gained strength. I continued taking 
it, and was soon in my former good health. In 
my opinion Mother Seigel’s Syrup saved my lie, 
and I have told others of what it did for me. 
You may publish this letter and refer anyone to 
me. (Signed) (Mrs.) Mary Ann Barrett, Wood 
Dalling, Norwich, Norfolk, July 15th, 1896. 


Now we will speak of reasons—you and I. The 
soldiers and the horses slept in their tracks 
because they were exhausted. The good and the 
bad, the righteous and the wicked, being healthy 
and fatigued, sleep. To them the frozen earth is 
as a bed of down, and noise or stillness is alike 
indifferent. The overwrought nerves are numbed, 
and all the senses lock their doors. 

But these women could not sleep. No, not 
even though they were exhausted. With them 
the fatigue was not natural; it was weakness 
caused by their disease—dyspepsia. Their nerves 
were sensitive to impressions as an inflamed eye 
is. Besides, there was the abiding uneasiness and 
pain! The disease had filled them with sore spots, 
like wounds received by men in battle. And such 
do not sleep. The noble remedy which cured 
the disease made nourishment possible, and with 


it came strength, health, and—sleep. Better to 


sleep in beds than in saddles; my friends; and 
\ Nature am iaws, or, 
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A Loophole for the Laureate. 


(Being a suggestion founded on (1) the recent “‘ girding” at Mr. 
Austin’s muselessness, and (2) the amusing Arnold-Kessauly 


episode. | 


TyPEe me, Sir Comp., the signs A, A, 
In caps—for I would show that they 
Alike for Alfred Austin and 

For Advertising Agent stand. 


Against our Laureate I have railed 
And ranted much, for that he failed 
To string his lyre to some refrain 
Of raptness o’er a record reign. 


When Alf about the Rand-ride puled 

I sneered and jeered. I ridiculed 

His piffling o’er the Postman Bard. 

So let me own its somewhat hard 

That singing Alfred sore I’ve slated, 

And silent Alfred roughlier rated ! 

And let me, pitying, tell him how 

To justify his silence now 

He need but read my first four lines, 

Then answer thus my yammering whines :— 


The great A, A, (that’s me!) has ‘‘ rowth o’ rhymes” 
For all sublime occasions, epochs, times. 

The small A, A, has countless ways available 

Of turning all men’s thoughts to all things saleable ! 
The great A, A, (that’s me!) would sure have cheered 
Her Majesty with song, but that he feared 

The small A, A, might his Euterpe order 

To grace a soap-sauce-pill-and-pickle border! ! 


————————— — — 


An Unsolicited Testimonial. 


“Smart’s Infallible Specific, the only reliable medicine. 
Invaluable for colds, cramp, indigestion, weakness, defective 
circulation, bronchitis, and all disorders of the nervous system. If 
you suffer from any of these complaints, Smart’s Specific will cure 
you.” So ran the advertisement. 

“Dear me!" said Professor Starley, the great astronomer, laying 
down the paper, “I think I must try a bottle. I haven't been feel- 
ing quite the thing lately.” 

The professor is one of the simplest men in the world ; he is also 
one of the most absent-minded, for he is always absorbed in theories 
and abstruse calculations, and goes through life without knowing 
half the time what he is saying or doing. But this modest 


advertisement had caught his eye and arrested his wandering 
attention. 
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“I'll go and get some at once before I forget it,’’ he said to 
himself, and forthwith walked round to the nearest chemist’s to 
make the purchase. By the time he reached the shop he had quite 
forgotten what he wanted, but the paper, which he had taken the 
precaution of putting into his pocket, refreshed his memory, and 
the specific was duly bought and paid for. 

On his return home he found a brother savant waiting to see him, 
so he put his new medicine aside, after reading the directions, 
intending to take a dose when the visitor had gone. In his usual 
dreamy way, he forgot all about it tiJl the next morning, when he 
suddenly thought of it. 

“ Jane,”’ he said to the servant, “if you go into the other room 
you will find a bottle of medicine somewhere about. Just pour me 
out a wine-glassful, and bring it here with a biscuit.” 

Jane is one of those ingenious creatures who naturally prefer 
to do the wrong thing whenever they get the chance. She found 
the bottle in the other room, but the one she found happened to 
contain some dress-cleaning fluid of Mrs. Starley’s. The professor 
swallowed the dose, thinking that it ought to do him good if nasti- 
ness were any indication of healing properties ; but presently he 
began to feel very queer, and was so seedy that he could eat no 
lunch. Then he lay on the sofa for an hour, and, feeling a little 
better by that time, went out for a long walk and walked off the 
unpleasant pi og 

When he got back he was rather tired, and his feet ached, so he 
sank into an easy chair, took off his boots, and began absently 
trying to get into his w'fe’s slippers, which happened to be lying 
handy. 

“Never knew walking make my feet swell so much before,” he 
grumbled. Then he waited for a bit, and tried again—with no 
better success. 

“This is very annoying!” he said. ‘‘WhatamItodo?” Then 
another idea struck him. ‘It must have been that abominable 
medicine. It's disgraceful! They ought not to be allowed to sell 
dangerous stuff like that. I shall just write and tell them of it.” 
Whereupon, he sat down and wrote this letter :-— 

“Mr. Smart.—Sir,— 

‘‘T purchased a bottle of your Specific yesterday, and took one 
dose. The result is that I have felt very unwell ever since, and my 
feet have swollen to nearly double their ordinary size. I don’t 
suppose you will have the honesty to publish this among your 
other testimonials, but I feel it my duty to tell you that your 
medicine is a dangerous concoction which ought to be labelled 
‘poison.’—Yours faithfully, “ SamuUEL STaRLeEy.” 


The letter never went. The professor had forgotten the address, 
and could not find the paper ; then, of course, it sli his 
altogether. A few days later he came across the fatal bottle 
unopened, and is still trying to find out what he has been drinking ; 
while his wife wonders whether it could really have been the cat 
who stole the cleaning fluid. Jane says it was. 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No. 1,639. 
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MORE DISCOVERIES 









IN EGYPT. 


Hitherto the game of golf bas been looked upon as being of Scottish origin; but the above Papyrus, supposed to be 3,000 years old, 
which has lately been unearthed from the tombs near Thebes, by our friend the Professor, who is at present conducting excavations 
there, seems to mete this idea to be erroneous, for the experts on Egyptian matters, to whom it has been submitted for explanation, 

1 


have all agreed t 


at it deals, if not with golf itself, at least with a game of remarkable similarity. Scotland may, therefore, take a back 


seat as regards this pastime, which would now appear to have been practised in Egypt centuries before its introduction to Europe, or 


the existence of Scotland as a civilized country. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


O Tempora! O Mores! It is now considered a compliment by a 
girl—in cycling costume bien entendu, to be called ‘‘a manly 
looking young person,”’ 

It is very sad, but none the less true, that the majority of 
business men if asked for the definition of “life'’ would reply, 
“a period during which we can make money.” 

First of all a boy grows up, and then he grows down (on his lip). 

An old batchelor pays a very bad compliment to the memory of 
his mother, 

We should like to know of what use it is fora parson to preach 
against people not coming to church when those particular sinners 
are naturally not present to hear him. 

A woman who is in love is always suspicious. You see she is so 
well aware of the power of her sex and the pleasure to be obtained 
in diverting the affection of another girl’s man. 

Many men are desirous of marrying in haste in order to obtain 
the leisure in which to repent. 

Here is another proof of the dear old axiom that extremes meet. 
A number of doctors are sometimes as safe as none at all. 

A rebel is an unsuccessful patriot. A patriot is a successful 
rebel. 

If you want to borrow money, pretend that you require it to 
waste. Nine men will treat you to a drink before you will discover 
one who will pay for a sausage and bread. 

Carbon point means the absence of points. 








To “ Ranji.” 
‘‘ He has burst upon the cricketing world like a star from the East.” 
‘ He has adopted cricket, and turned it into a poem of action,”’— 
Daily Paper. 
LzG hits and cuts and snicks— 
Spite of the bowler’s tricks, 
Nought could disturb thy * sticks,” 
Duskily grinned ye. 
Long might opponents strive, 
Still would thy venture thrive, 
Thou of the spanking drive, 
Never went stingy. 


Star from the distant East, 

Hero of song and feast, 

Cricket’s transcendant priest, 
Marvellous “ Injy.’’ 

Long was the cheer and loud, 

All thy bright fame avowed, 

Huge was the surging crowd, 
Thou the attraction. 


Comrade of Indian race 

Britons to thee yield place, 

Toasting thy name with Grace 
And satisfaction. 

Far o’er the boundless sea 

Spread shall thy glory be, 

All in thy praise agree, 

‘*Poem of Action.”’ 
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Young Greene. That 
mean, mother: 
adorned the most’? ” 

Mrs. 


see ? 


raw than dressed. 
don’t hold with it myself.” 


Nature. v. Art. 


does this 


‘Nature unadorned, 


Greene.—“‘ Well, now—lemme 
Adorned means dressed, so I 
‘spects it means 48 how ’isters, apples, 
onions, and sich like are better eaten 
But, mind you, I 
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boy ! ” 


it sayson it that it must be 


reaking one, that’s aJl.’”’ 


Mother.—‘‘ What are you breaking up 
that dish for, Johnnie? You naughty 


Johnnie.—* Why, you said I might 
let off that firework in the backyard, and 


put on 4 


, 80 I was 














a of broken plate or dish 


Encouraging. 


Father.—* What boards ? ”’ 
Aspiring Son.—‘* Why, the 
course.” 


sandwich-boards; you’re more 
that ! 





Aspiring Son (to father).—‘‘ Guv’nor, 
I mean to take to the boards for a living.” 


stage, of 


Father.—“ Oh, I thought you meant 


fitted for 


However, it amounts to the same 
thing in the end, for the theatrical 
boards will undoubtedly lead y 


ou to the 


other ! '’ 
Tough. 
Facetious Customer. — “ Waiter, I 
sufier from sharp teeth and a sharp 
appetite. What would you recom- 


sir, you might try a steak.” 
appetite ?”’ 


teeth.” 








Lady Cashless. —‘* Do 
politics, Mrs. Richsnob.”’ 


‘em, my lady. 
polonies?” 


a 


— = SS 


tent medicines, etc. 


outrage.’”| 


Ah! poets, ye 





A Matter of Taste. 
you like 


mend as a remedy for the complaint ? ’’ 
Waiter (under notice to leave).—** Well, 


Fiucetious Customer.—* Do you think 
that would take the edge off my 


Waiter—“*I daresay it would, sir. 
Anyway, it would take the edge off your 


Mrs. Richsnob.—“‘I’ve never tasted 
Are they anythink like 


have happ’d 


On very evil days ; 
Your lays ye must adapt 
To commerce and her waye. 
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“A Literary Outrage.” 


[A poem by Sir Edwin Arnold appeared a few days ago in certain 
of the daily papers surrounded by a number of advertisements cf 
. Sir Edwin has written a letter expressing 
is ‘intense surprise and boundless indignation” at this “literary 


Sir EpwIin burned with shame 
To find, without consent, 
His poem in a frame 
Of bold advertisement. 


He viewed with pain’d surprise 
This spectacle of ruth ; 

It made him rub his eyes, 
And doubt if it was truth. 











JEALOUSY. 
Husband.—** What are you doing, my dear?” 


Jealous Wife.—‘* Learning the type-writer; then you won't have to pay for a lady 
type-writer, you know.”’ 


———— a 


Why vainly spend your time 
On fam’d Parnassus hill, 

When people call for rhyme 
To puff the patent pill ? 


Say not that Poesy 

Is dead, for there is hope 
When groves of Arcady 

Yield pride of place to soap. 


The poet who has fads 
Financially declines— 

So in « sheet of “ads” 
Insert bis flowing lines! 


A Motion Notion. 


‘THis is, indeed, the ‘poetry of motion,’’’ murmured the 
bard when he was endeavouring to write # poem on board a 
storm-tossed vessel. 
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O Tempora! O Mores! It is now considered a compliment by a 
girl—in cycling costume bien entendu, to be called ‘‘a manly 
looking young person.” 

It is very sad, but none the less true, that the majority of 
business men if asked for the definition of “life’’ would reply, 
“a period during which we can make money.”’ 

First of all a boy grows up, and then he grows down (on his lip). 
’ An old batchelor pays a very bad compliment to the memory of 
hie mother. 

We should like to know of what use it is fora parson to preach 
against people not coming to church when those particular sinners 
are naturally not present to hear him. 

A woman who is in love is always suspicious. You see she is so 
well aware of the power of her sex and the pleasure to be obtained 
in diverting the affection of another girl's man. 

Many men are desirous of marrying in haste in order to obtain 
the leisure in which to repent. 

Here is another proof of the dear old axiom that extremes meet. 
A number of doctors are sometimes as safe as none at all. 

A rebel is an unsuccessful patriot. A patriot is a successful 
rebel. 

If you want to borrow money, pretend that you require it to 
waste. Nine men will treat you to a drink before you will discover 
one who will pay for a sausage and bread. 

Carbon point means the absence of points. 
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hee MORE DISCOVERIES IN EGYPT. 
oy Hitherto the game of golf has been looked upon as being of Scottish origin; but the above Papyrus, supposed to be 3,000 years old, 
‘Aer which has lately been unearthed from the tombs near Thebes, by our friend the Professor, who is at present conducting excavations 
Sa there, seems to prove this idea to be erroneous, for the experts on Egyptian matters, to whom it has been submitted for explanation, 
ee have all agreed that it deals, if not with golf itself, at least with a game of remarkable similarity. Scotland may, therefore, take a back 
a! seat as regards this pastime, which would now appear to have been practised in Egypt centuries before its introduction to Europe, or 
" oi the existence of Scotland as a civilized country. 
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To “ Ranji.” 
‘‘ He has burst upon the cricketing world like a star from the East.” 
‘* He has adopted cricket, and turned it into a poem of action.”’— 
Daily Paper. 
Lea hits and cuts and snicks— 
Spite of the bowler’s tricks, 
Nought could disturb thy ‘*‘ sticks,” 
Duskily grinned ye. 
Long might opponents strive, 
Still would thy venture thrive, 
Thou of the spanking drive, 
Never went stingy. 


Star from the distant East, 

Hero of song and feast, 

Cricket’s transcendant priest, 
Marvellous “ Injy.”’ 

Long was the cheer and loud, 

Ali thy bright fame avowed, 

Huge was the surging crowd, 
Thou the attraction. 


Comrade of Indian race 
Britons to thee yield place, 
Toasting thy name with Grace 
And satisfaction. 
Far o’er the boundless sea 
Spread shall thy glory be, 
All in thy praise agree, 
‘*Poem of Action.” 
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Nature. y Art. 


Greene.—* Vhat does this 
gy i nag ‘Nature unadorned, 
adorned the most ’?” 

Mrs. Greene.— Well, now—lemme 
see? Adorned means dressed, so I 
’spects it means 88 how ’isters, apples, 
onions, and sich like are better eaten 
raw than dressed. But, mind you, I 
don’t hold with it myself.” 








Mother.—‘ What are you breaking up 
that dish for, Johnnie? You naughty 
bo 1” 

Sohanie.—" Why, you said I might 
let off that firework in the backyard, and 
it sayson it that it must be put on a 
piece of broken plate or dish, so I was 
breaking one, that’s all.”’ 
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Encouraging. 
Aspiring Son (to father).—* Guv’nor, 
I mean to take to the boards for a living.”’ 

Father.—* What boards ? ”’ 

Aspiring Son.—‘* Why, the stage, of 
course.” 

Father.—“ Oh, I thought you meant 
sandwich-boards; you’re more fitted for 
that! However, it amounts to the same 
thing in the end, for the theatrical 
boards will undoubtedly lead you to the 
other ! "’ 


Facetious Customer. —‘ Waiter, I | 
suffer from sharp teeth and a sharp | 
appetite. What would you recom- | 
mend as a remedy for the complaint ? ” 

Waiter (under notice to leave).—** Well, 
sir, you might try a steak.” 

Fucetious Customer.—* Do you think | 
that would take the edge off my 
appetite ?”’ 

Waiter—‘*I daresay it would, sir. | 
~as Aa it would take the edge off your 

e a 


A Matter of Taste. 


Lady Cashless.—“‘Do you like 
politics, Mrs. Richsnob.” 


‘em, my lady. Are they anythink like Jealous Wife 
polonies?”’ 1k 
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“A Literary Outrage.” 


(A poem by Sir Edwin Arnold appeared a few days ago in certain 
of the daily papers surrounded by a number of advertisements cf 
patent medicines, etc. Sir Edwin has written a letter expressing 


his “ii, en e surprise and boundless indignation”’ at this ‘literary 
Outrage.’’ 


S1r Epwin burned with shame 
To find, without consent, 
His poem in a frame 
Of bold advertisement. 


He viewed with pain’d surprise 
This spectacle of ruth ; 

It made him rub his eyes, 
And doubt if it was truth. 


Ah! poets, ye have happ’d 
On very evil days ; 

Your lays ye must adapt 

To commerce and her waye. 
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‘‘Learning the type-writer; then you won't have to pay for a lady 
type-writer, you know.”’ 


Why vainly spend your time 
On fam’d Parnassus hill, 
When people call for rhyme 
To puff the patent pill? 


Say not that Poesy 

Is dead, for there is hope 
When groves of Arcady 

Yield pride of place to soap. 


t who has fads 
Financially declines— 

So in a sheet of “ads” 
Insert bis flowing lines! 


The poe 


A Motion Notion. 


‘‘THis is, indeed, the ‘ poetry of motion,’ ’ 
bard when he was endeavouring to write a poem on board a 


storm-tossed vessel. 
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Collaboration ?P 


O, Srrs, we:trust this meeting 
Will make our countries one! 
In friendship, still competing, 
May our great race be run! 
What need for jealous quarrels, 
Sohold the world is wide; 
With clasping hands 
Let both our lands 
March onward side by side! 


Let Kaisers sow dissension, 
Dissensions they shall reap ; 
If peace be our intention 


The world in peace shall keep. 


The oft-asked Eastern Question 
We'll answer once for all : 
Let right be done— 
Or so says Fun— 
Although the heavens fall. 


Too long we've been divided, 
Too long we've worked apart, 

Now mind to mind confided, 
Let heart speak unto heart. 

We both have been mistaken, 


“ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE,” Etc. 


He. 





‘They say Jackson’s wife can act very well.” 
She.—“ Oh, yes! She acts the part of the better half.”’ 


We both mistakes have made, 
And groundless fears 
For many years 

Have made us both afraid. 


Nor need France be forsaken, 
Proud, generous, mighty France, 
The paths that she has taken 
Have always meant advance, 
No retrogressive German 
Whose “ friendship"’ seems to be 
A fruitless weed, 
A broken reed, 

Stamped ‘‘ made in Germany !”’ 
Great Britain, France, and Russsia, 
What might is in those names! 

Pretence, your name is Prussia, 
With all your futile claims. 
France, itussia, and Great Britain, 
Who can withstand their might, 
If they lift high 
The noble cry, 
For God and for the Right ? 
That Triple, new, Alliance, 
Would overawe the world. 
Who dare bid that defiance 
What challenge could be hurled 
Against so great a power, 








Ah, who could say it nay 
As, onward still, 
To work its will 
It took its haughty way ? 
Is this but an illusion, 
A phantom, and a dream ? 
Now all the world’s confusion 
Can things be as they seem? 
Is this great Union hopeless ? 
If so—then be it so; 
And let the world 
To chaos hurled 
Be war-tossed to and fro. 


But, Sirs, we trust your meeting 
Will make three countries one; 
In friendship, still competing, 
May their great race be run. 
A new collaboration 
Is what the world most needs ; 
And mutual trust 
May spring from dust, 
If you but sow the seeds! 


“Stick to me closely,” said the 
envelope to the stamp. ‘“ By gum! I 
will,” replied the stamp. 
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He.—** That's a very good picture ; 
She.—* How's that?” 
He.‘ It was done by a woman.” 


October 6, 1896 


————— 





























the change has been. 


gorgeous. 
But to the present programme. 
ictures are immense 


fore—I use the term in its colloquial sense. 
‘* moving,” 
Cinématographe charge, 


ictures are most decidedly 


irresistible: the 
at the doors—the latter is the same as usual. 
is the Fire Brigade Call. 


I nave been amusing myself by going the 
rounds of the music halls, and very pleasant 


Let us take the Empire first. There is only 
one ballet there just now, La Danse, Faust 
having been shelved owing to the rehearsals 
of Monte Cristo, which is to eclipse anything 
the Empire has yet attempted. 
will admit, will want a bit of doing, but you 
may take it that it will be done. 
seen the scenery and dresses, and they are 


This, you 


I have 


The new Contnenaee 
I do not mean they are any larger than 


The military 
the Charge is 
not the charge 
Even more exciting 


You see the boys running to give the 


alarm, the engines dashing out and tearing off at top speed. 
Naturally, this picture showing us fire engines, it reaches the high 





it is like me.” 
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La 


Painful Emotions. 


“ An, Tommy,” sighed Mr. Henpeckt, 
as he mournfully regarded his son gorg- 
ing rice, ‘‘when I look at that ee, t 
arouses painful emotions in my breast. 
They throw rice at you when you get 
married, you know, my boy.” 

“‘T dare say it do,” grunted his son and 
heir, who, owing to a recent cagtigation, 
was in a bad temper, ‘‘ and, when I look 
at them things you’ve got on your feet, it 
arouses painful emotions all over me. 
They throw slippers at you when you get 
married, you know, my pa! But it ain’t 
that I object to; it’s fathers throwing 
| them against their little boys that I don’t 
hold with!” 








A Happy Couple. 


Mr. Snarle (savagely).—‘‘I’ve given 
up drinking, I’ve given up smoking, and 
I’ve given up the club ’’—(sarcastically) 
—‘‘is there anything else you would 
like me to give up?” 

Mrs. Snarle (promptly).—‘ Yes, I 
should like you to ‘ give up the ghost !’”’ 


— 





Answered. 


Mr. Surley (savagely).—‘* That con- 
founded baby is always crying. What's 
wrong with him?” 

Mrs. Surley (sweetly).—‘* He’s got your 
temper, love!” 


THe ‘Spor’ STROKE. 
giraffe. 


Stroking a 





water of success. So much for the Ciné-qua-non, I mean 
the Cinématographe. The variety programme is splendid. 
Madamoiselle Parnes, who comes from somewhere abroad, 
is a very charming lady, with a very pleasing voice, a most 
expressive voice, and an exceedingly vivacious manner. Yet 
vivacity with her does not mean vulgarity. The rest of the enter- 
tainment is excellent. 


Packed houses are the rule at the Palace, where the living 
pictures are still very much alive, oh. And very beautiful 
they are, as I have told you before. The general programme 
here is @ very strong one. It is headed by Lottie Collins, who 
foots it merrily. Her songs are very lively, and she sings them 
with all her old fire. ‘The Girl on the Ran-dan-dan” is of the 
“Ta-Ra-Ra” order, but not quite so ‘“‘boom-de-ay”-ish. ‘A 
Leader of Society”’ isa new departure—it is almost a descriptive 
song, and is of the demure order. Mr. Horncastle is singing a song 
called ‘The Longest Reign ’’—it is a very long song, and Mr. 
Horncastle does not give much fire to it; he has a high baritone 
voice, and it is rather difficult to peal forth with an organ of this 
description. A very fine programme, indeed. 

GOSSAMER. 


At the Palace Theatre the celebrated Minstrels Parisiens, who 
made euch a brilliant success in their last engagement, have re- 
appeared and maintain, if they have not augmented, their 
popularity. A new Continental success, named ‘“‘ Les Ramoneurs,”’ 
gives pleasure to a crowded theatre. 


The Royal Aquarium is holding the first show this year of the 
National Chrysanthemum Society this week. The show occupies 
the whole available floor space of the main hall. There is a great 
collection of cut blooms and magnificent groups and specimen 
of chrysanthemums, together with dahlias, gladioli, and 

fichaelmas daisies, choice displays of fruit, and a great variety of 
vegetables. 


On the Tiles. 


We have no objection to ‘“‘ every dog having its day,” but what 
we do object to is every cat having its night. 
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iu’s mad scen2 by Mrs. Botcher, she and Ler husband have not been on speaking terms. The great explorer’s request for 
permissiou vw lecture mn the ‘own Hall was instantly acceded to by the municipal authorities of West Meddleton, and the date fixed. Botcher and Himes 
were daily At the business ollices of the former, arranging for the “ booming ” of the greatevent. Mrs. B. was severely ignored, and was not to share in the 

rthcoming triumph of her lord and master asa lecturer. “Iam not the man for half measures.” loftily said Botcher to B Mes. * Order six of the largest 
I know a fellow who travelled with a panorama; the thing was a failure. His pictorial posters, with a few alterationd in the 
lettering, will do nicely, and i can get them for a mere trifle. We will engage our own billposters, and thus get the thing thoroughly done.” 
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One night the members of the Ancient Order of the Paste Brush came in a body to Muddle Villa, stating that there was @ sinister influence at work, and 
that their efforts were stul:ified in consequence. Disguised as a billposter, with huge can and brush, and false whiskers, at the hour of midnight, Botcher 
stole forth in his latest role of amateur detective. The vandal was quickly run to earth and caught red-handed. The offender was Bifles! “ Renegade!" 
gasped the irate Botcher ; “ you’ve been drinking.” ‘“ No, I ain’t,” was the retort, * I'm the bona fide discoverer. Where's the £50 reward you promised me ? 
If you don’t hand over, instanter, I’i] give the show away.” “Blackmailer! On guard!” cried Botcher! “ It must be your paste—I mean gore—or mine! 
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The battle was raging fast and furious. Biffles was getting 4 terrific pasting. He resorted to strategem, 
es . . le etartlioa } 
Then, to add the coup de grace, a mild thriek in bis ear suddenly starti« 4 him, é ae 
He took his gruel badly (pugilistic term), as dimly he heard the words, jh, my 
’ But let us draw a veil o’er this cruel episode. 





and dropped the paste can over the head of the 
then something heavy eneased ! “1, avd a suffocating sensation 


Boteche ‘ td Martha comes to thy rescue! 
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By THe “ Enrant TERRIBLE.”’ 


Lorp Sauisspury is scoring al! 
along the line in the Armenian 
business, The whole of Europe is now 
basting the Turkey. From the 
stupidity of the Sultan we should 
rechristen Turkey, ‘‘ Goose.”’ 


It’s an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good. The Radical party that has 
agitated always against a stong fleet 
has been clamouring for war. War 
against several Powers is impossible 
for us—because our fleet is not strong 
enough. The irony of it! 





The good old Madhi must be feeling a trifle sick just now. 
Soudan-ly he finds that he is not master of the Desert. He has 
lost the Desert, but has got his desserts. What a lot of difference a 
capital D makes, and the Madhi must be using quite a lot of 
capital D's just now. 


aa 7 


It looks as though the Silver President was ‘going to win in 


America. 


The States will then be ‘' nickel’’ plated. It will cause 


an awful flare up—quite a Bryan (t and May’s) match in fact. 


w ¥ ci 


“FUN LYRICS.” (No, 48.) 
An Answer To “ My SERENADE.” 


Over the hills from the city 
Comes the message I long to hear, 
Borne on the wing of the night-wind, 
From thee who, though far, art near. 
Bwiftly the night-wind is flying, 
Yet a laggard it seems to me; 
I hold out my arms in its welcome, 
For ‘tis coming, my love, from thee. 
REFRAIN :— 


Oh, gentle Summer Wind, 

I hear your zephyr-wing, 
Ah, hasten now to tell 

The message that you bring. 
Sweet Messenger of Love, 

With tears mine eyes are dim, 
My heart is beating fast 

For news of him. 


“T am alone in the city, 
And you are so far away, 
Not for love I dare plead, but for pity, 
Here in the gloom and _the grey.” 
Oh, Burnmmer Breeze, leave thou God's meadows 
And fly back to man-made gloom, 
Teil him in my heart is no pity, 
For love has not left it room. 
REFRAIN : 
No, gentle Summer Wind, 
Too weary is your wing 
To take the answer back 
To the tidings that you bring. 
Oh, Star, on your bright rays 
My message swift will go, 
* My dearest come to me, 
I ove you 80.” 


Send your rays into the city, 
Where he lonely vigil keeps, 
Or kiss with the light of angels 
His eyelids as he sleeps ; 
Tell him from a country garden, 
That rests from the world apart, 
To a room in a gloomy city 
You are bringing a woman's heart 


REFRAIN :-— 


Oh, pure and steadfast Star, 
You'll hasten to my love, 
Send down into the world 
Your glory from above. 
Go swiftly to him now, 
Tell him that I am true, 
And whisper in his heart, 
“She waits for you.” 








Sam Wellerisms. 


‘‘T pon’t like coaled meat,” as the fellow said when he found a 
cinder on his chop. 


‘‘T have to make allowances for her,” as the man explained 
when he was paying his wife her alimony. 


‘‘ Maida Vale,” as the brewer proudly exclaimed when he looked 
at the house he had purchased in that well-known thoroughfere. 


“ A little earning is a dangerous thing,” as the Socialist working 
man observed when he thought he wasn’t being paid enough. 


“Dry up,’’ as the man said to his wife when she melted into 
tears. 


‘‘ Render unto Sea, Sir, the things what belong to Sea, Sir,” as 
the steward advised the bilious passenger who had eaten too much 
salmon. 


‘* This spoils everything,’ as the woman in crape remarked when 
it commenced to rain. 


Beautiful Blue-Eyed Blanche. 


No more of Fancy’s foolish dreams, 
No more of Folly’s lightsome jeer, 
I choose me best of all the themes, 
That ever poet had to rear! 
I sing of Love, ye witlings fine, 
Of such a Love to make you wince ; 
And mark, ye scribes, who sing of wine— 
She’s my Princess and I'm her Prince! 


I met her hand-in-hand with Fate— 
My Fate and her’s together linked : 
My heart was beating such a rate— 
Her cheeks with blushes soft were pinked. 
We spoke about the weather dry, 
The weather wet, just to evince 
An interest in things gone by— 
She’s my Princess and I’m her Prince. 


I saw her eyes were blue and grey, 
Or grey and blue, to be correct ; 
I saw she had a pretty way, 
A pretty touch of intellect. 
I saw what no man saw before 
(And of the fact I’d you convince), 
The light of Love, in golden store— 
She’s my Princess and I'm her Prince. 


I saw the golden gleam of Love 
Shine in her eyes, and on her lips 
Her spirit fluttered like a dove, 
O’ertaken with Love’s honey sips. 
I could not frame the words I felt ; 
I was as sour as any quiver ! 
And yet I made her bosom melt— 
She’s my Princess and I’m her Prince. 


So gaily, gladly, now I go, 
Right through the world with joy elate : 
With happiness I overflow— 
With aspirations steer my gait. 
Success attends whate’er I launch, 
For ever more, and ever since 
I had the right to all her Blanche— 
She’s my Princess and I’m her Prince. 








Decolletee. 


“The more I see of you the more I like you,” whispered young 
Saphed to his fair partner at a ball. 

And then it struck him like a sledge-hammer that perhaps she 
might think that he meant that— Well, you know ! 
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heavily into their handkerchiefs. 


The Prince’s great stroke is what is called the “leg glance.” At 
Cambridge, as one of his tutors remarked, it was generally a ‘‘ late 
but certain cut’’—especially as regards lectures. Here he made 
rather a good “ point ’’—as Ranji,himself always does. 


Our newspapers do get hold of somé real news occasionally. 
One evening halfpenny paper solemnly informs its readers that 
‘“ September has been a very wet month—the wettest for years.” 
Thanks! We had no idea! 


Messrs. Mann and Tillett have been turned out of Hamburg and 
Antwerp—a sign of how these Continental people dislike us. 
Quite so. Had they wished to do us a good turn they would 
| have kept the gentlemen over there. 


In Boys Together, at the Adelphi, there is a little scene, a very 
fearful and exciting one, when a lady and gentlemen on the stage 
have a little difference, and seem to be about to come to blows. 
Oue night, just as the “‘ squaring-up "’ process was beginning, and 
one was mentally engaged in deciding which to back, a god-like 
voice came from the gallery :— 


‘‘ Toime, there! Toime!”’ 


A contemporary tells a capital/story of a certain venerable bishop, 
well known for his kindness. He found a small boy crying bitterly 
at a door, the bell of which he was unable to reach. 

‘Don’t cry, little man, don’t cry. Let me ring for you.” 

The urchin’s eyes beamed satisfaction through their tears, and @ 
rattling good peal on the bell followed. 

“Now,” remarked the imp, drying his eyes, ‘I reckon we'd both 
better run like the devil !”’ 

For a moment the venerable bishop paused, then followed the 
boy round the corner ! 


Host.—* A little more champagne, Miss Elderley ?”’ 

Miss Elderley.—“ Oh, well—just a mouthful, please! ” 

Host (to waiter).—“ John, fill Miss Elderley’s glass!" 

Can it be true, as a contemporary has it, that Mr. Ruskin is 
spending the evening of his days “in reading Scotch kailyard 
Stories’’? We had heard before that the Igreat art critic was 
displaying symptoms of insanity—but we didn’t believe it. 


Barber (as usual).— Your hair is getting very grey, sir.” 
Customer.—‘‘ I’m not surprised. » Do-hurry up!” 











THE complimentary dinner given at Cambridge to Prince 
Ranjitsinhji as the best bat of the year was a great success but for 
the fact that three-parts of the guests nearly took the roofs off their 
mouths by eating real Indian curry —purely out of compliment to 
the prince. They spent the rest of the evening in alternately 
inhaling deep breaths of the deliciously cool air and breathing 











Mistress.—“‘ O, nurse! What dreadful thunder! Listen!” 

Nurse.—‘'O, no, mum; it’s master, upstairs. He has cut 
hisself shaving.” 

Bagpipes, we are told, are “likely to become popular in the near 
future.” Thank gocdness the end of the world is foretold as being 
close at hand. 

’Arry.—‘ Bill, wot’s thesere ‘ Latin Races’?” 

Bill.—* Latirg Ryces? Dunno. Wheer are they ‘eld ?” 


John Bull’s troublesome relations—his foreign ones. 


Philanthropist.—“ Here’s a penny, my little man. Now, what 
will you do with it?” 

Urchin.—“ Toss yer double or quits!” 

‘‘ Edison—Edison?"’ mused madame; “Oh, of course, yes; the 
lighthouse man. What a kind face!" 








Lectures for Convicts. 


(In accordance with recommendations of the recent Committee 
on Prisons, the directors of convict prisons have decided that, with 
@ view to raising the moral tone and relieving the monotony of 
convicts undergoing long sentences of penal servitude, lectures on 
scientific and interesting subjects shall be periodically given.— 
Vide Press.) 

Fun begs to suggest a few “ interesting subjects " :— 


How to Burgle without Bungling. 

Is Prison Fare Fair Fare for Fanciful Feeders ? 

The Torments of Tread Mill Treatment. 

Silent Matches, Noisy Bolts, Skeleton Keys, and Fat Purses, 

Old Judges and their Dotty Doings. 

The Cat o’ Nine Tails: Terrible Tales of Tender Backs, 

The Jemmy as an Opening to Wealth; Its Effect on House- 
holders’ Heads. 

Dodges to Dupe Dogs. 

A Comparison between George Washington (who never told a 
lie) and the®Wabbling Bobby. 

The Convict at Home—Rocking a Cradle. The Convict Abroad 
—'* Cracking a Crib.” 


The Houris of the East. 


Tuey have been holding a ‘‘ beauty show ” amongst the work 
girls of Whitechapel. This certainly ought to suggest a ditty to 
one or other of the coster laureates. We present them with one 
verse and the chorus :— 


‘“‘ Now, when our Beauty Show kime orf, there was pretty gals in 
scores, 
Some kime from Wapping, some from Bow— 
The bloomin’ ’all was crawded—yus, right bang up to the doors. 
West End swells kime dahn to see the show ; 
Yer wants to know who took the prize? Well, cahn’t yer give a 
guess ? 
'Tain’t so ’ard for them that’s in the know, 
Because there ain’t a gal as can compare, you must confess, 
With her that took the prize—( pawse)—my little Flo.”’ 
CHorvs ;— 
The judges they wos wise, 
When they gave to Flo the prize, 
Though the gther donahs said it was a sell. 
Yus, it’s true as I’m a sinner, 
My little gal was winner, 
When they gave the prize for beauty dahn at White-chap-el.”’ 
(Strong accent on the last syllable.) 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. | 


BIRD'S | Gadbur Yo 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the | 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
| palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity DOCTOR. 
NO ALKALIES USED. 
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By tHe Party on tue Spor. 


Wednesday.—Spent the day alternately shouting myself hoarsein 
jubilation of Her Most Gracious having achieved a record in 
sovereignty and drinking her health in emollients to restore my 
shouting powers. Hooray! Gord bless her! Long may she wave! 
It’s not only a “record” reignin length, mind you. In breadth— 
enlightenment—enco ement of the good—discredit to the bad— 
at every point the dear old lady (if she will allow me to call her so) 
scores. 


AND 60 BAY ALL OF US. 


To show the glee they feel to see 
Victoria's “ record reign,” 

Around about the people shout 
Aloud, with might and main. 

And though, in fact, my voice is cracked, 
** Long live the Queen!” shout I. 

“ When next she clears a sixty years’ 
May I be standing by!” 


It was a wretchedly wet day at Balmoral, by-the-way, though 
it cleared up a trifle in the afternoon, and we (the Prince, the 
Czar, and I) turned out with our guns observing “ this day a stag 
shall die.” And so it did—the Czar shot it. Just ran over to 
Dongola to superintend the occupation of that townlet, congratu- 
late the Sirdar and “ coffee-mill” towards Khartoum. Attended 
also the Australian cricket match (v. Americans) at New Jersey, 
where the former had it pretty much all their own way ‘though the 
pleasure steamers would keep sailing across the wicket !), and just 

t back in time to 474 close a most succeasful meeting of the 

ritish Association in Liverpool. 


Thursday.—Stayed in Liverpool all last night,soas to havea | 


front seat for the great demoustration concerning the Armenian 
trocities to-day. Great day, unquestionably—an uniting of all 

and creeds in the cause of humanity. Well, more power 
to our elbow, Britain’s voice has power still? They taunt 
us with our “isolation ’—very well—there lies our cachet to “‘ act 
alone,’’ don't it ? 

To Balmoral, also, with Lord Salisbury, where we all had a 
quiet day together. What we talked about I am not permitted to 
reveal, but—well, you'll soon see the effect of it. There is a cab 
strike going on, I believe, but I don’t know that it matters much 
to anybody but the drivers. 


Friday.—-Awful wind and wet. Great damage done to people 
and property, and many people's feet got damp. 

















































TRAGEDY, : | 
The wind blew high and the wind blew low, ; 
Its force was most terrific, 
It made the Atlantic backward flow, 
And worried the calm Pacific ; 
It wrecked great ships, and chimneys tall, 
Struck a mvountain-top—blew that off, 
Careered round towns and made them fall, 
And blew my Sunday hat off! 
Went over to Dongola out of the wind and helped the Sirdar 
review the troops. The Sirdar has achieved success in this campaign 
with absurd ease—nothing could be ab-Sirdar! 


Saturday.—Went to see them open the ‘Iron Gates” of the 
Danube—the river henceforth free. — ye ceremony removing 

wer of imposing restrictions. Round by Paisley to keep Lord 
Ravehiay in countenance while he unveiled a statue of Burns, then 
to Berlin to ask the Emperor what he means by sending his portrait 
to the “Great Assassin,” and back to London, where, I hear, the 
cabbies are still on strike. 


Monday.—Down to the meeting of the Congregational Union 
meeting at Leicester, begun with much spirit. Looked in at the 
capital exhibition of the Reyal Photographic Society in Pall Mall 
East. Then along to the Glen Esk and Mackenzie grouse drive 
with the Balmoral party. Shot some “ grouses,” though the Ozar 
“ wiped my eye” twice. Just gave a glance in at several “ atrocity 
meetings.” On the whole found right spirit animating mos; of 
them, and already the utterances of “isolated England” are 
having their effect. 


Tuesday.—Off to Balmoral again. H.R.H. the Czar, and the rest 
of them going to be photographed, and insist on my being in the 
group. Unfortunately arrived too late, so the group appears with- 
out me. Everybody very much disappointed at this, but couldn’t be 
| helped. Down to Leicester, where found the Congregational Union 

going on all right, looked in at election of next Lord Mayor, and 
congratulated Mr. Faudel Phillips, which seemed to please him. 
| Armenian atrocities agitation still going on and spreading. 
| Shouldn’t be surprised (if it continues) if the Powers are encouraged 
to really do something effective at last. 
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THE POWERS TO THE SULTAN. 
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' We'll tell you what, with feelings hot, 
| And fierce as any Fenians, 
We're mad, we say, about the way 
You’re treating those Armenians. 
No right we say, bave you to slay 
These folks, howe’er recussant, 
We’re six to one, so drop your fun, 
Or else we’ll—say you mustn’t. 1 
Dined in the evening with Prince Ranjitsinhji to congratulate F 
him on his big scoring during the past season. ) C 
THe SPorrTer. ® 
——— Sos —— ——— it 
Tux October issue of Science Gossip states that ‘‘This season ie 
seems likely to be known in England as a death’s-head year.”’ tc 
How very interesting !' We thought the description so apposite for t} 
Constantinople, and are thinking of suggesting the same to the tc 
Sultan, alias the Great Assassin. We regret that such a forecast 
should be predicted for England, and trust the contributor of such th 
comforting information will discover some other locus in quo for 8 
his death’s-head. sh 
br 
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If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining “HOVIS,” o: if what is gu 
supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to su 
8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. ae 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “ Hovis” do at 
so for their own profit, BEWARE! bec 
Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as bor 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis.” mi 
Apply to your Grocer for “ Hovis" Flour for Home use, packed in eqt 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. . ——. 
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THE Berlin Echo, in & recent edition, throws out some queer 

lights upon English history. Having begun by casting on the 

English all the guilt of the German blood spilt in the Loire 

2 Gambetta having received arms and money from— 
0 


where do you think? You will never guess !—perfidious Albion !— 
it pitches into our army and navy. Our soldiers, we are told, have 
never done anything worthy of mention. We would have been annihi- 
lated at Waterloo but for Bliicher! The French saved us from 
total destruction at the Alma! Tbe Balaclava Charge was due to 
the general in command indulging too freely in port! The French 
took Sebastopol—not we! We had nothing to do with it! 

Well, we don’t know. We always held it rather lucky for Prussia 
that Wellington did take the field at Waterloo—at least, if one 
can judge by the brilliant results achieved, before that battle, by 
the Prussian army against Napoleon. The French even say that, 
but for ce maudit Vilain-ton, Germany would now be a nice little 
French province—but, of course, the French are prejudiced. We 
have never been to war with Germany—luckily for the land of cheap 
beer and scurrilous newspapers. Not but that they have some 
advantages over us; for instance, our Queen does not play tin 
soldiers in the nursery, nor cry “ Hoch! hoch! hoch!’ about 
fifteen times a day, nor send her photograph to the Sultan. But 
we have a trifling Empire here and there,a few goodish men to 
guard it, and—w t Germany will never bave—a Flying Squadron! 

The Dervishes are, of course, only a barbarous people; it is not 
Kee then, to find that they cannot make h or tail of a 

itchener. 


Of course, we expected a bit of a circus when the Czar landed 
at Cherbourg. We knew that the French and the Russians had 
me brothers, and that 2,000,000 Russian “flags” had been 
bought by the Parisians, ably to pave the streets with. Two 
million! Think of it! This means that, were the bunting divided 
equally among the people of Paris, every man and woman, every 
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tottering old greybeard, ony new-born babe, every living soul in 
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the place that wanted something to play with, would wave aloft a 
Russian flag, and cry “ Huz-czar!" Was ever a welcome like it? 


The Czar, being a sensible man and not a circus proprietor, will 
doubtless prefer the cordial yet courteous and dignified manner in 
which he was met at Balmoral, and the quiet, sincere life he saw 
there, to the pantomime at present convuising Paris. Friendship 
is one thing—hysterics is another; and the kissing even of 
prominent statemen is likely to get a little wearisome for Nicholas. 
We would like to know, tor instance, how much hs would have 
given to be able to avoid that awkward lurch into M. Faure’s arms 
at Cherbourg ! 

Motor-cars have been suppressed in Buda-Pesth. They went all 


right, but acquired a playful way of running over humble pedestrians, 
and of not stopping when the oe beld up his hand. A 
really alert young motor car, in a frisky mood, could do a good deal, 


say in Cheapside, while its merriment lasted. 

A good railway yarn, though old, may bear repeating :— 

One bitterly cold morning in January a lively party of young men 
were travelling together, duly equipped with rugs and flasks, when 
the ticket collector came round to punch the tickets. 

“’Ullo, collector! Would you like a nip this cold weather?” 
asked a young gentleman with a well-filled : 

‘“‘ Thankee, sir, kindly, I’m sure.” 

“ Then—take it out of that!’’ And he handed the disappointed 
man of trains his ticket. 

THOSE POSTERS! 
| MR. ARTHUR ROBERTS 
| IN 
i i 


A WHITE SILK DRESS. | 





Every Evening at 8. 





Charlie: “ You never wear a ‘ kamarband ’?” 

Harry (fogged): ““N—no. Were you?” 

Nor Surprisinc.—Mistress.—* What a fearful smell of gas! I 
suppose, Bridget, it is all right in the dining-room ?” 

Bridget —* Oh, yes, mum. I blew it out a long time ago in 
there! ”’ 

Encusn as Sse 1s Sproxe.—Hi carn’t do with thesere 
furriners,” exclaimed Jimmee, bitterly; “they caan’t bloomin’ 
well speak properly. They calis ‘pile ile’ ‘pell ell,’ and sez 
‘mozaire’ for ‘muvver’!” 

At the Beach Hotel, ——on-Sea. 

Proprietor (suavely).— The breakers were higher than usual 
yesterday, when you were sop <8 

Visitor (experienced).—“ Yes ; but don’t, for goodness sake, stiok 
that in the extras!” 
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HUMOUR FROM THE FRONT. 
“See! He’s fairly got the hump of it!” 


The Rising (of Prices) in Cuba. 


{* The pe! of tobacco from that unhappy island, Cuba, is 
cally exhausted, and there is no prospect of a crop next year. 
is year's output amounts to only 20,000 bales.”—Pall Mall 
Gazette.) 
Tec, me not in bale-ful numbers 
Of the terrible decline, 
Lately noted in the Cuban 
Crop of fragrant nicotine. 
Cabbage leaf is in high feather, 
And the “ Trichys ” glow with glee, 
Flor de Dindiguls are chuckling : — 
“ What is (He)Cuba to me?” 




















(No wonder the Dervishes are demoralised.—Ed. Fun.) | 


Interviewer.—* In the event 
of a fatal collision on your line, 
sir, at what would you value 
the life of a passenger? ” 

Railway Director.—“ Oh, 
that would depend upon what 
class carriage they were travel- 

in.’ 
nterviewer.— But what 
difference does that make? 
A working man’s wife is as 
dear to him as——.” 

R. D. (interrupting ).—“ Ob, 
yes, but there is a lot of 
difference between the value 
of a cotton dress and a satin 
one with sealskin sacque and 
hat to match.” 





. _ ee — 





| “To Boxers in the 
| Milk Trade.” 


A BOXING competition, open 
only to bona-fide milkmen, is 
announced. This takes us not 
a little by surprise, as up to 
now we had never heard of 
milkmen being much given to 
fisticuffs, but had regarded 
them as persons of a milk- 
and-watery, not to ray pussy- 
lanimous, nature, on account 
of their dealings with the cat- 
lap. It now appears that they 
are not overflowing with the 
milk of human kindness, but 
take naturally to (milk) punch- 
ing, and when once they get at 
it are not easily cowed, but 
keep slogging away till all is 
sky blue. As the competition 
is designed to decide the cham- 
pionsbip of the milk trade, it 
will, of course, bring together 
the cream of the profession, 
but it is not to be taken for 
granted that the honours of 
the fight will ultimately rest 
with one Simpson. Specula- 
tion is already rife upon the 
event, but we understand that 
the market has been skimmed 
of all the best prices; while 
those who incautiously risk 
their money are pretty safe to 
get milked. It may be con- 
fidently assumed, however, 
that the watchword of the 
meeting will be ‘‘ Wat-er 4 
day we’re having,” and that 
the same will be conspicuously 
chalked up all over the arena. 





—__— —————— 


Tue ORDEK OF THE BATH.-- 
To admit one. 


Fare ye well, my choice Havanna |! 
Oh, the weeds that are no more! 
If the Cubans will persist in 
Brand-ishing the brands of war. 
I do not object to risings — 
** Men may burn, and men may ble: d”’— 
But i draw the line at dittos 
In the prices of the weed. 
It is puff-ectly disgrace ful— 
All the “‘ baccy ” shops are broke, 
And we won’t be happy till their 
Tricky tactics end in smoke. 


A Farr Orrer. 
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“T will marry you if you like, George.” 
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Comforting. 


[The local branch of the St. John 
Ambulance Association have offered their 
' gervices throughout the season to the 
. (Kent) Football Club and the 
' offer has been accepted.— Daily Paper. ] 
Ye sportsmen in knickers, 
Ye youths s and tall, 
Ye stalwart high-kickers 
So “ well on” the ball, 
When glory shall call you 
Heed not for your fates, 
No barm may befall you— 
An ambulance waits. 


No evil be fearing, 
Fair matron, sweet maid, 
When thou may’st be hearing 
The chorus, ‘‘ Well played!” 
Though gore may bespatter, 
Though broken be pates, 
It nowise shall matter— 
An ambulance waits. 


Hearts light as the feathe 
Have onlooking hosts 
When watching the “ leather ” 
Career toward the posts. 
Though wounds may be showing 
Such fact but elates— 
What bliss to be knowing 
An ambulance waits ! 


By a Crabby Old 
Bachelor. 
“Distance lends nchan ment to the 

view ’— 
Especially of women is this true, 
For most of them, when close unto the 
eye, 
- seen to be all powder, paint, and 
ye! 





Compulsion. 


Tommy Henpeckt.—‘‘ What made you 
marry ma, pepa?”’ 
|. Mr. Henpeckt (sadly).—“ Your mother 
made me, my boy!” 





A Definition. 


Tommy Kutun.— Papa, what is re- 
partee ? ”’ 

Mr. Kutun.— Repartee, my boy, is 
& very clever answer when you say it to 
anybody, but a very rude answer when 
anybody says it to you.” 


Support is so contrary. 


Sincerely yours, 

















The Resignation. 
My Ellis, dear, the air wants clearing. 
Support explicit from Liberals fearing, 
From Gladstone’s opinion slightly veering, 
An authority always matchless. 
Of course, the difference is not straining ; 
Position’s not new. I’m not complaining. 
Faith and energies constraining 
I should appear regretless. 
A Freeman, I must speak my mind, 
Party Leadership I’ve resign’d. 
Liberty of action, freedom kind, 


So Ellis, dear, believe me, very, 
In parting from you, I’m not merry, ) 
I feel the deepest pangs, oh! very, ) 











ty, 


1st Groom.—“ Well, say wot cher like, there’s no beer like bottled beer arter all.”’ 
2nd Groom.—“ Yus, yer’re right, and if I wos a rich man I'd allus hey my bottled in by 


the barrel.” 
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A “CORKER.” 


The Cab Strike. 
BY AN OLD CAB HORSE, 


My master struck, I’m very pleased to say 
(He used to strike in uite «aiff 

And, as I share with 
A bit of joy reins in my ancient breast ! 


My corn will certainly not scarcer grow 
Because I’ve never had any, you know, 


Save on my hoof! Sol chaff and laugh 
, quafi | 


And “‘ Adam's ale,” without bitter-ness 
Here's to the strike! for rest I sadly need 


From whip, and endless miles at “ cat’s-meat speed $4 


My master, though conservative with lip, 
In action is, in truth, a “ lib’ral whip |’ 





Nyy 
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LIKE MASTER, LIKE HORSE. 
Brown.—" Ah! that’s the cob you bought from old Spavin. How do you like him?” 1 
Green.—“ Oh, pretty well! He’s got a nasty habit of overreaching, though ! ”’ 
Brown.—“ Must have learnt that from old Spavin, I should say! ”’ 
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Who's Afrai Your grim but undecided air Not I for one! For though ’tis clear 
wus dP Is poor humanity's despair ; To call you friend, I well might fear; 
TURKEY :— You loudly called a spade a spade My honour men might well malign 
But bam to strike, so—Who’s afraid ? Were I to call you friend of mine. 
Undaunted work my wicked wil Renluss ave not Ltd by Souble inet, 
my wic ; Sotto voce) ms are not held by feeble lust, 
I <y my kingdom and my state, ; ( In that last hour you'll call again 
And _ alike at Bull and Fate ! I think I do it pretty well, For Britain’s bel and cali ~ vain. 
Despite the Concert's music grim, This doughty bluster’s sure to tell ! 
Despite the Nonconformist’s whim : And yet Bull’s calm ironic air O fool! you think yourself so wise |! 
Pp , - y y 
By my two backers force is stayed ; | Would seem to bid me still beware ! O blind! you trust your darkened eyes ! 
I therefore murmur: “ Who's afraid ?” By rene - see — wc oeh wy To ruin you, misguided, wend— 
; 6 4 may roug y- And patiently I wait the end. 
 cagabanr nag + on ade —* eed | Maybe I’m on the downward grade, The vultures gather, and you say :— 
at stadiene tek Shamahen 0, ed | And danger’s near—well— Who's afraid ? ‘* Some rerpend of mine !’*—I watch the 
But ’tis so inharmonious. | play, 
By mutual jealo ‘tis cursed, Butt (to himself) :— I smile to see the way it’s played ; we 
Each player's to be first ; Ab, well, my lad, you have your friends, For, as you say, Sir, “‘ Who's afraid : 
And so, te the row its made, But what may be their little ends ? 
I still can murmur: “ Who's afraid ?"’ They smile on you, on me they frown, a 
et ee ee 
after all, can Britain do ae ; . 
To straighten out a tangled skein 4 friendship has not yet been tried The Copper Question. 
That Russia comes and twists again? at, still, 1f one may give a guess, 
Although there’s mischief in eye It will not be a great success. First cd ans reads pon! = 9 - 
defy ; s a w gets the chance).— 
My fends . oe me to evade I wished to your land, “Wot abart this ’ere silver question in 
Your British wrath, so—Who's afraid ? ove 7 Ag the oO py ene ; Ameriky, Sam?” 
wished to keep you still a State— Second Ditto ingly). — ** Ob, 
What though your glance is full of = wy naar He — _ silver question be ng Yoce abart 
scorn, mn your , brutal p this ’ere co uestion, is more to the 
Your still disdain may well be borne ; You cast your only friend aside— = Tre ‘ove I arst fifty people 
For it is truth, as Allah knows, For Russia’s friendship now you trade, or @ copper ter day, and I ain't ’ad a 
The Turk cares not for aught but blows. And feebly bluster—‘ Who's afraid?” bloomin’ one give me!” 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 142.) 
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A BOY FROM THE COUNTRY, 


Lady Customer.‘‘ What is the price of the new potatoes a pound?” 
Boy (much astonished at Customer's ignorance). 
sold by the pound ; them’s only sold by the pottle!"’ 


‘Taters, lady? ‘Taters ain't never 








~o 





In Memoriam. 


Mr. Frep Barnarp, whose death we record with regret, was, 
in the ‘‘sixties,’’ one of the most comical of humourists working 
upon this periodical. His political cartoons are masterpieces, 
and the faces of the Parliamentarians of that day are readily 
recognisable, so truly has Mr. Barnard delineated them in the 
metaphorical representations that occurred to him at the time. 
: which appeared 
in these pages. “ Life in Lodgings” and “ Petsetilla’s Story ”’ 


Mr. Barnard also illustrated several seria! stori« 


are amongst his chief work in this respect. 
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William Morris. 


Diep OcTronerR Srp, 1896. 
“Tue idle singer of an empty day "' 
Thy story, poet, otherwise we read, 
Forlo! thy day, too early passed away, 


Was full of lofty thought and knightly deed. 


Cast on an age of change, and stress, and strife, 
Thy aim was stil], through manhood up from youth 


To beautify the meanest things of life 


With that rich light that flows from Art and Truth. 
Earth's soiled and motley pageant to thine eyes 
Was sad; thy dream was of a golden dawn : 


Thy quest was for an ‘ Earthly Paradise ' 


: 
\ brighter waits thee now where t i art 


| On Malvern Hill. 


Come out into the early morning, 

| And climb the hills with me, 

| Come over the verdant meadows, 

And under the tinted tree. 

| Climb up the miniature mountains, 
And tread the village green, 

And gaze on the greatest beauties 
The human eye has seen. 

The plain is lying before us, 

Bespread with village and town, 
And jewelled with lakes that glisten— 
Like gems in @ monarch’s crown. 
And ’neath the oaks and the elm trees, 

With their leaves red, gold, and brown, 
We’ll wander where sunbeams flicker, 
Like a shower of diamonds down. 


The world would seem deserted, 
No being seems astir, 
Save that here and there from above us 
Comes a wild bird’s wingéd whirr, 
And a sound of life that is waking, 
Is borne on the breeze to me; 
And the sheep-bell’s tuneful tinkle 
Makes mournful melody. 


And smoke from the cottage chimneys 
Says work will soon begin ; 

The world will wake to its worries, 
Its sorrows and its sin. 

Then must the pen of the poet 
Dip deep in the ink of earth, 

And shake off its heavenly dewdrops 
For worldly music and mirth. 


Now, through the verdant valleys 
And under each rustling tree 
Comes the sound of a donkey-boy singin 
‘‘ They're waiting there for me.”’ 
That sends my thoughts all rushing 
Down—down, like a flood of rain, 
I leave blue sky and sunshine 
For earthly pleasure and pain. 


And down I stroll from the hill-top, 
My dreams all earthward dashed 

To partake of a homely breakfast, 
A lowly sausage and mashed. 

Or perchance ’tis the fragrant kipper— 
Or maybe ’tis nice hot hash—— 

What ’tis, so there’s plenty—the poet 
Does not care a single——. 


A Hint to Ranjitsinhji. 


score « Of~ constituencies would eagerly elect him for 
Parliament.— Daily Telegraph. 

He would have no difficulty in securing a nomination from som¢ 
enthusiastic constituency.---Star. 


RANJI, dear Ranji, take heed, take heed, 

Lest a terrible doom overtake you: 
Your British admirers are fully agreed 

That they need must a demigod make you. 
And what is the wont of Britannia, when 

She (desirous of ‘‘ doing the handsome’’) 
Would fain apotheosise favourite men ? 

Why, @ seat in St. Stephen’s she grants ’em ! 
Yes, that is her hobby, in truth and in deed— 
tanji, dear Ranji, take heed! take heed! 


Ranji, dear Ranji, beware, beware ! 
You are vigorous, hearty, and nimble; 
And a bat in the hand and a ball in the air 
Are to you of true pleasure the symbol. 
And how would you bear you, O warm-blooded Prince, 
Amid Parliament’s puliogs and ploddings ? 
I fear you would fidget, and wriggle, and wince, 
And collapse with Homeric nid-noddings ! 
Yet Britannia’s bent upon landing you there 
tanji, dear Ranji. beware! beware ! 


NTER'S Devit.—Spirit. 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 24. 


lar DISTINGUISHED EXPLORER IS MADE THE Victim or a Deapiy Puror. 
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_Mr. and Mrs. Botcher were reconciled, and, after a few weeks’ coddling, Boteher is himself agai jut true great over without its drawbacks, ihe 
universally-envied discoverer of the rth Pole has receiv nan . tle Mmpets With the = + in, Gagget, and revolver, and In WalGn 
he was courteously informed mt he w doome roan untin y el ’ or nite Hom . . adi x * o0 ; ape ry ph 
hoeelines tnacees: tol Wien danidien rtha. } oi n the r ‘ hat vil-lo neruoftian fe wit . r a hl } iw, wi e?” he mentally 


strode on throug 


(™, 


% \ rt uo of 


SS HM 


2 ¢ us 





™ 
= a 
“~ 
= et 
: ——_ ~) 
a 


cut to the police station!” He darted into a dark, narrow entry. Horror! Itended ina 
olmbs?” ejaculated his pursuer, “I'm no 


He put on speed’; so did the mivsterions shadower. ‘ Ah. a short * 
eul dae sac. “ Any sum you care to name,” pleaded sotcher, on his knees, “ but don’t produce your bombs - 
bombist; I simply desire a subscription for the ‘ Converted Crumpet Union ” 
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The door suddenly opened, a form entered, the key was turned in the 
' “Traitor!” thundered the irate explorer, I now know where that diabolical missive came 


A week passed. Boteher was at his business chambers, after hours, and alone. 
= *. 
iock, and Biffles, the beery, and Botcher were again face to face! hy ia 
from.” For answer Biffles placed on the desk a sinall bag. A ticking sound came therefrom! “ An infernal mn hine huskily muttered he. It is timed for 
fifteen minutes! It will take five to write out that cheque fur the fifty pounds, due to me for the discovery of the North Pole, You will then have ample me 

“T vane cheaae % as handed to Biffles before he had reached the end of his sentence. “ Unlock the door, 


to escape before this edifice is blown to the clouds! i 
r fore this edifi is biown Biffles vanished, locking the door on the other wide. Fortunately the frame of that one window was not over 


Vasper he The *y Was agal eard, and 
— | Botcher. The key w - Ag - n h ard a feet. The police insist that the “ nfernal machine” was simply the harmless works of a little timepiece, 
t) - ae al oat = ve fi luc ove " ie . } Milt j Bibs bitAY si baht ii ; 7 . ‘ 

ro g, the glass too thick. or the fall much ove J ta that he knows better! And he now constantly p nbulates his back garden awaiting the 
set going before being piace d in its cov ng But Botcher asser adhe pee: on ™ — 
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By THE Party ON THE Spor. 








Wednesday.—Went down to see if the Blackwa)l Tunnel was bored 
through as reported. Found it was so, and was nearly bored 
through myself with statistics. Left pretty soon, however, as I 
was engaged to lunch with the Duke and Duchess of Fife with the 
Czar and Czarina—which I did with much gratification to all 
parties. Got back in time for the “naming” of the Buddhist 
baby at the Indian Exhibition. Interesting and imposing cere- 
mony, but curious effect of surroundings—couldn't persuade 
myself without much difficulty that it was a religious ceremony 
and not a theatrical pageant! Same feeling appeared to be 
prevalent in the assembly gathered. 


WONDER. 


We may be students, much impressed, 
Or thoughtless “ gapers,’’ maybe, 
Who watch, with breathless interest, 
Them name that Buddhist baby ; 
And we applaud the novel scene 
(We would be ‘“‘ mugs "’ to flout it), 
Although we wonder—what tey mean 
And baby thinks about it. 


Thursday.—Spent an hour or two at the Continental Gallery 
with sume rather extraordinary pictures from the Paris Salon. All 
pretty clever, aud seme of them rather pleasant. Called at the 
Crystal Palace Fruit Show with a tasting order, and then made my 
way to Gueldersglen and shot pheasants with H.R.H. and the rest. 
Called in to hear the annual statement of the School Board—which 
rather bored me—and finished up the evening among the medical 
schools, which opened their winter sessions with ceremonies, as per 
usual. Went to bed melancholy. 


Friday.—Went for a deer-stalk with the Czar. No sport—at 
least, no deer. Just saw the finish of the Congregational Union 
meeting, and had another Art afternoon—at the New Gallery this 
time—Arts and Crafts. Very good it is, too. Called on the 
Germans, and remonstrated with them for collaring the Zanzibar 
(would be) usurper. Fancy they have saved us some trouble, 
though. We couldn't let the chap’s impudence pass without 
punishment exactly, but the game with such a twopenny-halfpenny 
party would hardly be worth the candle. Germany's action has 
relieved us of a difficulty. We ought to be grateful to Germany. 
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RELIEVED. 


His cheek should be punished, but then we feel 
His nips but those «f a gnat— 

It’s crushing a butterfly on a wheel 
To punish a swab like that. 

So thanks to the Germans should be profuse 
For grateful our feelings are— 

As we haven't the sliehtest of further use 
For the Sultan of Zanzibar! 


Saturday.—Saw Lord and Lady Russell carefully stowed on 
board the Etruria on their wey home again. Then over to look at 
Paris. Never saw a place so choke full—in expectation of the 
Czar’s arrival and the attendant gaieties. Forty thousand people 
without homes to their backs, I was told. Hurried home again, so 
now they’re more comfortable—only thirty-nine thousand nine 
hundred and ninety-nine of them suffering inconvenience of that 
description. Came back to lookat Sir E. Burne-Jones'sseven pictures 
at Goupil’s ; in the evening to the opening conversazione at 'loynbee 
Hall. Heard there was a fire at Drury Lane Theatre, and went to 
investigate. It appears there was a small fire in the kitchen. So 
there was in mine, for that matter. Saw the Czar and Czarina off 
on their Jong railway journey from Ballater to Portsmouth—saw 
that they had their tickets, portmanteaus, etc., all right, you know, 
and then to bed. 


Monday.—Down to Ebbw Vale to hear Sir Vernon Harcourt. 
Very good speech as such things go, but politics, and I don’t go in 
for them. Looked in, in a friendly spirit, on the Baptist Union 
meeting at Bristol, and saw by the papers that the chairman of the 
London County Council and the Lord Mayor-Elect had been inter- 
changing compliments. Was much impressed. 


Tuesday._-To Rhymney to hear more Sir Vernon. Same senti- 
ments (ou my part, I mean) as previous day. Patted the Church 
Congress at Shrewsbury on the back, and welcomed the London 
County Council back to work once more. 


BACK AGAIN, 


The Councillors, with faces brown, 
From rest and recreation, 

Resume once more, in happy town, 
Their wonted occupation. 

With happy jokes they seek their dens, 
And genially hurry 

To square their elbows ink their pens, 
And settle whom to worry. 


Over to Paris to welcome the Czar and Czarina. Did it mag- 
nificently, and enthusiastically assisted by all Parisand a good deal 
of the rest of the world. Came back and attended the Brighton 
Dog Show and the Royal Aquarium Chrysanthemum Show, and 
home and to bed once more. 

THE SPOTTER. 


GEORGE Rowney AnD Co.’s patent ring-bound sketch books are 
constructed so that the leaves can be turned right back without 
injuring the binding, and every leaf conveniently transforms itself 
into a block of sufficient solidity under any circumstances when 
sketching. The surface of the leaves is Whatman’s, but the super 
ficial delineation thereon is another man's 
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¥ By rae “ Enrant TEeRRIBie.” 
Ir is said that Ahmid intends 
suing Mr. Gladstone for libel for 


ee him an assassin. Well, of 
course, Ahmid knows his own business 


best, but if he can stand the cross- 
om: Ne examination to which Mr. Public 
"7 \} Opinion, Q.C., would subject him, he 
is even a cleverer man than most of us 

AS) 
| | prise you—according to the depth of 
your religious belief. For, if you do 
notregard the Scriptures as inspired, it would not require 


take him for. 
* * 

any vivid stretch of the imagination to believe that the world is 

going to suffer extermination once again by flood. 











At the time of writing it is still 
raining. This may, or may not sur- 
*K 


This makes the third month of wet. About Christmas time, I dare- 
say, we shall be basking beneath the sun in nothing more substan- 
tial than pyjamas, with the thermometer registering 90 in the 
shade. You never know what is going to happen in these topsy- 
turvey days. It would not at all surprise me to discover that Mr. 
W. S. Gilbert was at present controlling the weather department. 


The Czar has been to Paris and has been idolised in fashion 
never before attempted. Under the circumstances, it is not sur- 
prising that the welkin—has Paris a ‘“ welkin’’?—has rung with 
good old cry, ‘‘ Hip, hip, hu-Czar!”’ 


* 


All the same, the poor, unfortunate Russian Emperor must have 
seriously considered whether it is worth while being an autocrat, 
and running the risks of Nihilism and assassination merely to pro- 
vide the Parisians with an alternative to the Eiffel Tower and the 


Moulin Rouge. 
* * 


“FUN LYRICS.” (No, 44.) 
THe Kiss. 
I kissed her—she laughed, 
And I laughed, too; 
’'T was strange, was it not, 
For us so to do? 
We had met but last right, 
Ata dance; and then 
I felt that no more 
I was one of men 
I trod on the air 
As the fairies tread, 
No longer a man 
But a gnome instead. 
I kissed her—the gates of the land of fées 
Were opened to me as I met her gaze. 
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I kissed her—she blushed, 
And I flushed, too; 
As she looked at me 
With her eyes of blue; 
And I went to rest 
With a heart afire—- 
I had entered the lana 
Of Heart's Desire. 
‘Tis strange that a maid 
With one little kiss 
Can open the gates 
Of a land like this— 
And lead you from earth to the azure skies 
That are mirrored within a maiden's eyes. 


I kissed her—she smiled, 
And I smiled, too; 
For the secret of life 
We that moment knew; 
That a man for a maid 
And a maid for a man 
Was the reason of life 
Since the world began; 
Not riches, nor fame 
Is the goal of life 
But a husband for her, 
And for him a wife. 
No study nor tutor can teach you this— 
You know it at once, from a maiden’s kiss. 


The Russian Sailor. 


‘Paris, Tuesday night. While the lowers have fleets off the 
Dardanelles, Russia is holding a double squadron in readiness at 
Sebastopol and Nicolaef,’’ etc...DVaily Paper, 30th September, 
1896. 


As giants, Russian seamen loom 
In F'rance’s fascinated eyes ; 

There’s one quaint reason for this boom, 
Which strikes a note of droll surprise. 


'Tissaid . . . the sailor of the Czar 
Rivals the lion when in action ; 
Compared with him our British tar 
Counts but one-half . . . a vulgar fraction. 


The Russian sailor leads the van, 
In fight and fray, than ours he's smarter, 
And folks pronounce him twice the man, 
Call ours @ TAR, but im @ TARTAR. 


THe South London “ Caxton'’ Musical Society, which, as the 
name may suggest, is connected with the printing trade genorally, 
and the London and County Printing Works in particular, gave 
their first amoker of the season on Saturday, October 3rd. L,. 
Upcott Gill, Esq. (Hxchange and Mart), who is president, acted 
as chairman, and was assisted by Mr. If. Brookes. It is impossible 
to do full justice to the array of talent which assisted to make a 
most pleasant evening, as you may guess when we say that there 
were no fewer than 35 vocalists, besides ‘‘The White Rose 
Quartette ’ and ‘‘ The Lovegrove Combination.,”’ Among the comic 
artistes, Messrs. Charles Clark, A. Wales, and I’, Butler certainly 
divided the proverbial cake between them, while those of a more 
serious tendency were simply charmed by Messrs. Arthur Grover, 
Eric Davis, H. Griffiths, and Dan Patterson. Mr. C. Hardy, jun., 
officiated at the piano, and a most enjoyable evening concluded 
with the strains of ‘‘ Auld Lang Syne.” 
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“Refreshing and Invigorating {to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the Piatinabd, @e. 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—PFamity DocTror. 
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exhilarating. Of Mr. Hare’s acting it is now su 
gatory to speak; we have known him and appreciated him for 
years. But Miss Susie Vaughan gave us another surprise. She is 
® wonderful woman. She is equally good as pantomime prince, as 
the grande dame of old or modern comedy, as dancer, as an inter- 
preter of acharacter that might have been taken direct from Dickens. 
As the pharisaical, Mrs. Porcher, she was positively 
immense. There was us in the very curve of her little finger. 


Mr. Charles Wyndham revived Rosemary on Tuesday eveni 
last, and had a very cordial welcome on et Pin lena mM There 
is not much to be said now of the capital interpretation by him 
and the Criterion Company of Messrs. Louis N. Parker and Murray 
Carson’s delicious old-world play. Mr. Wyndham, Miss Mary Moore 
Mr. J. H. Barnes, Mr. Bishop, Mr. James Welch, and Miss Carlotta 
on resumed their old parts, and played them with their old 
pe on. 
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GossaMER. 


The Bell of Cairo, a new musical play, was produced at the 

— ee oe agg cw inst. Miss May Yoné sustains the 
ing part in the play, which has resulted from the collaborati 

f Mr. John Hare has been riding The Hobby of Messrs, Cecil Raleigh and Kinsey Peile. = 


Horse ot the Grand, and very cement eae g Mr. Frederick Harrison and Mr. Cyril Maude open the Hay- 





ne Se mate. Da Sines . * a Ml i market Theatre on Saturday, the 17th inst., with a romantic play, 
it at the St. James's, but the Islingtonians in four acts, entitled Under the Red Robe. 

took to it kindly—which does their judgment Mr. George Alexander commences his seventh season at St. 
much credit. It is a very excellent gee-gee, James’s Theatre on the 20th inst. with the resumption of The 
this Hobby Horse, and its jockey is one of the Prisoner of Zenda. 


very best. One cries and one laughs, and 
what more can you want? In the language 





— ms . — — ———$_ —_ 


of the turf, “ Nix my dol, pals.” It is ; acd s : 

He too late in the day to tell the story of The Hobby Horse, the Saloon carriages containing directors of the railway company 
if story of the husband with a fad, the wife with a fad, and the good were attached to the front and rear of the train, conveying the 
ub fellow who loves with a love that is hopeless from the beginning. Tsar and his suite from Ballater to the South.— Vide Press. ] 

if The performance attthe Grand was chiefly remarkable for Our royal visitor has left for paradise Parisian, 

‘i the acting of Miss May Harvey. In her we have an actress And we've shown him that we hold him very dear; 

Hi of surprising power-—— with a declamation, a spirit, a nice For it’s certain we avoided anv fear of a collision, 

‘ appreciation of sentiment and of humour that is positively With a vaniload of directors, front and rear. 
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Footbalis, Shirts, Jerseys, Boots & Sundries. 


Note the following Cash Prices! Second to no other House in or out of London!! 
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f — one | FOOTBALL SHIRTS. 
Oba te — ; 8/9 Well Made. Good Fit. 
Turner's “ Invicta’ ........ 7/6 Turner’s “ Special ’ Flanne- 
Turner's “Challenge”: 6/9 = lette, self-colours ........ 2/6 
nteyarmg) ot THOS eee m . 4 wy tn Quarters, or Broad) 2/9 
Turner's “ Practice” Button | —— | PN Gu itiencbeddaee ep ) 
or Buttonless...........- ; 5/9 } 9: Fi J] T| R ~ Re! Ff Alt Wocl Flannel, in all 
Thomlinsons’ Patent Footballs 8/6 oil U N b , > COIOUFR «0... esse eeeees 4/1t 
Turner's * Special! ee oe 46 a»: >* 22 Se. ¥ ~ : wn’ =:4 ee Quarters, GOR de cb cise 5/3 
2% 3 2 em MOOe pecial Melton Satteen 


Bryan's “Grasshopper” and 
“ County” Balls. 


Stripes, Sashes, star, | 2/11 
Turner's “ Turfskipper’’ and other 


Crosses, 660. .....ccccce: 











z 
First-class Balls. Xe A reduction of 3/« per dozen for one 
BOOTS. dozen and upwards. 
“ Sole”-ly at Bottom Prices! Neck measurement and height sufficient. 
Turner's “‘ Neverslip’’ Patent) 
he age ae 5/11 4 KNICKERS. 
Turner's ‘‘ Neverslip"’ Sewn 5. 
Waterproof Soles, Cor-' 7/6 cepts AN Strong Navy Serge .......... 1/11 
rugated Toe Cap; Stevens’ = at Better Quality........ 2/6, 2/11 
Patent Ankle direde : = “< Best Quality .......... 3/6, 4/6 
Turner's Wines eels : — . —; Send waist measure, 
Soles,Corrugated Toe | Sit 3 ene 1/113, a/e,aits 3 | 
Stevens’ Pads Tafleteia ee ee ee eene 1 1/9. 
Turner's Dri Boots, | 10) Bags, full sise .... _— =e. 3/11 
Pads, made} 10/3 SEND FOR FULL PRICE LIST. Hide Bags ........ 6/11, 8/11 
Shin Guards .... 9id., 1/-, 1/4 


H. T. TURNER, THE “SOUTH LONDON” ATHLETIC OUTFITTER. 
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Mr. GLADSTONE, replying recently to a correspondent, admitted 
that his remarks on the Armenian question had been “already, 
perhaps, too copious.’’ Naturally the old gentleman must have a 
good deal to say on any subject upon which he changes his mind 
every few years. Compare, for instance, these words of his on the 
subject of the coercion of Turkey :— 


‘We have always protested “The right to act alone I, for 
against single-handed attempts one, will never be a party to re- 
to coerce her. We felt that to mouncing. (Cheers.) ... . 
coerce Turkey would probably I, therefore, do not believe, #n 
lead to immediate bloodshed do not entertain for a moment, 
and calamity, with uncertainty this phantasm which is raised 
as to the issue.”"—November 26th, to alarm us, if our nerves 
1879, happen to be in a peculiar 

state of weakness—(laughter)— 
this phantesm of European 
War.’’—September 24th, 1896. 


All licensed victuallers wi be glad to hear that Abdul Damed is 
& rabid teetotaler, which is a sufficient answer to the claptrap plat- 
form statement that “all crime is the result of drink.’ But, 
however much his Porte disagrees with him, Abdul is intent on 
letting his Kurds have their own whey. 


_ Of course, it is not surprising that the ultra-Radical Party would 
like to see Sir W. Harcourt in the shoes that pinched Lord 
bery. Has he not the blood cf monarchs in his veins? Can 
he not trace his pedigree back unbroken to Bernard, a noblemen of 
Saxony at the time of the Conquest? And has not the family 
resided at Stanton Harcourt for over seven centuries? What 
chance can Messrs. Asquith and Morley possibly hold against a 
gentleman possessing such Radical qualifications as these ? 


———— os 
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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable or " contributions, artistic or a or 
fea. besser by a stamped and 
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An old soldier, Sergeant Cornelius—his name is no*fault of his 
has served Queen and country faithfully for 62 years. That is 
to say, he actually enlisted two years before her Majesty's accession ! 
But at last reward bas come to him. The War Office bas granted 
him a pension of £10 a year! It is gratifying to know that the 
old fellow will, on this glorious allowance, be able to end his days 
in luxury and magnificence. 


The Lyon’s Den.—The New Trocadero Restaurant; 


THe Wet WeaTHER.—Conductor.— Any gent. oblige a young 
lydy with a seat?” 
Sharples.— With pleasure—on my knee.” 


Curate.—* How is your husband, Mrs, Ballyhooley ?" 

Mrs. B.—‘“Ochone! the dhocter he says that if Pathrick lives 
till the morning there’ll be some hope; but if he don’t, then shure 
we must jist give up hope.” 

‘‘T once,” said the Colonel, solemnly, ‘I once, and only once, 
had all thirteen trumps dealt me,” eurne 

“ ~~ suppose you were the dealer?” suggested a candid 
friend. 

‘‘No, sir!” roared the Colonel, ‘No, sir! I was not the 
dealer!” 

‘‘Then may I ask what happened to the trump which the dealer 
turned up?” 

And a terrible silence ensued. 


‘“‘A Bicycle Beginner" writes to say that she is much put out by 
the jeers of loute and larrikins when she rides along the streets. 
Let her not despair. Everyone begins bicycling by feeling a little 
sore. 


Wouldn’t “Go Ahead.” 


“You tell fortures, don’t you?” said the shabby man to the 
g' psy. 

** Yes, sir, I do.” 

‘‘ Then tell mine.” 

‘You must cross my hand with a piece of silver first, sir,” said 
the gipsy. 

“Um!” muttered the shabby man. ‘ But the question is, would 
it pay me to have my fortune told? Do you think now, ¥ 
from general a ces, that 1 ams man who is ever likely to 
have a stroke of luck?” 

“Ob, yes, sir!" exclaimed the gipsy, thin she scented a 
client, and holding out her hand for piece of silver. 

‘‘ Well,’ said the shabby man, “I haven't got any silver about 
me at present, but when I come in for that stroke of luck, I will 
pay you—-straight. Now, go ahead and tell me all the good 
fortune you can.” 

But the gipsy wouldn’t “ go ahead.” 
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THE:WHEEL OF FATE. 

Gent.—“ Hi, cabby, are you engaged ?"’ 
Talkative Cabby.—* No! Sir, wish I was. 
beg pardon, Sir, jump in.” 


AE AR RO A A LR A IE a 








Oom Paul (Pry). 
(Wirm APpoLoorEs.) 
(Apropos of the new Press Law.) 


Oom Pavt is well known to everybody 
In the Kaffir market, don't yer see. 

I’ve no fault to find with Paul at all 
When ‘e's as 'e used ter be. 

But somehow since e’s ‘ad the buillion left, 
"E's altered for the wust. 





My girl chucked me directly the strike commenced. 


—_—_——— 


The Tardy Train. 


A WRITER says he is told that 
a@ commom reason for the frequent 
delays on railway journeys is the 
much greater amount of luggage 
with which passengers now think 
it necessary to travel. Without 
inquiring whether this reason is 
a good one or not, we quite under- 
stand that it is difficult for a 
train to be “in the van,” if all 
the available space in its van is 
taken up with luggage. So the 
next time, O petulant passenger ! 
you complain that your feelings 
have been placed on the rack by 
reason of your train being a 
quarter-of-an-hour late on a fif- 
teen minutes’ journey, you musi 
expect the railway official to re- 
tort, ‘* Yes, sir, but I not ce your 
bag’s ‘ on the rack’ as we'l!”’ 











Chaffers’ Little Joke. 


CHAFFERS is an inveterate wag. 
The other morning he met his 
friend Blodger, and, after the 
usual salutations, said to him: 

** Have you heard that Grabbem 
has gone in for keeping poultry?” 

‘‘T have,” replied Blodger. 

‘* Well, you know what agreedy, 
grasping individual he is?” 

Blodger nodded. 

“But I must say,” continued 
Chaffers, ‘“‘he is very ingenious. 
It appears he’s got a hen that 
lays an egg regularly the first 
thing every morning; but that 
doesn’t satisfy Grabbem. What 
do you think he does ?”’ 

‘* Plants the egg to see if it will 
grow larger?” suggested Blodger. 
** No, better than that. About 
| two hours after the hen has laid 
_ the egg, Grabbem shuts the bird 
| up in a pitch-dark coal-cellar ; 
then, after some little time has 
| passed, he lets it out in the day- 
| light again. The hen thinks 
| another day has dawned, and 
| lays another egg. By repeating 

this process, Grabbem gets three 

eggs a day out of that hen!”’ 

“You don’t expect me to 
swallow that, do you?” asked 
Blodger, with di-gust 

‘* Well,” replied Chaffers with 
& grin, “‘ you can take it ‘with 4 
grain of salt,’ if you like. That's 
the proper way to take eggs, you 
know! Ta-ta, dear boy!” 


’ 





| rape Operations. — Cutting 
Oh, | Prices. : 
| Court PLaister.—A baronetcy. 











When I sees the way ’e treats the Press, 
I'm filled with nuffing but disgust. 
Wants our names and haddress to wot we write, 
Sez we ain’t to pena “ Par,” 
Becos’ ’e thinks we ‘ave ‘im on the ’op, 
In the autocratic (T.) Z. A. R. 
Now 'e’s up in arms, with Arry-eopagatica he don’t agree, 
Won't join Joey in a conference, 
Drinkin’ La(a)gers on ‘is own. 
‘As the cheek and impudence to call the Kaiser ‘is Pa. 











Since Oom Paul come into a tidy bit o’ »plosh, 
Why ‘e dunno where ’e are. 
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His Sole Reward. 


A man went angling for some skate, 
But one sole was the fruit 

Of all his toil, though he fished late— 
He hooked up an old boot! 








(A bazaar on an extensive scale was 


opened on the East Grinstead cricket 


ground. The band of the 2nd Life 
Guards and a troupe of performing dogs 
were, besides the sale, the chief attrac- 
tions of the afternoon and evening.— 
Vide Press.] 

Ir is not strange that dogs should share 
With Life Guards the popular stare, 

As they are much upon a par, 

For dogs guard life, so life-guards are ! 


Spent Out. 

Timson.—‘* I see vou’ve returned from 
the seaside well bronzed, old boy.” 

Spendall (ruefully).—*I don’t know 


about being well bronzed, for I've only 
got a few coppers left !”’ 


A British ,“‘ Native.” 


[Although® Lord Rosebery has can- 
celled all his political engagements, it is 
thought to be probable that he will 
attend the Colchester Oyster Feast. } 


WE shall not think (although his power 
# As leader is inoperative) 

His patriotic zeal has ceased, 

If he attends the Oyster Feast 

}, To show that he’s a true-born “ native.” 
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Orderly (to Officer).—“‘ Do you want me any longer, Sir” 
Officer.— Well, no; "pon my word, I think you are Jong enough.” 





Our Deceptive Language. 


» {In the City of London Court the other day, application was 
made to commit a person to Holloway Gaol for non-payment of a 


debt. It was stated that defendant was a financier. 


Mr. Com- 


missioner .Kerr said that proved nothing, adding, ‘If he is a 
financier he has probably not.a 1s. to bless himself with, and he is 


trying to get money‘out of other people’s pockets.”’) 


Our tongue has many words that hie 


On no distinctive mission, 
But just exist to stultify 
The task of definition. 


Although a dealer’s ‘‘one who deals,” 


Its manifold disguises 


Are passing strange, and fancy reels 


At all that it comprises. 


An “ agent,” too, may trade in string, 
Coal, coffee beans, or cider ; 
Professor may mean anything 


From don to circus rider ! 


But of all terms in this odd class 
To puzzle the word-fancier, 
There’s none to equal or surpass 

That subtle term, “ financier.” 


It merely argues ignorance 
Akin to that of vandal, 


To say that dealers in finance 


Have any cash to handle. 


“ Financiers ’’ may be “‘ broke,” or worse, 


And never seem unwilling 


To coax from your plethoric purse 
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Happy Holidays. 


(WHERE THEY REALLY SPENT THEM.) 


THERE’s a member of the House 
Who has gone to shoot the grouse 


On the Scottish moors with some old sporting friend ; 


But I'll take an even bet 
He is certain to be met 


Shooting bottles by the briny at Southend. 


Mr. Redbag, the Q.C., 
Always swears that naught can be 


In the running with deer-staiking, as a sport; 


3ut the only “ dear” he stalks 
Is the pretty maid who walks 


’Neath the chestnut trees at Happy Hampton Court, 


Doctor Knowabit declares 
There is no place like Hyéres, 


And packs his patients off there ox See score ; 
P 


ut you'll find the cunning c 
In a yachting suit and cap 


On an eighteenpence excursion round the Nore, 


There's a broker who for tone 
Says you cannot beat Boulogne 

For its bathing and casino are the best ; 
But the Channel makes him ill, 
That’s the reason why he still 

Is returning back to Ramagate for a rest, 


Then the lawyer, sharp and keen, 
Travels to the Engadine, 


Where his cliente cannot catch him, it is clear; 


Still I do not hesitate 
To repeat that Six-and-eight 


tite lately seen upon the Margate Pier 
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The Vicar.—“* Well, Mr. Wuzzle, how did you like our concert last night?” 
Mr. W.—-“ Ab! That wur fine! 
The Vicar.—“* What? The 
Mr. W.—“ Why, it say ‘a 
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On'y thing, them there ’and bills wasn’t right!” 


rogramme? What was wrong?” 
interval o’ ten mionits,’ an’ I never seed nor ’eerd that there Hinte:val!”’ 
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Shepherdless. 


Puonactiovus brute, he drives the flock, 
Till goodness knows where we shall 
land ’em, 
The shepherd's call he doth but mock, 
And frisks around and barks at 
ramdom. 
Methinks that he can change his tone 
No more than can the spotted 
leopard— 
I often wonder, when alone, 
Which is the dog and which the 
shepherd. 


Down arid slopes he'd drive the sheep, 
He will not walk, he always races ; 
While I would to a saunter keep 
And look around for pleasant places. 
He raises echoes all around, 
And leads a life of reckless riot ; 
His lungs are “ sound,” as I have found, 
I'm not the man to keep him quiet. 


Our views of life will never fit—— 
His views are really far too weighty— 
My way is: mingle worth and wit, 
And take your ease cum dignitate. 
He barks not wisely, but too well, 
Though sometimess he's a trifle 
wheezy— 
My thoughts I do not often tell ; 
i take what comes, and take it easy. 





The Shepherd I succeeded here, 
Retiring, left his dog behind him ; 
I took him with the job, that’s clear, 
So I must take him as I find him. 
I find him, well, as you can see, 
I have some faith, he hasn’t any ; 
And even when “ at one” with me 
That one is always, one too many ! 


That dog from morn till dewy eve 
I always have to keep my eyes on, 
Or flock and dog, I quite believe, 
Would ayy from the horizon. 
He barks, he bites, and, which is worse, 
His bite or bark—I've not a notion— 
In fact, he is his master’s curse, 
And keeps him in perpetual motion. 


The flock? Well, it’s afraid of him. 
There is that sort of air about him 
That seems to say, “It is my whim 
To a you on!” They cannot doubt 
m, 
He's “ Panjandrum” within their view, 
Complete e’en to the little button. 
They'd let him make an Irish stew 
Or English hash of living mutton. 


Now, on the shepherd this is rough, 
When things go wrong ‘tis he that 
suffers, 
In fact he’s nearly had enough, 
A “bushelled” light craves not for 
snuffers. 


| My masters say my task I shirk, 

_— wT one and all arraign 
They say the dog does all the work 

Why a ag & man who can’t restrain 


Ha! see, he’ll split the flock in twain, 
Sst! Heel, sir, heel! He will not 
heed me, 
My warning cries are all in vain, 
He really doesn’t seem to need me. 
Well, if he won't be brought to book, 
And if he will thus coolly flout me— 
I think he’d better take the crook 
And see how he’ll get on without me. 








[Mark Twain will not be interviewed 
on any account.) 


THE Pisa humorist, we know, would 


| Be interviewed twelve times, and yet 
again, 
Until quite turned was his little brain ! 
But the Great Humorist bids men re- 
frain 
From writing him up in their well- 
known strain— 
Just Mark the difference betwixt the 
Twain | 
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SHEPHERDLESS. 


; : ; OF 2RS A MOMENT WHEN 
“SIR WILLIA) URT SUCCEEDS TO THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF LEADERSHIP AT 
THE PARTY. ARE  DISORGANISED AND DIVIDED, IMPOTENT IN PARLIAMENT, AND INCAPABLE OF LAYING ANY 


COHERENT POLICY BEFORE THE COUNTRY.”—TIMES. : 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 152., 
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biggest things in melodrama I have seen— 


shivering his timbers at the Pavilion, White- 
chape), and the slecks he hoists is the only 








slack thing in the programme. Lieutenant 

bi Jack Atherley, of H.M.S. ‘“* Thunderbolt,” is 

\\~* . «the hero, and the adventures he goes through 
¥y) gd , are really hair-curling. He is relentlessly 
te nt pursued by one of the most devastating 


villains of modern times, True, I am not 
even to this moment quite sure why Mr. Charles Welby pursued 
the inoffensive hero so relentlessly; but I have a very shrewd 
suspicion that it is to enable the management to crowd 16 scenes 
into five acts. And such scenes! We all know the plot by heart 
after the first act, but you will be on the qui vive the whole evening 
wondering what Mr. Cohen is going to do next. 

The play opens with a beautiful scene, the Marble Mansion, 
Valetta, Malta; thus the play begins in as handsome a way as any 
melodrama I have seen anywhere. Here we find that Jack is the 
adopted son of General Sir James Welby, who is just returning to 
England after his term of governorship of the island. We also get 
to know the son of the General, Charles. He is a bold, bad man, 
who has just been requested to send in his resignation from the 
army for something or other. This is merely by the way, because the 
authors are determined that we shall be under no mistake regard- 
ing the gentleman's character. They need have been under no 
apprehension, we knew his bad black heart at once, from his 
“make-up.” But an astonishicg surprise is in etore for us. Jack 
and Charles have been 


CHANGED WHEN CHILDREN! 
Jack is the real son, Charles is 
MERELY AN IMPOSTOR!! 


But nobody in the piece finds this out until the last act, when the 
great 

SECRET IS DISCLOSED!!! 
Messrs. Shirley and Landeck are clever authors. 

I must give you a list of the wonderful scenery. The fourth 
scene in Act I. is the deck of Her Majesty's ship ‘‘ Thunderbolt ”’ 
quite the best thing in stage ships I have seen. Everything is 
almost as solid as life, and when the whole of the big “ set’ begins 
to revolve when the ship puts out to sea, theeffect is really remark- 
able. You then realise for the first time why melodrama is written. 
Act IL. shows us some very excellent stage pictures, but thereis nothing 
sensational until we get to the Tower Bridge in the third act— 
although the Brickfields, Wormwood Scrubbs, is very good indeed. 
The Bridge scene is splendid, enlivened by redcoats, sailors, and 
military bands. In Act IV. we get the deck of the steams ip 
“Indian Queen,"’ with a most satisfactory collision, and the 
“Borneo” to the rescue. And yet we have not finished. The 
last act of this strange, eventful history shows us the derelict in 
the Indian Ocean, and very great it is. Then the curtain falls, 
and you know that vou have seen one of the most stupendous pro- 
ductions of modern times. 

The company are admirable—especially Mr. Ashley Page, the 
hero, and Miss Marian Denvil, the heroine; they are worthy of the 
West End. 

GOSSAMER. 


On Saturday, the 10th inst., a new play, with music, entitled 
The Bel f Catro, by Cecil Raleigh and Kinsey Peile, was per- 


formed at the Court Theatz Nephthys, the beautiful daughter of 








Jack Tar at the Pavilion is cre of the 


in fact, it is gigantic. Jack Tar is at present 


Se eae SERS - 


Ali Ibrahim, a Cairo carpet merchant, was, in childhood, betrothed 
to Duval Bey, the keeper of a gambling saloon. She, however, 
rejects Duval upon meeting Captain Fane, to whom she plights her 
troth. War in the Soudan suddenly takes Fane to the front, and 
Nephthys, disguised as a boy, follows him. We are not exposed to 
any realistic Dervish fight, but are treated to the intervention of a 
Cook’s tourist party proceeding up the Nile and a few other 
discursive events, such as the removal of just cause and impedi- 
ment to the marriage of Fane with Nephthys and other parties 
matrimonially inclined. The play is made up of the ususl medley 
of smart dialogue, songs, dances, and comic trivialities. Mr. 
John Peachey as Fane sings, capitally, a patriotic song, “ An 
Englishman’s Duty,” to which there is a very catching chorus. 
It will, doubtlessly, be heard at many a “smoker” and 
concert during the winter season. The duet between the 
Earl of Bulcester (Mr. Charles Wibrow) and Barbara (Miss 
Guilia Warwick), entitled ‘‘ Ticklish,”’ is very expressively rendered, 
and will prove an attractive element. The singing and dancing of 
the Earl’s daughters, Miss Ethel Earle and Miss Milly t‘horne, in 
conjunction with Major Trevor (Mr. Philip Leslie) and Lieutenant 
Marchmont (Mr. E. W. Tarver), was pleasingly chaste and satisfy- 
ing. Mr. Michael Dwyer plays the part of Ali, and Mr. Eugene 
Mayeur impersonates Duval,in strict keeping with Oriental de- 
meanour, respectively. For an exemplification of eccentric 
dancing, commend me to the antics of Mr. Arthur Nel- 
stone, who fulfils the part of James, and Miss Maud 
Wilmot as Susan, tre LEarl’s servants. This couple are 
indispensable. Miss May Yohé takes the part of Nephthys. She 
plays and sings with consummate energy and vivacity. Apparelled 
as a boy is by no means unbecoming to her; it is an opportunity 
for new development cof a charming description. Her songs, 
‘“* Betsy Jave’s Dimple,” **The Hour of Prayer,’ ‘‘ The Hoo Poo 
Bird,’”’ and ‘‘The Gordon Boys,’ werg greatly appreciated. A 
word of praise must be given to Mr. Henry Emden for the scene, “A 
Street in Cairo,” staged avd carried through the several phases of 
day, sunse‘, and night most effectively. 


‘I'he National Sunday League commence their third season of 
oratorios at the Queen’s Hall on Sunday, October 18th, with the 
‘*Golden Legend.” Dr. Churchill Sibley again conducts, and the 
artistes engaged are Miss Thudichum, Messrs. Barton McGuckin, 
Francgon Davies, and Madame Elise Inverni, who makes her first 
oratorio appearance in London, and will sustain the contralto réle. 


Go, Dribble No More! 


(The ‘lady footballers ’’—most of whom hail from the north of 
England—found themselves at Exeter, moneyless and in great 
distress. It is reported that they were sent back to their homes by 
public subscription.—See Press.] 


Tue Feminine Footballers fared afar 
From theie rural homes in the North, 
Hoping that many a news-sheet par 
Would bruit their achievements forth. 
Their path they vowed they would soon carve out 
To wealth and to world-wide fame 
By shifting and lifting the leathern “clout ”’ 
In the Feminine Football Game ! 


The Feminine Footballers found the field 
Of football replete with fun; 
But of funds, forsooth, it refused to yield 
The harvest they hoped to have won. 
And when they had travelled so far on tour 
That to Exeter Town they came, 
They found they were waxing (not rich, but) poor 
At the Feminine Football Game! 


The Feminine Footballers felt fall fain 
To accept the collected cash 

Which carried them back to their homes again 
From their enterprise wild and rash. 

But we fancy the aid which has made them glad 
Not so largely from sympathy came, 

As from hope of out-stamping the folly-fraught fad 
Of the Feminine Football Game! 
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barbarous custom, that of severing friendships formed in juil. 
circumstances happily permitted jail companions to visit the Botcher abode at one and the same time. 
Broad Arrow League (whose pet y larceny could not qualify for membership of this distinguished and ho 


Meddleton were graciously perm tted to attend the Broad Arrow costume for ladies and gentlemen, with 


record the fact of the great Botcher’s intimate and long-existing connection with 
of this many-sided gentleman of 
and that well-known but eccentric law-breaker who always does his ‘ 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 25. 


Tue Great BorcHER APPEARS aS AN AMATEUR Corvict. 
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Apropos of scientific lectures to be inflicted on our jail-birds (as additiona punishment, of course), it m 

ig-existing felons in general, and good old long 
which he is justly proud. The élite, c le la me of the ari-tocracy Felondom 
; ni bit o’ time hon ‘is bloomin’ 'ead”; her 
‘tired from public life}, and many other bright and particular stars, too numerous to mention, of that vast fir! 


the festive board with their presence at Muddle Villa. 





The very unique idea had occurred to Botcher to hold what he intended terming ‘A Broad Arrow Re-union.” 


In addition to 


ut except 


nd choice as could be desired by this refined and daintily nurtured assemblage; and then came a “ fast of 1 


)tcher now considered the moment ripe for the playing of a novel and amusing joke. 


Jlicemen, suddenly appeared in the supper room, em 


limself and a few other amateur convicts, disguised as px ‘ ‘ 
‘ re realistic, LOOK tiie 


lhe se, Goubtless with the intention of making the farce still! - 
elved a bet 1tiin Lité inf Dt ; ; Whe! ting c 
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term ‘ags in particular, a characte 
the gentile, retirin 


termed “ shady,” wel 


, and refined bury 
cultured ladvship, Jane Cakebread (before 
“©” wont to 





ry not be deemed out of place, in this pare. to 
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lar, 





It had always struck him aa a most 


those lawfully enro'led members of 
a few of the leadir gz ligt tu of W 


The Broad Arrow Re-union would enable these cruelly-severed ties to be re-cemented when 


the 


lost 


on. Costly wines followed a supper as 


ason and a flow of soul.” 
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By tHe “‘ Exrant TERRIBLE.” 


Lorp Rosesery’s resignation 
proves that he was resigned to 
everything but the treachery of his own 
followers. 


* + * 


The ex-Premier probably solilcquised 
something like this :— 


I prefer the safety of my nation 

To my party's approbation. 

To swallow Turkey, there’s no question, 
Would give old England indigestion. 

'Tis, I think, a moot point, very— ° 
If they'll better Lord Roseberry ; 

Still I will not try to mar sport 

If they seek to oust old Harcourt. 








* 4 * 


The Daily Chronicle flatters itself that it has been chiefly 
responsible for getting rid of the Primrose. But this is mere vain 
glory. Our statesmen (as “distinct from our politicians) do not 
said their actions by the} mouthings of journalists out on the 
rampage. 

xt bi 4. 

They have got rid of the Primrose, and would like to try Sweet 
Wiliiam again. But the Wily Old Man bas got bis party into a 
mess—he will not get it out again. Willie? I mean, Will he? 
Besides, if he would, he couldn't. The Liberals are ‘‘in the mud”; 
they are there “ Willie "’ nilly. 


x ¥ %: 


The future leaders of the Liberal party may be chosen from the 
Reverend What Price Pughes, the Reverend Tin Can(n)on McCollic, 
Mr. Bran Mas(h)ingham, of the Waily Chronicle, Mr. Fletcher, of 
the New (R)age—or several other equally influential, far-sighted, 
and clear-headed gentlemen. 


. ¥ * 


The United States are getting like our disunited states-men out 
of office over their Presidential election. The language they are 
pein is something shocking. Weare told that speech is silver and 

at silence is gold; but, upon my word, the Gold party is making 
almost as much noise as the Silver. 







































And this, Mr. Potterby Jones’ Twelve o’clock Beer. 


‘ The longest rain.” The autumn of 1896. 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 45.) 


THe New “ BEAUTY AND THE BEAstT,” 


Beauty and the Beast 
Meet in the drawing-room, 
Which is the name, you see, 
For the great menagerie, 
Where strange Beasts rov 
But seldom Love— 
He’s out of place, 
Not in the race— 
And Beauty meets her doom. 
Her heart may sigh for Love, 
But Love’s found pastures fresh ; 
He’s quite taboo, you see, 
In the great menagerie, 
Though he’ll weep and wail 
At the auction sale 
Where we barter human flesh. 


Beauty and the Beast 
Are duly introduced, 
’Tis the proper place, you see, 
This great menagerie, 
Where Beauty’s sold 
For shining gold 
To Sir Something Beast, 
Whose face is creased 
With the lines vice has produced. 
And Beast takes Beauty’s arm, 
And smiles his toothless smile, 
He’s quite at home, you see, 
In the great menagerie; 
He wants a bride 
By his tott'ring side, 
His old age to beguile. 


Beauty and the Beast 
Are mated very soon, 
No time is lost, you see, 
In the great menagerie ; 
He feels new bliss 
In her fresh young kiss, 
And is in great haste 
The new joy to taste 
Of this godless honeymoon, 
This happy land of ours 
From slavery is rid, 
We shut our eyes, you see, 
To our great menagerie. 
Fie, England, fie, 
For we “ buy, buy, buy,” 
And sell at the highest bid. 
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Dialogues for the Decade. 

Interlocutor.—“ Does not the drama exert a highly educative 
influence over the public?” 

Dramatic Critic.—‘‘ Undoubtedly it does. The habitual theatre- 
goer is taught how to fight and push his way through the pit or the 
gallery crowd ; he is taught to do by means of opera-glasses what 
otherwise he would be censured fordoing, viz., to stare deliberately 
at other p2rsons in-the house; and, moreover, by the knowledge 
that the gas will soon be turned down, he is incited to exercise his 
memory in mastering the contents of his programme.” 

I.—‘* Has. there ever, I am curious to learn, come under your 
notice a melodrama in the third act of which the hero did not 
gloriously triumph over the villain ?” 

D. C.—** Yes, one. When he lay dying the author confessed to 
me that the knowledge of his criminal violation of the order of 
nature had proved too much for him. The post mortem showed 
that he had third act on the brain.”’ 

I.—* How would you define a tragedy? ”’ 

D. C.—* A tragedy is a dramatic study in crimson, or, as some 
have termed it, gore tempered with dialogue. It is a tragedy, 
properly so called, only when at least six people are killed. 
Shakespeare wrote some very fair tragedies. This kind of play was 
originated with the view of showing how conducive to heroics is a 
sword-point in the lung, and of enlightening the public as to the 
copy-book sentiments which men naturally express while a 
poisoned draught is taking fatal effect upon them. Doctors and 
hospital nurses are the only ones who do not rave of the realism 
and sublimity of the tragedy.” 

I.—* I have calculated that the average amount of time required 
for the hero and heroine of comic opera to fall in love with each 
other is two minutes and a-half. Surely, you will admit that this 
is rather less than that taken by men and women in real life ?’’ 

D. C.—‘* Asa rule, itis; yet in several authenticated instances 
an even shorter time has sufficed with people off the stage. The 
lady was in each case a millionairess.”’ 

I.—** Why is the problem-play thus named?” 

D. C.—* Because, seeing that it is neither tragedy nor comedy, 
neither farce nor burlesque, what to call it is an almost insoluble 
question ; and because no man, not even the author, can tell into 
what dire straits the plot would have fallen but for the opportune 
advent of the curtain. 

I.—* Doubtless the public has ‘been educated to such a com- 
mendable degree that the best plays have the longest run.”’ 

D, C.—** What !!!!” 

I.—“‘I see that surprise has deprived you of breath, so that I 
will conclude by asking which, in your opinion, constitutes the 
highest form of art, the tragedy or the comedy or——?”’ 

D. C.—* That which pays best.” 








The Czar “Interviewed.” 

Our contributor, Mr. Punster, sends us the following acccunt of 
an interview he alleges he had with the Czar, and which he 
declares is “the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth.”” Our contributor has favoured us with so much truth in his 
time that we thought perhaps his stock of that beautiful virtue was 
exhausted ; but, of course, we accept his word—for what it is worth! 

In the first place, Sir (writes our contributor), I must ask you not 
to publish this important communication until his Imperial 
Majesty the Czar of all the Russias has left these shores behind him 
(a good thing he can’t take them with him! Not that he would if 
he could; but still ), as the particular favour he has shown me 
might give rise to jealousy amongst many high personages, whose 
names, for obvious reasons, I shall not mention. Czar-tainly not! 

Well, Sir, as you are aware, I am well known at Court—[Police 
Court ?—Ep., Fun]—but I must confess that when his Imperial 
Majesty sent a distinguished and gorgeously-attired official, 
star-tingly decorated with Orders, with a note for me (alas! not 4 














banknote), facetiously inviting me to dine-a-mite with him—i.e., 
havea “ little dinner ’—I received a shock to the system—such as 
the near proximity of dynamite would naturally give one—that 
necessitated the frequent inward application of an innocent, sooth- 
ing, ruby-tinted beverage to steady my excited nerves. 

(A rwm-my way of putting it !|—Ep., Fun. 

I am not at liberty to mention where or when I met his Imperial 
Majesty, suffice it to say that it was strictly a téte-d-téte dinner. 
Indeed, literally so, for during its progress I happened to drop my 
—er—card—/{We understand! Watch, as usual, Punster ?—Ed., 
Fun)}—and his Majesty and I, stooping simultaneously to pick it 
up, our heads came in violent collision. I do not know how the 
Czar felt, but I was not hurt in the least ; in fact, I felt intensely 
proud. It is something to have shaken hands with the Czar of 
Russia, but it strikes me very forcibly—and it struck me at the 
time--that it is considerably more to have knocked heads with him. 
But I am getting on too fast. 

When I was ushered into the Czar’s presence, my first remark was— 

‘“‘T’ve come to blow up your Majesty.” 

“Eh! what?" exclaimed the Czar, nervously, raising his arm to 
touch an electric bell. 

‘* No, no, your Majesty!" I hastened to explain. ‘‘No'arm; I 
only mean that I must, in vulgar parlance, ‘jacket’ you for not 
Visiting me in my ’umble ‘ome at 'Olloway ere this.” 

‘* Mon cher Punster,’’ he replied, “I really have not had time. 
As you know, personally speaking, I would have much preferred 
staying with you altogether, if you could have put me and the 
missus up; but, needless to say, there were other high and mighty 
people to be considered. But try a faggot*; they are really delicious.” 

I hummed “God Save the Queen,” and his Imperial Majesty 
beat time on his plate with his knife and fork. 

The Czar is an excellent linguist, and, as I can hold my own in 
every modern tongue, save Mrs. Punster’s and her mother’s, our 
conversation was at times of quite a polyglot character. 

In the course of conversation I asked his Imperial Majesty if he 
had ever seen a farce called ‘‘ Number One Round the Corner,” 

‘‘ No, Punster,’”’ he said, rather severely; “and I think it is a 
somewhat odd question to ask, and not in particular good taste. 
If you are trying to be funny, and allude to——.” 

I assured him that I did not allude toit; and that as to trying 
to be funny, I didn’t like Fun; that it had treated me very badly, 
and was the cause of a sadly-chequered career, or rather, a not 
sufficiently chequ(er)ed one. But, notwithstanding my explana- 
tion, I could see that ‘all the fat—or Russian tallow—was in the 
fire.’’ However, I helped his Majesty to another faggot, and, 
taking one myself, said :— 

‘‘T think I had better stick to the faggots, your Majesty, and not 
branch out on subjects that might Hae | me ‘ up 4 tree,’ so we will 
now leaf the subject. Does your Majesty ‘ twig'?”’ 

I then knew it was all rignt, tor the Ozar smiled at my feeble wit. 
(Hear! hear !—Eb., Fun.) 

Then we discussed—but I dare not mention it! After that we 
touched on—I am sworn to secrecy on the subject! He kindly 
enlightened me as to—my life wouldn't be worth a moment's pur- 
chase if I breathed a word! Just when it was time to depart his 
Imperial Majesty told me something—wild horses wouldn't drag it 
from me! 

His Imperial Majesty the Ozar of all the Russias strikes me as 
being a “‘ jolly good fellow”; we parted on terms of the warmest 
friendship, he graciously inviting me to visit and stay in Siberia 
as long as ever I (or he) liked. 

I may mention that in personal appearance the Ozar resembles 
himself more than anyone else that I have ever seen.-[We don't 
call this ‘“‘ interviewing,” Punster. Whatever facts (?) you ma 
have elicited from the Czar you have selfishly kept to yourself, 
Rum affair altogether, we fear !—Ep., Fun.) 


eng oe 


* A savoury conglomeration of good 
*Arry-stocracy.—Punster. 


ness knows what, much relished by the 
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THE DEMOCRAT. 
A Primrose in the Liberal swim 
(He saw such cause to doubt it) 
A useless Primrose was to him, 
And that was all about it. 
So Primrose gives the mugs the slip, 
For greater honours makes, 
And chucks the Lib’ral leadership 
To win the Produce Stakes. 


Helped the Czar review 90,000 troops at Chalons. Magnificent 
sight. Vive the army invincible of France! ”’ 

Saturday.—Took the Czar to Darmstadt, and left him there. 
I’ve done with him for the present. Here’s to our next merry 
meeting ! 


Ie ey ™ 
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if Sunday.—Heard of an Armenian demonstration for Hyde Park 
a. —went far, far away to avoid it. 
: } By rue Parry on THE Spor. Monday.—Looked in on Tynan to tell him, op a that he 
5 ‘tf Wednesday.—Went over with the Czar to Paris—terribly irksome. is to be released. Told him to look out for next time. 1€ sneer- 
: b ’ , ' wf ; ing beast promised me faithfully that he would. Helped Lord 
‘A ut couldn’t let him go alone. What would have been said of me! , ; hs . . 
iri Had a b , an Dufferin to pack, and saw him off comfortably for him, while I ran 
“Hh a busy time of it, though. Did Notre Dame, and the Panthéon, re > ek ; ’ 
3*4 4 th | A back to Vienna to have a look at Princess Helen’s trousseau. It 
ace an e Alexander III. Bridge, and the Mint, and the Academy wan hatin to tae tn Contdence, Which, of course, I resect 
ey eapene I got a few minutes restful snooze while M. Coppé read : , ; F pe 
en is copy—I mean his ode) and finished up with a gala perform- Tuesday.—Just gave a peep in at the annual meeting of the 
$s ; ance at the Théatre Francais. People enthusiastic everywhere— Incorporated Law Society at Birmingham. The president (Mr. 
ee wildly enthusiastic—and the amount of “ vives” going about Addison) was great upon education of solicitors. We don’t want 
ei 4 something marvellous ! any more of them, I’m sure. Ran down to the Crystal Palace Cat 
ile: HEEP! HEEP! 00-RaY! Show. Cats experiences somewhat chequered career as @ rule, but 
74 Then criez donc au continong they are certainly in clover at a show. 
mee “ Vive tout le monde”"’ for vie ! "TWAS EVER THUS. 
A quel bon heur ! et vive l’ Empreur It’s Tommy here, and Tommy there, 
(1 Empreur de la Russie) And “Scat, you nasty beast ! ” 
Vive le Cossack ! le vieux cognac ! But for a show it’s ribbon bow 
le Danube et le Volga! ' And things on which to feast ; 
Et vive, pas cease, l'mperatrice | It's ‘‘ Dash those squalls and catterwauls! ” 
And vive la petite Olga ! And bricks for pussy’s nob, 
5 ie And vive, alors, ce Monsieur Faure. But its “‘ Fetch ’em, pretty pussy !’’ when 
Rat Let each de vives be gainer, The rate are on the job. 
: Et seize le chance to vive la France ! 
Lie Bt vive I’ Alsace-Lorvaine-¢ | oe ge A oy the —— yacht aa out yg sim. 
i. Just looked in at intervals on the Church Congress and Baptist SRESOUE, AUS THOR 168 & Gules Sas enjcyas ae SS Se ee 
Bre. Union meetings to see that things were going on all right. Kven- a re wt the oe yoo rag I nppennntayn af 
a tually went to bed, | essional absorbtion, and remained “on the spot”’ for some time. 
. Thursday.—Wind, rain, and storm ad libitum. Had to go to THE SPOTTER. 
Paris, however, and support the Czar and Czaripa through another ———— a. TT — = 
“ode”’—read by Madame Bernhardt this time. Got through it — . 
: pretty well. The Czar so delighted at not suffering any i)! effects Piping Times. 
sf oe De ae a the poor. Looked in on Baptist Union, THERE are terrible times in store for the dwellers in suburban 
ij ound them differing about Armenia. Well, well, good many of retreats, for bagpipes as a domestic musical instrument threaten 
ofr their betters seem to be doing thesame. Mr.Chamberlain reached | to become popular. A correspondent complains bitterly in the 
e; woth te = gn ag — he Panag have done if I columns of a daily paper of a man living two or three houses away 
ra apie ere ing him a rope I shudder to think. | who employs his time on wet days and Saturday afternoons in 
> | Friday.—Hurried up to Edinburgh to help Rosebery resign | practising on the bagpipes for about five hours at a stretch at an 
leadership of Liberal party. Politics bother’me in more senses | Open window. 
than one. Always thought I was a bit of a Democrat myself, ‘all | ‘* My brain is in a whirl, 
men equal,’’ and all that sort of thing, but it seems somehow a lord For I hear the bagpipes’ ‘ skirl,’ 
isn't an equal. Good speech, but hurried down to Kempton Park | Now screeching loud in that and now in this chord; 
to get taste of politics out of my mouth. Saw Chelandry win. If If the nuisance doesn’t cease, 
Lord Rosebery takes my advice he'll throw over “ politics ” alto- Soon the piping times of peace 
gether, and stick to racing. Much the healthier sport Will change to far more piping times of discord! ” 
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CERTAINLY more was done this year than before to observe tle 
anniversary of Trafalgar, but more remains to be done. Nelson, 


though placed in a fine situation commanding extensive views, 
with plenty of fresh air or fog, as the case may be, stands quite 
neglected day by day in Trafalgar Square, except when Americans 
turn up their eyes and ask, languidly, ‘‘ Er—is he dead’” ora 
steeple-jack affords an attraction to gaping loafers. ‘The wreaths 
this year were numerous and fine—that is something. But the 
humble request of the Naval League that a handful of marines 
| blue-jackets might be allowed to patrol the Square on the t 
met with a blank refusal, not to say a snub, by the Admiralty. 

.et Nelson lost, first, his eye, then his arm, finally, his life, for his 
intry: he fought in 120 actions against our enemies. He did 
ore than Wellington to bottle up Napoleon and protect our shores 
[he ‘*manhood” of Kilkenny rose in arms at the proposal to 

y the Union Jack from the Town Hall in commemoration of r 

eatest victory. Then they assaulted the Mayor for daring t 
propore such an insult to “gallant France.”” Kilkenny has always 

een a charming spot. No doubt the ‘“‘manhood”’ of Kilkenny 
celebrate the death of a favourite pig with musical honours. I! 
-\elson had only been an Irishman—and a pig ! 
__ UVERHEARD IN TRAFALGAB SQUARE.—dimmee. 
velson done for us? That’s wot I want ter knaow! 

Chollie.—“* O,’e bloomin’ well woiped art Napoleon at Water- 
loo, and stopped the bloomin’ froggies a-comin’ over ‘ere. That's 
wot ’e did! ”’ 

Jimmee.—* O, ’e did, did e’ 2? Well, the bloomin’ parley voos 
would a’ bin better than these ’ere blank dash bloomin’ Germans, 
00 come an’ tyke the bread outer Honest men’s marths!”’ 

The market value of the picture La Source has doubled it-elf. 


-* Wot’s this ‘ere 


‘? 


A well-known manager tells me that the Puritanical party is the 
best friend of the halls. tur 
undergone by the holy Willies and Marys in the promenades is the 


The amusing evidence as to the adveptures 


and subject of unfavourable comment.”’ 
October. | 





27, 1896. No. 


advertisement of the day, andis read everywher 


est and cheapest 

lt is said that Messrs. Spiers and Pond regaled Dr. Barnad 

ys on the twenty-first with buns No ca are yi 

eported. Boys, in their inner works, are 
ostrich plan. 

Who is going to play Satan in The Sorrows of Satan? That is 
the question. We know a good many men who look the part, and 
not «few who possess the other necessary qualifications. The part 
is nof about to be offered to the Sultan of Turkey. 

‘** Puffing Billy’ has stood for the past 14 years on the city end 
of the High Level Bridge at Newcastle.’ This refers to an ear) 
efiort of George Stephenson—not, as some suppose, to the G O M, 

A man at Littlehampton recently sold his wife and three children 
for 15s. the lot—3s. 9d. each. Not an exorbitant price, perhaps ; 
even the Stores couldn't do it cheaper. But if this sort of thing 
continues, we fear a still further drop in prices; the supply is so 
much greater than the demand! 

‘ITsaw the first shot fired,” said the witnes 
yards away.” 

‘‘And how far were you off when the second shot was fired?" 
asked the counsel. o. 

‘*Oh—er—about a quarter of a mile; perhaps more. 

Customer.—'* You are quite sure that is the same razor as you 
used yesterday ?”’ 

Barber.—" Oh, quite, sir. Quite.” 

Customer.—*‘ Stropped the same way, eh ?”’ 

Barber.~‘‘ Oh, yes, sir."’ 


iree ities 


constructed on the 


‘‘] wasn't two 


ay 


Customer.—‘* Then give me chloroform! "’ 
Willis “ Uncle, is auntie away?” 
ncle. Yes, my boy.” 
Willie.—‘' Then, uncle, where’s your muzzle ? "’ 
nel ‘Mu , boy? What do you mean, you youngtcamp?”’ 


W illie.- Only mother says you are « regular old 


og when auntie 


The Latest Flower Battle. 


‘As a matter of fact, the relations between Sir William 
Harcourt and Lord Rosebery were not the only object of suspicion 
Daily T's leqraph, 10th 


Oh, nothing. 
away.” 


PLANTAGENISTA VERSUS PRIMROSE. 
(A BADICAL REFLECTION.) 

SHA we the bright primrose dethrone ? 
Poor Rose, bury it in dim light ! 

The famous Broom, of yore well known, 
Shall sweep the rauks of Tory might. 

So radical may be the change, 
One scarcely can imagine it ; 

Yes, ‘neath thy blazon will we range, 
Doughty and deft Plantagenet! 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


1,642. 
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He Let Him Come In. 


THE following amusing incident is a 
fact :— 




















OUR VARIABLE CLIMATE. 


Itinerant Vendor (to Pal).—* Tork abart things bein’ bad in the City! on’y jes’ 


es, ie 
| i W/L 
MG VY, 








A mao took lodgings at a house which 
was occupied by a husband and wife. 
The husband was out when the man 
| called, so he came to terms with the 
| wife. 

Shortly afterwards the landlady was 
| unexpectedly obliged to go out, so the 
| mew lodger was left alone in the house, 
| and he saw a rather shabbily-dressed 

individual, with two wooden legs, stump- 
ing up the garden path. 

Somehow or other we are apt to 

associate wooden legs with begging, 
| especially when accompanied by shabby 
| raiment. 

So the lodger went to the door and 
said, sbarply— 

‘*T can’t give you anything ; there are 
too many beggars about.”’ 
| ‘Who are you talking to? ’’ bellowed 
the wooden-legged individual indig- 

nantly. 
‘Why, you. I say I can’t Help you,” 
repeated the lodger, barring the door- 
way. 

‘‘Who the deuce wants you to help 
me!” wrathfully exclaimed the wooden- 
legged one. ‘I’m the landlord of this 
house, and I suppose you’re the new 
lodger. Let me come in!” 

He let him come in. 











(P)shaw! 


‘‘T COULD write like Shakespeare, if I 
had a mind to,” is one of the few 
humorous remarks that Wordsworth 
was ever guilty of. Now, George Bernard 
Shaw goes one better than that, for it is 
his opinion that he has the mind to 
write like Shakespeare—only he scorns 
the action. He doesn’t want to produce 
‘‘monstrous rhetorical fustian ’’—these 
be his very words! He has just pro- 
claimed to the world—or to that portion 
of it which reads the Saturday Review— 
that, with thesingle exception of Homer, 
‘there is no eminent writer whom I can 
despise so entirely as I despise Shake- 
speare, when I measure my mind against 
his.” Hardly a case of ‘‘ Measure for 
Measure,” we fancy. Now, if Shakespeare 
| is ‘* rhetorical fustian,’’ what is Shaw? 
Echo answers ‘*(P)Shaw!"’ 





a.” 2 


Sarkastick (to Keenem, who has had 


look ‘ere, all along o' this ‘ere changeable weather: one day I goes out wi’ the baked his —Sarkastick's—umbrella for an un- 


‘tater can, it turns out ser bloomin’ 'of, I don’t sell one—all the people 'ollerin’ for 
ices. Nex’ day I goes out wi’ the ice cream truck, it turns out ser bloomin’ cold, the 
people all a ‘ollering fer ‘ot 'taters——it’s 'nuff to break a feller’s ‘art. 


wus nor that in the City, say wot cher like.” 


Gulls! 


Tue Daily Telegraph gravely aunounced last week that many 
gulls had been seen in the neighbourhood of London waters. 
There wae a sweet appropriateness about the announcement, con- 
sidering that the day previous the “ largest circulation '’ had been 
so cunningly taken in over the Harcourt letter busi: ess. After all, 


it is not such a far cry from the Tnames to Peterborough Court. 


Peerless ! 


A CORRESPONDENT, whose friends should undertake to see "that 
he is placed in safe custody, writes: * Since Lord Rosebery has 
resigned, the Liberal party is without its peer-leader. Ergo, it is 
without a peer; that is, peerless. Now, my lexicon defines “‘ peer. 
less '’ to mean unequalled, matchless. How, then, comes it about 


conscwonable length of time).—** Will you 
kindly lend me my umbvelia for a week 
Things can’t be or 80, Keepem? Sorry to trouble 
you!”’ 


that an unequalled and matchless party is not in power? I am 
not & politician, but I should gay that thisis just one of those things 
no fellow can understand.” 


Her Answer. 
**Can Oi walk with ‘ee, miss—it’s late?”’ 
Asked Hodge, with a broad smile. 
‘Ob, no! I don’t admire your gate— 
You've such an awkward stile!” 


Try It. 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know if gout is catching. All we 
can say is, that we fancy our correspondent would “ catch it” if 
be trod on a man’s gouty foot. 


OcTOBER 27, 1896. 
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Settling an Argument. | 


Corall._—* I say, old man, there was 
an argument at the club last night as to 
the way the word ‘restaurant’ should 
be pronounced. Some of the fellows 
held that ‘rest-a-rong’ was correct, 
whilst others were ready to bet their 
shirts that ‘ rest-a-ront’ was the proper 
pronunciation. Which do you say is 
right?” 

Forall.—‘ Ab, well—er—those who 
pronounce it ‘ rest-a-rong ’ are right, and 
—er—the ‘rest are wrong,’ don't-cher- 
know! ”’ 

(Inquest on poor Coxall fixed for to- 
day.) 


— . 
—————— 





Oh Law! 


WHILsT turning our morning paper 
we caught sight of this advertisement, 
which, for barefaced ingenuity,equalsany 
that we have ever seen :-— 


“Law. Established solicitor, in large 
practice in city, will take articled clerk 
(free of premium) if able to deposit 
£1,000, repayable £200 a year, with 5 per 
cent. interest.” 


We should like to know if there are 
people gullible enough to be attracted by 
such @ plausible attempt to borrow 
money wi:hout security. 


Polite. 


Mistress (to Cook).—‘‘ Jane! is that a 
policeman you have in the kitchen?” 

Cook (sniffingly indignant).—*“I ain't | 
bin so rude as to ar-t the gen’elman 
wot ’e is!” 


Ir is said the Austrian music of the 
Little Genius at the Shaftesbury 
Theatre is merely a grasping after 
Straus. 


ee 
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Wanted—a Leader. 


I HAD been a daily reader on that subject strange and deep, 
Of the Liberals and their leader, when behold! I fell asleep. 


As my drowsy brain was trying still to comprehend that theme, 
Lo! I dreamt as I was lying (which I am not now!) a dream. 


| 
| 
| 


And it seemed a host of papers in a mazy, spectral mass, 
Pirouetting, cutting capers, did before my vision pass. 


Papers not in sheets but volumes, which I struggled to peruse, 
Till I happened on the columns of the good old Daily News. 


shy o’er the screed of Andrew and the Nonconformist’s 

ads, 

It appeared some fairy wand drew me towards the column’d 
sé ads,”’ 


Where was printed, for each reader to regard it as he might : 
‘ Wanted, sharp, a clever Leader, for @ party in @ plight! 


‘S To the Programme of Newcastle he must readily subscribe, 
And must be a willing vassal to the ‘ Little England’ tribe. 


“ Further, he must not act shabby to Sir Wilfrid Lawson's crew, 
And must take his cues from Labby if it’s necessary to. 


‘* He must be the sun and centre of more fads than we can tell, 
Please the stiff and starched Dissenter and the Socialist as well. 


“ It must be his chief of glories to apply his deftest skill 
In attacking wretched Tories, whether they do good or ill!” 


Dreams, dear reader, often sell you, and their “facts "’ are most 
unsound 
And I really cannot tell you whether yet that Leader's found! 











ee 














CYCLONE AND CYCLING. 


Miss Parveynew (whose education has been much neglected).—“ Dreadful cycling 
accident in America, dear. Did you hear of it?” 


Miss Smart.—* No.” | 
Miss P.—*“ Oh, yes; in Florida—over 100 lives lost.” (dnd then it dawned on 


Miss S. that she was thinking of the recent cyclone.) 


Dobbin’s Protest. 


[The fact that there have recently been three carriage accidents 
to M.P.’s has — & daily contemporary to ask whether 
it may not be possible for the horses to have got wind of the 
promised motor-car legislation—the accidents in question forming 
a sort of equine protest against the borseless vehicles. | 


Dobbin (loquitur) : 


THE auto-car, they state, 
Will quickly storm the nation; 
The people only wait 
The needful legislation ; 
Then horses sma!l and great 
Will lose their occupation, 


Oh, dire is our dismay, 
And great our indiguation ! 
Ah, if we had our say, 
Without much hesitation 
We should, with powerful neigh, 
Put down the innovation ! 


But though we cannot speak 

On this, so vital to us, 
To show, say, twice a week, 

The rage that’s running through us, 
Our vengeance we will wreak 

On those who would undo us! 


Before we “ pack our traps,” 
A few we'll try to shatter ; 

Down dark, abysmal gaps 
Your carriages we'll scatter ; 

Ard then you’! take, perbaps, 
Our views upon the matter! 
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Sisterhood. 


LRITANNIA: 


SisTeR, in your hour of need, 


I am here; 


Ere for succour you can plead, 


Aid is near. 


Faint not, fear not, understand 
Britain still will play her part ; 


Closer, Sister, hand in hand, 
Heart to heart. 


Fear not, faint not, lean on me 


Cease to sigh: 
In your dire necessity 
Help is Digh. 
Trust me, Sister, 1 am true; 


Seas may sunder lands from Jands 
’Cross my seas I stretch to you 


Loving hands! 


Feuds between us once for al! 


Laid to rest: 


Hand in hand we stand or fal! 


Love is best. 
In your hour of keen distress 


Britain surely will not fail : 


On past strife and bitterness 
Draw the veil ! 


Strong the sword, but stronger far 


Love confessed ! 


Right is might, and “ fair means "’ 


Alw ays best. 


I would make you one with me 
pPister, comra le, trusted {ris nd 


Equal laws and liberty: 


Ty tha @FY 


noney 


Sister, | have watched you grow 


Wise and strong; 
Seen that no oppressive foe 
Did you wrong; 


If at times you thought my hand, 
Pressed upon you over hard 
‘Twas, as you will understand, 


Sut to guard. 


But to guard you ’gainst 
Rash and wild, 


some strong and honest man 


Cruards a child. 


* + + ” 


Now, your childhood nearly passed, 
is you doubtless understan 


’ 


Equals we shall stand at last. 


Hand in hand! 


Equals stand before our foes, 
Grim and grave 


You are brave, as Asia knows, 


Mid the brave 


Brave, and strong with self-control, 
You and I will take our stand, 


When the waves of battle rol! 
O'er your land. 


Sister, in your hour of need, 
I am here ; 


Ere for succour you can plead 


Aid is near ; 
By this token, understand 


Britain still will play ber part; 


Closer, Sister, hand in hand, 


sir 3 


Le | 


- . 
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Found. 


A FACETIOUS gentleman, who suffered 
greatly from ‘‘nerves,’’ was terribly 
annoyed by a street cornet player, who 
stationed himself outside his house 
twice weekly, and wailed cut ‘‘ The Lost 
Chord” until further orders. 

One day the exasperated gentleman 
rushed out of his house to the cornet 
player, and, handing him a piece of 
stout cord, shouted 

‘‘ Here’s the ‘lost c(h)ord ’ that you're 


always kicking up such a confounded 
row about! Now, for heaven’s sake, go 
and hang yourself with it! ’ 


A Permanency. 
Landla ly (to applicant for lodqi 1s) 


‘‘ Do you wish to stay here permanently, 


mS 9 


Applicant. ‘‘ Decidedly, madam. 


When I die I should like to be buried in 
your back garden 


¢ 


— 


scene: A Bookseller’s 
Shop. 


Characters: Boy mindina slu p and 


Elderly Gentleman, a would-be customer. 


BE. G.--‘* Er—er—have you any of Sir 


a! 


Walter Scott’s works? ’”’ 


Boy.— Yus, sir, yer's ‘ Parrerdise 


rear 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 162.) 
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Under the Red Robe at the Haymarket is 
one of the most important productions of 
modern times, and must be treated as such. 
The new management — that of Messrs. Cyril 
Maude and Frederiek Harrison—has begun 
nobly; Mr. Stanley Weyman’s fine novel has 
provided Mr. Edward Kose, the adaptor, with 
a stirring subject, and he has treated it right 
well, and most generously has he been sup- 
ported by the managers, who have provided 
as splendid a company and as magnificent a 
series of stage pictures as have ever been seen, even at the Hay- 
market, 

We are taken back tothe time of Richelieu, in the plenitude of his 
powers. He has issued an edict against duelling, the punishment for 
which is death. Gil de Berault, broken-down aristocrat, gamester,roué, 
however, fights and badly wounds an Englishman, and is sentenced 
by the Cardinal to pay the penalty. But Richelieu gives De 
Berault one more chance. To save his neck De Berault consents 
to act as Richelieu’s spy, and sets off for the Pyrenees, there to 
capture young De Cocheforet, a ringleader in the conspiracy against 
the Prelate’s power. He makes his way to De Cocheforet’s chateau, 
and immediately falls in love with his sister. Then the 
whole horror of his degradation comes upon him. The woman he 
loves trusts him, and this trust makes it the more terrible for him. 
So, for a long time, he hesitates and dallies between his duty to 
Richelieu and the path that honour bids him tread. Another 
emissary of the Cardinal- a captain at the bead of a troop—has 
arrived at the chateau, and behaves in similar overbearing and 
brutal fashion to our own Roundheads under Cromwell. De 
Berault incurs the suspicion of these by standing between them 
and the ladies of the house. 

But the time arrives when he must take some step to forward 
hismission. Yet he is torn with doubt and dread, and his love for 
Mile. De Cocheforet grows stronger every hour. Then, to save the 
refugee from Richelieu's soldiery, he himself brings him from his 
hiding place and arrests him. Then the w6man he loves knows 
him for the spy he is, and heaps scorn and contempt upon poor 
De Berault—who really deserves all he gets. 

But, on the road to Paris, De Berault releases his prisoner and 
returns alone to Richelieu to meet his punishment. But, mean- 
while, the Cardinal's power has vanished—he is in disgrace with 
the King, and so, in he end, De Berault escapes death and is sent 
into exile, which is shared by her for whom he risked everything. 

Mr. Waring secured the chief honours of the evening; never 
before has this actor played so finely. He carried the house with 
him, and worked up the audience to a great state of enthusiasm. 
Mr. Waring was admirably seconded by Miss Winifred Emery, who 
played with all the force and charm we expect from her. Other 
characters were in the experienced and capable hands of Miss va 
Moore, Mr. Valentine, Mr. Cyril Maude, Mr. Holman Clark, Mr. 
Hamilton Revelle, etc. Under the Red Robe is bound to be a great 
BUCCESBS. 

The Prisoner of Zenda was revived on Tuesday evening at the St. 
James's, and met with a very cordial welcome, as well it deserved 
to do, for it is a delightful play from beginning to end. 

Many of the chief parts are in new hands, Miss Evelyn Millard, 
Miss Lily Hanbury, Mr. Herbert Waring, Mr. Glenney, and others 
having left the cast. But very excellent substitutes have 
been secured. Miss Julia Neilson is now the Princess Flavia, 
and a handsome Princess she is—although she has not 
the winsome and winning sentiment of her predecessor. 
The beautiful Miss Ellis Jeffreys replaces the beautiful 
Miss Hanbury, and is in every way acceptable. Mr. 





Aubrey Smith hardly compensates us for the departure of Mr. 
Waring, but his Black Elphberg is a sound and conscientious piece 
of work. Messrs. W. H. Vernon and Allan Aynesworth remain to 
take up their old characters which they enact so admirably. Of 
Mr. George Alexander himself one can truly say that he has vastly 
improved—splendid as was his original interpretation of the 
character. He is fresher and more buoyant even than at the start. 

The Gay Parisienne celebrated its two hundredth performance at 
the Duke of York's on Monday, and & gala show it was. The 
bright and tuneful piece never went better, and some very pretty 
numbers have been added to the score. 

GOSSAMER. 


Love in Idleness, an original comedy in three rcts, by Messrs. L. 
N. Parker and E. J. Goo? ™an, with the assistance of Mr. Edward 
Terry as principal adapt +, was produced at Terry’s Theatre on 
Wednesday evening, 21+ inst. In the first act we find Terry 
luxuriously dozing on a seat upon the lawn, at his cottage at 
Marlow-on-Thames as Mortimer Pendlebury, like Mr. Justice 
Stareleigh thinking colossally with his eyes shut. Unfortunately for 
Pendlebury, his ideas invariably mature too late for practical purposes, 
and this Nemesis of indetermination appears to have ever been his 
bane. He has missed marrying his sweetheart, Abigail, by an 
hour, and many other of his projects have failed through his lack 
of punctuality. Well, in this act his niece, Maggie (Miss Hilda 

tivers ; how very much she resembles Miss Maud Millett!) and her 

lover, Jack Fenton (Mr. Sydney Brough), do their utmost to get 
this lagegard, procrastinating Pendlebury to go to Rushey Platt, 
E+q., M.P., whom itappears Pendlebury has saved from drowning and 
become the recipient of the Humane Society’s medal in consequence, 
to obtain, for the mere asking, asecretaryshipforJack. Inthe midst 
of the endeavours in comes Eugene Gondinot,and subsequently the 
latter’s daughter, Louise, and Pendlebury’s nephew, Frank, all 
clamouring for arrangements matrimonial, which Pendlebury’s 
inate laziness reduces to inextricable muddls. In the second act, 
Pendlebury comes to London and takes lodgings, quite accidentally, 
at his old sweetheart Abigail’s house. Here he formulates good 
resolutions, and sketches outatime-table forhis intended curriculum 
of work to restore the fortunes (including his own) of those whom 
his procrastinating proclivities have embarrassed. Some very 
comical business is transacted, such as writing a testimonial for 
Jack, and the perpetration of other comically complicated 
coincidences. In the third act, Pendlebury returns to his cottage, 
where, in the nadir of despair, affairs take a turn and reach 
the zenith of tranquillity and happiness. Pendlebury’s house- 
keeper, Mrs Trott, is well played by Miss Kate Mills, and Martha 
makes a very good but a very unconventional maid servant to 
Abigail, impersonated by Miss Bella Pateman. Louisa Gondinot 
utters broken English charmingly, and her father's part, a stern, 
terryble, explosive parent, is admirably pourtrayed by Mr. H. 
De Lange. Mr. Gilbert Farquhar has very little to do 
as Rushey Platt, M.P. I often think of his Whimper 
in Jedbury Junior. Mr. W. E. Ashcroft and Mr. Sidney 
Brough play their respective parts becomingly enough. 
Of course, the comedy is for Mr. Edward Terry. He plays the 
part of Pendlebury with all the subtle humour, mingled with 
little pathos at times, for which he is renowned. The same style, 
quite unchanged, with which he used to unfailingly and un- 
flaggingly amuse us years ago at the Gaiety, where Nellie Farren 
and he were so popular. In my opinion, this comedy would be 
better described as ‘‘ Procrastination, the thief of time,” as Young 
writes. The programme is appropriately embellished with the but- 
terfly, Atalanta, after whom Pendlebury is always, metaphorically, 
racing. 

A fine spectacular performance, entitled The Days of Cromwell, 
was produced at the Borough Theatre and Opera House, Stratford, 
E.,on Monday, the 19th inst. The subject affords ample scope, 
respectively, for histrionic development and artistic mounting, and 
we congratulate Mr. Albert Fredericks upon so pre-eminent an 
exemplification of these Thespian virtues. 

The Cabinet Picture Society's Inaugural Water Colour Exhibition 
will be held at the Society’s Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, and 
will open to the public on the 30th inst. 


The Moore and Burgess Minstrels celebrated their 32nd anni- 
versary at St. James’s Hall on Tuesday, 20th inst., when an 
entirely new programme was performed, and each member of the 
audience was presented with a plearant souvenir of the event. The 
present season has witnessed the reappearance of Walter Howard, 
an old friend, and the welcome additions to the troupe of the 
Brothers Crawford and Larry Dooley, whose infectious humour 
has added to the ever-increasing popularity of our old friends. 


We have received a medal, struck in commemoration of Her 
Majesty's record reign, from Mr. J. W. Palmer, of 281, Strand. He 
suggests the portrait, as *hown on the medal, for a new issue of 
English stamps. FErperto cred: 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 26, 


His Most WorsHIPFUL AND LEARNED JUDGESHIPA, CrossGRAIN BoTCHERON THE LEGAL BENCH, 
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A loss of the Bar may result ina Bargain. Botcher, ever wit) leve to. v, a t ng of *‘ Bargains,” recently fell across a second-hand wig 
and gown, the cas'-off property of a gentleman who no long lired the nm eque e of his sudden and unexpected elevation from the Bar to the 
Dock, and whose still more rapid upward strides, in connection with th Ww, are w chiefly due to the revolution f the treadmill A little tiddivating up, 
and that majestic head-gear became as “good as new” again: in fact, rather more so | Mi KB. made up tl irrears, or overdue rents, in the voluminous 
folds of the male gown (thereby hangs a tail, or tal ind that ga ent, to put it / fly, then appeared the very ¢ »fiment of six-and-eightpence, 
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“A bargain is no bargain unless one can find a use for it." Botcher had acquired this overpowering piece of wisdom from the copy book of his youth, 


therefore he would find a use for that wig, by placing it over his expansive brow, and ditto for the frock (masculine gender), by spreading it about his portly 
person. Ah! what a terror to evil-doers the amiable Botcher would then appear. When he saw the tmposing (no joke intended) presence the looking-glass 
revealed, in that instant, the great man determined on securing a seat on the magisterial bench of the West Meddieton Court of Justice. 
practised the legal walk, wheh robed, and, with the aid of Mrs. B., cultivated the all-important art of snapping up smaller legal fry, 


After this he 
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THe Court ‘ 
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CANNOT 


/ * With | Pp 
You . ‘ f or THE JuRyY AND FesTive® ERMIT ANY APPROACH 
ARe WAST > GENTLEMEN * 6 Jone 
<r J as Noon TE er ae ree» Owners OWM 


THE TIME oF Tee 


“ 

TIM OF THE Tris CASE 1% IM AMUN Gey 
Then the library of Muddle Villa was converted into a Court Room, and, with the aid of members of an Amateur Dramatic Clab, his Worship attended 
and adjudicated daily, the proceedings being reported in the West Meddicton Weekly Squib, Botcher's own paper, a# it was the great man’s intention to establish 
Legal Precedents by the wisdom and justice of his decisions. The first case brought before the Most Learned Jucge was that of a murderous assault apon an 
unprotected police-constable by a crime-stained, sin-hardened ruffian, aged five. The unfortunate victim had beep tnost unmercifully béaten about the 
temples with a cane rattle, until he had fallen insensible from the terrible effects of this deadly w+ apon The offender, it was stated, had had a long career of 
crime, and undergone several Jong terms of penal servitude. In summing up, | j itely the very worrt cane of the kind 
ever brought before bim (as it was bis first it is easy enough to believe that), and, he added, he should make an example of the prisoner, with the view of 
a 7 in court He therefore felt it his most painful duty to 


is Worship retnarked that this was a 


checking this kind of offence in future,which, he regretied to say, Was greatly on the increase (emotion 

Pass a sentence of penal servitude for life, with ten years’ police supervision to follow, as he was convinced that nothing short of such | inishinent could tend 

t linpress the callous offender with a due sens f the enoripityv of Dis cr i nd @1 re? better bena dur ever alter fsreat appiause in Court, which wae 

hot suppressed His Worship was quite ove ne,and Wept copiously Gur.ng the procs { the tria Phie jured | eman has retired on a princely 
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OIL ON TROUBLED WATERS!-~-A FACT. 


Steward of Liner (after collision in the Atlantic).—* Get up, get up! but pon’r be frightened—EVERYBODY PUT A LIFF-BELT ON! 


Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party On THE Spor. 


Wednesday.— Was gratified to read that another “ final settle- 
ment’ of the Matabele War had been arrived at. Hurried over 
and congratulated Rhodes and the rest. If they goon like this 
they'll have quite a nice little collection of final settlements# 
They'll Jook beautiful on the side-board. Called at New York, just 
to ask what this talk of their “‘ rushing the Dardanelles’’ was al! 
about. They hadn't heard of it, and were quite interested in my 
account of it. I advised them to take in our evening papers ; 
there's often lots of news in them you'll never see anywhere else. 
Was approached with the view of my standing for Fast Bradford. 
Declined. Spent rest of my time listening to opposition to music 
hall licencés. Several people said they'd been to the halls and 
seen things they objected to, and went several more times. 
Curious idea cf enjoyment. 


Thursday.—Spent the day in Berlin. Helped to close the 
exhibition. In the evening, dined with the Sirdar in Cairo. Com. 
plimentary banquet—-had a complimentary ticket, of course. 


Friday.—Diegusted with the weather—too much of it (of the 
kind); didn't go anywhere. Don't agree with some people's views 
of the continued wet, though. 


Saturday.—Tbought I'd bave a lark. Wrote a bogus letter 
about Lord Rosebery’s resignation, signed it Vernon Harcourt, and 
sent ittoa paper. It worked! Much amusement. Helped Sir 
Arthur Arnold open new wing of Shoreditch Free Library, also 
took the Lord Mayor to Marlborough House to give address in 
gold casket to Prince and Princess Charles of Denmark. T.R.H. 
charmed. Helped carry the Elcho Shield to Guildhall after- 
wards. The Lord Mayor very nice. Stayed to dinner afterwards. 

Monday.—Been & good deal about the city with Lord Mayor 
this week. Assisted to-day with the bust of the Duke of Cambridge, 
which was ‘‘ put up” at the Guildhall, then ran off and tasted a 
bit of cheese and accepted several pats of butter at the Dairy 
Show—gave them several commendatory pats in return. Spent 
the afternoon skating at Niagara, and finished up with the big 
‘* atrocity ’’ meeting at St. James’s Hall. 

Tuesday.—Getting ready for to-morrow, Trafalgar Day. Laurels 
and wreaths and enthusiasm ad lib. 

THE MAIN CHANCE. 
’Twas on Trafalgar’s Day, 
With laurel and with bay, 
The column bound was then. 
Amid the London smoke, 
The patriot feeling woke 
Of women and of men. 
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“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
_ jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
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of work, acd was so depressed and disheartened that I often 


‘appetite—that is, my actual relish for food—had wholly dis- 
‘appeared. To be sure I ate a little, but reluctantly, and it 


‘raving and gnawing at the pit of the stomach which no 
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Wire-pullers marked them on the pave, 
‘More ships,” they cried, “ upon the wave, 
Should ride in strength and beauty. 
To draw your cash is now our plan, 
England expects that every man 
Will up and do his duty!” 


Went and had some oysters with Lord Rosebery at Colchester, a 
chunk of Cheshire cheese with the exhibitors at Chester, and a 
lovely drive with the G.O.M. at Penmaenmawr to finish up with. 


Tue Sporrer. 











Impertinent Paragraphs. 
By THE “ Enrant TERRIBLE.” 


WE are getting on very nicely. The Armenian agitation is 
| almost buried—Rosebery and Salisbury acting as sextous. 


a * 3. 


The French are very cut up because the Czar visited the 
| German Emperor after his trip to Paris. The French would 
i rather the Czar helped to cut up the Germans and to restore to 
them Alsace-Lorraine. But this is Czardly the Autocrat’s 


intention. 
* * * 


We have all been celebrating Trafalgar Day, the most glorious in 
all our glorious annals. Great Nelson has been in the minds of 
everyone—his name on our lips. The legacy he left us—the 
Empire of the Seas —must never be thrown away. Foes threaten 
us on every hand—man the fleet, Englishmen! Remember Nelson, 
and, in this memory, provide for the safety of your glorious Empire’ 








“Wer had not proceeded far in our descent when Pietro, our | 


principal guide, was seized with the qualms of indigestion, 
which explained his previous reluctance to go ahead. | 
quite impossible for any man, however strong, to climb rocks | 
when suffering from the least touch of dyspepsia. He might | 
as well engage in a prize fight with a broken wrist.’ | 

So writes a member of the Alpine Club about an adventure | 
on the Gabelhorn a year or two since. I quote it because it | 
bears out what I have told the readers of these articles five | 
hundred times—namely, that the usefulness of a man’s legs | 
and the quality of his courage, depend upon the state of his | 
stomach. This is a practical fact of tremendous importance. 
And it concerns lots of people besides the climbers of moun- | 
tains. As, for example: 

“In the spring of 1882,’’ writes a woman who probably 
never saw the Alps, ‘‘I began to feel that something was amiss | 
with me. I felt fagged and low-spirited, and had aching | 
pains all over me. I had no ambition or energy for any kind | 





sat down and cried. 
“For some reason that I was not able to explain, my 


always caused me a sense of weight and pain at the chest and 
between the shoulders. At the same time there was a certain 


nourishment or stimulant had power to relieve. __ 

“T scarcely need say that on account of my inability to take 
sufficient food to support me, I became weaker and weaker, 
and was greatly troubled with nausea. It was not long before 
the very thought of eating almost upset me. Half starved as 
I was, still I was afraid to eat. Presently I could walk only | 
by the aid of others, and when out doors I would be seized | 
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| “FUN” LYRICS (No. 46.) 
| Traratear Bay. 
"Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay— . 
That ne'er forgotten day— 
| Fach heart was bounding then, 
When Nelson won the sea 
Aboard his Victory 
For England and Englishmen. 
That day the ocean's bounding wave 
No freedom to Britannia gave ; 
And England's homes and beauty 


That hero never will forget 

Who on his mast this signal set : 

“ England expects that every man 
This day will do his duty.” 


And on Trafalgar Day, » 
With laurel and with bay 
We'll Nelson's Colamn crown; 
The flag that Nelson flew 
The red and white and blue 
Shall never be hauled down. 
With paens of praise his memory 
On great Trafalgar’s Day shall be 


By English hearts remembered ; 
The Empire that was Nelson's pride 
The Empire for which Nelson died 

Shall never be dismembered, 


As in Trafaigar’s Bay 
Our Nelson fought that day 
So Nelsons will fight again ; 
Britannia o'er the sea 
Shall ever mistreas be, 
The ocean's Suzerain. 
The glory that our Nelson gained 
Has never flickered, never waned, 


And never shall, please Heaven ! 
A nation's homage we must pay, 
A nation’s thanks shall be that day 
To Nelson's mem'ry given. 





Pietro Wanted to Go Back. 


This tendency got to be so bad after a while that I could 
go out only when accompanied by my husband. 

“ After about eight months of this miserable experience I 
was obliged to take to my bed. The sickness at my stomach 
was now so severe and continuous that I vomited all the food 
I took, and virtually lived on soda water, brandy, and other 
liquids. 

iy The doctor who attended me said my liver was affected, 
and he treated me for that ailment, but did me no real good, 
I then became a patient at St. George’s Hospital for six weeks, 
where they relieved me for the moment, but the sharp symp- 
toms soon returned and I was as bad as ever. 

‘‘ Without troubling you with any further details I may 
now simply say that in January, 1893, my husband, who had 
read of the excellence of Mother Seigel’s Curative Syrup in 
cases like mine, persuaded me to try it, and got me a bottle 
from Mr. Clarke, chemist, The Parade, Forest Hill. After 
taking it a week I felt better, the sickness ceased, and light 
food agreed with me and digested well. In a word, after 
having used three bottles in all I felt entirely well, my strength 
returning from day to day. From that date I have enjoyed 
good health, taking now and then a dose of the Syrup as a 
stomachic when I feel at all out of sorts, and it always sets 
me right at once. er Mrs. Emma Southorn, 22, Leyes 
Road, Victoria Docks, London, E., January 15th, 1895.” 

What troubled the Alpine guide prostrated also this lady— 
the ailment which does more to swell the list of ineffectives 
than all other causes combined. From a good digestion come 
vigour, strong nerves, courage, and a clear head. From the 
opposite come weakness, pain, faintness, and fear. Analyse 
the subject and see whether it is not so. And then estimate, 
if you can, the value of a remedy which would have made 
Pietro keep on up the mountain, and enables everybody to do 
their work. 
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So it appears officially that there is to be an entente between Ger- 
mavy and Russia—if Germany can possibly manage it. Thatisto say, 
that the founder of the Triple Alliance, having pledged her word to 
stand by Austria in the event—not very improbable—of that country 
being forced to take up arms against Russia, is now bargaining 
with the Ozar: “ Don’t you help France to recover the provinces 
I stole from her, and you can pitch into Austria, my friend and 
ally, when and where you like.” This, then, is German faith. 
Piunica fides! But we are not surprised—the Triplice was, no 
doubt, manufactured ia Germany, and its inner works are sure to 
be unsound. Anyhow, we prefer our “splendid isolation” to an 
alliance with any Power that would be likely to desert us in our 
time of trouble. 


The New York World has at last discovered the use of England 
to America. ‘ England,” it says, ‘‘is by far our best customer 
—& customer without whom we should be poor indeed. . .. . 
Why all this idiotic abuse of England?” And that’s what we 
want to know, too—only we have grown so accustomed to it. 


After the Czar had left Paris, a very young and pretty girl 
presented herself to the Police Bureau. The Czar, she said, was 
aceperately in love with her, and had made unmistakeable signs 
and signals on the subject. One particular glance had, ita red, 
invited her to St. Petersburg, and promised to provide for her 
there: she wanted money to go. It was very thcughtless of 
His pry to forget to leave her the not inconsiderable railway 

, &t least, 


The young lady in the tram-car at Highgate who pounced fiercely 
upon the young man who offered her his seat was logical—though 
lacking in manners. She said that men only offered women their 


. Noticz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously 
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ait because they deemed women their inferiors. When they 
ismissed this hallucination, they would not give up their seats. 
Of course, the young lady meant to stand up for herself—and she 
did. But why! oh! why are not ladies our equals, or even our 
superiors, especially on a rainy day in December, with an East 
wind, and the germs of pneumonia in the air ? 


Set a sportsman to catch a sportsman! Mr. C. W. Wright, the 
Notts cricketer, has unearthed a genuine Waterloo survivor, Jobn 
Stacey, aged 100 next year. The man was at the battle of June 
18tb, 1815, and was posted near the frontier to cut off Napoleon's 
retreat. He has been 13 times wounded, and his grateful country 
allows him a pension of 10d. a day—out of which he gives 30s. a 
quarter to his little sister of 88. The old man’s memory is clear 
as noonday—but he says ‘‘’e never ‘eerd talk of no Bill Adams." 


A Swedish lady recommends the “‘ somersault cure” for improve- 
ment of the female figure and the reduction of embonpoint. It 
consists in the lady’s turning so many somersaults per day (in 
private, of course)—and the thing does iteelt. But the great thing 
is to do the somersaults, Several stout ladies have already tried it, 
we are told; it is all right after the first few falls, but requires a 
special costume, 


Mr. Bryan, the Presidential candidate, is, one is glad to read, 
‘very partial to poached eggs on toast for his breakfast.’’ And it 
goeson, “, . And so absorbed is he in other matters that, as 
often as not, he dips the toast into the tea instead of the egg.” 


A clergyman, upon introducing some new hymn books to his flock, 
instructed his clerk to give out the notice just before one of the 
collects. The clerk forgot, and instead read out: “ All those who 
have children that they wish christened let me know after the 
service.” 

The clergyman was very deaf, and added blandly :— 

‘‘And I should like to add, for the benefit of those who have 
none, that they may be obtained in the vestry any day between 
three and four, the ordinary little ones at 1s., and the special ones, 


with red backs, at 1s. 6d.” 


Scroggs. — Poor old Grosvenor was bitten by a mad dog!” 
Scraggs.—“‘ Heavens, no? Did he Sa fats 
Scroggs.—*Oh, no. The dog got d.t, gout.” 


Aunt Elderly.—“ And I saw—oh, heaven !—a man come out of 


the bushes, and I ran, and ran——.” 
Tommy (who really ought to be at school).— And did you catch 


him, Auntie?” 


“ Andrew, how often have I told you that you must never speak 
when your elder sisters are talking, but must wait till they stop? 
“ But, mother, they never do stop!” 


sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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PRECISELY. 


a fine mornin’, sir.” 
“And if it is wet, it won't.” 


——— 


Bankruptcy a Luxury ! 


[* Why don’t you go into bankruptcy?" asked Judge Emden, of 
the Lambeth County Court, when a sausage manufacturer, of 
Camberwell, candidly admitted that he could not pay his debts 
except by smallinstalments. ‘‘ 1 am a poor man, and can’t afford 
it," replied the latter; ‘‘ you can’t become bankrupt unless you 
have money.” ‘“ Ah, yes,” said bis honour, “ quite true.”—Daily 
Paper.) 

WuHeEwn your debts are fast accruin’, 
And your business goes to ruin, 
And creditors besiege you with much importunitee ; 
When you've used up your resources, 
One would think your only course is 
To seek a doubtful haven in the Court of Bankruptcee. 


If your funds are down at zero, 
And your creditors, like Nero, 
Long to do a war-dance over your impoverished estate ; 
To solve the insolvent puzzle 
Your open § ou must muzzle, 
And straightway seek the Court where debtors most do con- 


gregate. 







































*‘Good mornin’, sir; good mornin’; if it’s as fine to-morrow as ‘tis to-day, twill be 
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“Splendid Isolation.” 


[Continental journals are constantly 
harping on the subject of England’s 
isolation.] 

THaT England is a land of riches 

Is just the kind of statement which is 

To all men known: 
With credit good, condition stable, 
This wealthy country’s always able 
To stand a loan. 


And it may be—although the matter 
| Gives rise to jealous foreign chatter 





And threatening tone— 
Old England—that aggressive sinner— 
Has quite sufficient pluck left in her 
To stand alone! 


A Lesson from China. 


Prruaps, after all, the Chinege know 
more than we do. We are led to make 
this remark after reading the apparently 
contradictory statements that Li Hung 
Chang has been appointed Foreign 
Minister for China and has been repri- 
manded at the same time. The repri- 
mand may be intended by the Emperor 
as @ salutary check to the pride and 
humptiousness which a return to favour 
might awaken in our late visitor's 
breast. It may be designed as a 
sobering draught to counteract the 
intoxicating fumes of success. In the 
language of epigram, it is tempering 
appointment with disappointment. 











Sun Yat Sen. 
THE “Sun” whose ire is all afire— 
Of course, I mean Yat Sen— 
Is quite O.K. and far away 
Beyond Macartney’s ken. 
He’s wideawake to any fake 
Of future heathen slyness— 
Beheaded not—that fatal “‘ (k)not” 
For his Celestial Highness. 
‘* He does deny His majesty ”’ 
The Emperor of China. 
No snickersnee in realms of tea— 
No Oriental liner. 
No Portland Place—no death to face— 
| He is ever extolling 
The Land of Law—the ‘““Globe” that 
saw, 
And get the ball a-rolling. 


—_——— em ee ee en — 


You would think there was no better 
Method for the luckless debtor—— 
But life is full of paradox and compromise and “ sich ”’; 
And poor men, tho’ indebted, 
Can never be “‘ gazetted,” 
For bankruptcy’s a luxury meant only for the rich ! 











The Radical Will. 


THE vain ap ys of ploughing the sand 
Is one which Radicals well understand, 
And, though it is useless, as all must allow, 
They still keep the hand to their profitless plough. 


Their log-rolling sections together now meet, 
Each separate faddist with hobby complete, 

Each atom ignoring the ills which are sprung 
From the garrulous use of a runaway tongue. 


This wrangling collection of tatters and shreds 

To choose them a leader now puzzle their heads— 
They om pecan them a leader—in name—an’ they will, 
But Gladstone will loom at the head of them still. 
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Patter-iotic Verses. 7 
(BRACKETS BY A VERY LITTLE — mene 
ENGLANDER.) ut 


Enoitanp! Mine own Mother England, 
Watcher at the Enipire’s helm— 
Where the Pay-triot is Mammon— 
Coin that’s current of the realm) 
East and West, o’er Greater Britain, 1 
See the storied Ensign floats— ia "i 
(And beneath its folds the Germans . 
- Cut our English business throats) - - | 
Heroes bred of Viking spirit® 
Sea and land with valour thrill— 
(While we focus on their statues 
. Flaring ‘‘ ads” of soap and pill) 
Ships that reeled ’mid leaden tempest Pier, 
In the days of Nelson’s Nile— | 
(Valued by—the timber truckster i} | 
With his mercatorial pile) | 
Souls that in our Abbey slumber 
Fell for us in daring fight— 
(And the Abbey may do ditto— 
It’s a splendid—business site.) 
Aged builders of our bulwarks—_. 
“Light Brigade’’ and ‘“ Birkenhead,” 
(Men who in life’s evening wander | 
‘To the Union (Jack ?) for bread) 
Sons, like Rhodes, who think in 




















Empires a‘ 
(When the markets “boom” and TH | Hi) 

slump,” ; 
Aren’t a patch on dear old Bumble 
Spouting at the parish pump!) Fi 








See ! 





[The appointment of Dr. Temple to F Phen tc 8S ce 


the Archbishopric of Canterbury has 
been criticised on the ground of his 
defective eyesight. ] 
HEED not the critics’ captious whim— 
We surely must agree 
That sight’s superfluous to him 
Who bolds the greatest see. 





much hurt?” 
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He:—“ I hear young Gambledyke has come a cropper.” 
She.—* How?” 
He.—*‘ Oh, on the Turf.” 

She.—‘‘ Well, he might have fallen on something harder, 


I suppose he's not 











———— _ 





Powerless on the “ Powerful.” 
_ [During the recent trials of H.M.S. Powerful several of the 
officials were affected by sea-sickness.— Daily Mail.} 


Scene.—Deck of H.M.S. Powerful during her full power trials ; 
heavy .sea running; several officials doing the same to the vessel’s 
side,-or lying hors de combat on the spotless deck, listening to what 
the wild waves are saying. gt 

Quartermaster (loguitur) to A. B.— 'Ere, Bill, go and send them 
coves off the: deck double quick time. I can’t ‘ave them mecin’ 
about there; why, she ain’t rollin’ more than ten degrees either 
way. That’s the worst of allowin’ them Press fellers on board !’" 

A. B.—“ Bless you, mate, why them’s the Lords of the Admiralty. 
I wouldn’t disturb them for worlds.” 

Quartermaster.—* Oh {”’ 

Lord of the Admiralty, feebly from the depths of his overcoat, to 
Private Secretary endeavouring to open a bottle of soda water surrepti- 
tiously concealed in his ulster. —“* Er, what did you say her designed 
mean draught was—er—27ft., and what is she drawing at 
present ?” eek 

Private Secretary (more in sickness than in anger.)—‘‘ I'm trying 
to draw the cork at present, sir.” 

Second High Offictal.—‘ What was it you said the Staff Surgeon 
recommended ? ”’ 

Third High Oficial.—* I’m sure it was that mayonnaise that did 
it. (To Quartermaster.) *Er—tell the Navigating Lieutenant I 
want to see him. (Aside.) Oh! that this too too solid flesh would 
melt—I 4m sure she’s done her measured mile—if—I—could only 
get a—common or garden steward who wouldn’t recognise me!" 

Navigating  Lieutenant.—* Good morning, my lord—we're 
steaming head on, and she’s steady as a rock at present, though 
we're two or three feet light, and——.”’ 

T, H. Oficial.— Never having been ‘on the rocks,’ I can give no 
niger as to their steadiness, but—er—how did you say her head 
_ NV. Lieutenant.—“ EB. by N.E., my lord” (relapsing into unfeel- 
ing flippancy) ; “* how’s yours?” 


Private Secretary (evidently in extremis, to Navigating Lieu- 
tenant).—“ Are we far from port, old man? for any sake turn her 
round. Iam positive her boilers are leaking, and the infernal row 
of that electric dynamo has given all their lordships awful head- 
aches. Of course, the motion of the vessel has nothing whatever 
‘to do with the case,’ because their lordships ‘are never, never 
sick at sea.’ It’s contrary to the rules and regulations of the 
service—they’re not sea sick, but considerably put out at the un- 
rule-y management of the waves by Dame Britannia.” 

Second High Official.—“ Jenkyns, have you got that soda water 
opened yet? If it’s not ready in five seconds I shall disrate you, 
and never allow you to—er—pardon me one moment while I make 
a note of her—er—roll from the bulwarks—hic—er—hic—(returns 
somewhat relieved)—as I was saying, I shall never permit you to 
accompany Us On & trial trip again ; it’s a trip of trials with you on 
board.” 

Private Secretary.—‘‘ Thank goodness for that! ’’ 

Scene closes in on the authorities “ seeking the seclusion which a 


, cabin prents. amid fervent vows that they will relinquish once and 


for all their proud positions as “ rulers of the Queen's nav-ce.” 
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L’Envoi; or, The Broken Melody. 


Gay Sun Yat Sen was in London town, 
Singing his song of freedom ; 

His foes might follow him up and down, 
But little he seemed to heed ’em, ' 

Forboding naught that could make less strong, 
The perfervid burst of his freedom-song ! 


To Sun Yat Sen came a sudden change, 
As abroad in his glee he glided ; 

And the joyful notes (with their fine wide range) 
Of his liberty-lay subsided 

To a dirge-like utterance, lame and tame, 
When Sun Yat Sen to the zxvor came! 
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Ist Whip.—*' Fine sport on the Fifth, Bill.” 


2nd Whip.—* Was there? I ain’t read o’ none! 
“What? Not all them Guy Foxes?’ 


FRANCE}: 


La Belle—Alliance. 


Rossi —~ Hoch, boys, hoch! 


Here's the precious Prussian Guy ; 
We shall blow him into pieces 
And divide him by-and-bye! 
He believes his German Empire 
To be founded on a rock ; 
But we shall see what we shall see— 
So, hoch, boys, hoch ! 


Hocu, boys, hoch! 
, Here's the princely Prussian Guy, 
He is stuffed with pride and sawdust ; 
See, we hold him up on high 
For the Fatherland to gaze at, 
For the other lands to mock ; 
Here's William the Magnificent, 
So, hoch, boys, hoch ! 































H ch, b Vs, ho h | 

[t was silly, it was vain, 
Hoch, boys, hoch! lo go and “ play at soldiers ' 
In Alsace and in Loraine. 


’ 


Oh, he makes a lovely ‘* Guy,’ 


In diplomatic language Ma for, but 1 am fond of him— 
‘‘ An illustrious ally ’’: I could swallow him en bloc Py 
When he sees the barrels blazing I often think of doing it 
He will doubtless have a shock, 50, hoch, boys, hoch! 
3ut he’s now in blissful igaorance 
So, hoch, boys, hoch ! Hoch, boys, hoch! 


Let us hold him up on high, 
A byword and a mockery 
To all who pass him by. 
Sapristi, but I’m up to date, 
know just what’s o’clock— 


Hoch, boys, hoch ! 
Let the very welkin ring, 

As we guy this awful potentate, 
This I:mperor and King. 


b We've a bonfire all in readiness, gee 
4 We have had it loag in stock, | “— — as inst, 
i We're going to make it warm for him, re en ee a 
fg So, hoch, boys, hoch ! Hoch, boys, hoch! 
; a Hoch, boys, hoch ! Here's the isolated Guy, 
' Here is William the sublime, Here's the laughing-stock of Europe 
For all the world to wonder at, See the terror in his eye! 
The Crichton of his time. Hie guesses what is coming, 
The balance of the Powers And he hears the nations mock— 
Is now about to rock, Those, h'm, yes, “friendly nations "’ 
When down, down, down goes Germany. ah ' : : 
So } h. bove. } » ' . Well h hovs. } bh! 
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Loquacious. 

Barber.—‘‘ Your hair is ,very long, 
sir ; the way it grows is really marvellous. 
Now, I once knew a man——.”’ 

Customer (interposing).—“ Yes, my 
hair is very long, but that can be 
remedied, for you can cut it; but, 
unfortunately, I cannot cut your 
tongue.” 


Two Sufferers. 

Porky.—I suffered dreadfully: from 
night-mare last night.” 

Turfy.—* Did you? Well, I suffered 
dreadfully from day-horse yesterday. I! 
put every shilling I possessed on 4 
loser !”’ 


Naming Him. 


Mr. Mashem.—“ Have you—aw—g0ot 
& kennel suitable for—aw—a puppy, 1) 
good fellah ? "’ 

Tradesman (disgusted with Mr. M's 
airs and graces).—‘'I ,haven’t got one 
long enough for you!” 





Two Meanings. 

He (who has been paying her much 
attention).—* Give me your hand, and I 
will tell you your fortune.” 

She (who doesn't appreciate his atten- 
tions.) —** No, thanks; I know what my 
fortune would be if I were to give you my 
hand—abject misery for the remainder 


. » Be 9 %9 
of mv life! 
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ins iv By tue “ Esranr Texerere.” 
4 f iy Tuene was « young boy named Japan, 


4 ; Japan, 

J Who tripped ap —- Jobn Chinaman, 
... f And Jomuny grew wild, and said, “Oh, go hang, 
d / And get you & Barope, dear Li Hang Chang ; 

—— Pray see if they'll help me to live, to live, 

‘ 6 rit... » Tape all you can, bat you'll nothing give.” 
o%e P | \ | So Li came over in breve array, 

j Ana Karope, ai) emniles, passed the time of day. 
Bat Li went back with no gifts, I ween, 
Have and except s wwing machine. 
And Jounny wid, “LA, after aii this racket. 
You're tack empty handed, take off your 


. - 
a 


' Jacket.” ' 
Ané Li, who theaght he waa eure to be thanked 
a ew W ae then and there tncat craciiy +panked 
x x 


That Draper brought his goods to the wrong market—there is no 
demand for them at the Imperial Institate. He might do very well 
elsewhere with German cloth, Berlin wool, or French kid— but there 
is no sale for therm here just at present. 


- - x 


Had he been & provision merchant instead of a Draper, I should 
aay that he woes bare teken the (Dutch) cheese. It is no use bis 
trying to butter England, hia butter is rank. Foreign margarine, 
in fact 
” ol 

” Biemmarck—hbis mark ;3“ Treachery,” the Austrians sre saying 
just now after the revelations about that secret Husso-Cerman 
treaty, which the hermit at Prederickshrue drew up 4% the very 
time the Triple Alliance waa in force. 


* - cd 
Son Yat Sen may thank his lucky stars that he has escaped from 
his Celestial captors. And, when you come to think of it, it ia quite 
right that « Celestial should thank hia stars—especially wnen his 
name is San. 
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Long years a¢ 


Befove the wor 4. 
A harry bey 
Hia marne waa 567 
A tommy 4%.4 4 - 
Waa bore of sweet 7 qMrAt i 
ASG Si. Yaa g% std 
Lota 7eare 44°, 
ators the world grew zr’ 
he Siteie’ ehiid, 


acogn 72a sad will, 


Made eanmtey every 4a) 


The world wae railed by *iithesome 3-7, 
The merry, trank, sad giadacme to7. 


Lang years ago, 

Before the world grew +l, 
Aart still, foranosn., 
The merry pouth 

Lacsagted ot, ome 4a7 itil 
There came enother |.ttle ¢h.4, 
A veother,Cymie he wae styled 








The )*ara passed 


yan P Y 
it WOR grew cheer pets, 
* y . a 

ASE 2%] Vee (HGhteG, 


Aad vulgar 4abbe 


| aed 7” Tee te 
ost rae « r 
waa & 


The years passed on, 
The world became morose, 
With pain it shook, 
: Mach physic took, 
And Cynic gave the dose ; 
The illness Cheerfulness he dubbed, 
While Joy's suggestions all were snubbed. 


The years passed on, 
The world wae aimost dead, 
And Cynic knew 
The reaeon true, 
Por Joy tad long since fled 
To some far-off and twinkling star, 
Where mirth and love and viadnesa are. 


Trade Hints. 


“Fos,” with his usual attention to the wants of others, begs to 
ofler the following suggestions to the commercial cormmunity for 
the increase of business and the enlargement of profits. 

To Fisumoxcrns.—It always looks better to have the fresh, 
haddocks made in whitings before they are aaked for by th: 
custcmer. 

To Otranoruzs —Though it ix considered perfectly fair in the 
trade, yet it ia as well not to let your customers know that 
draw the 64., #4., and 10d. paraffin oil from the same tank 
people are a0 prejudiced 

To «a Beica-Beac Mencnant.—An old furniture shop v0 
always be provided with 4 back entrance, as3it looks bad for peop! 
to see the workinan bringing in the new “ old onk cabinet” or 
recently constructed “ Crippendale.”’ 

To Borcuens.—lIt always looks suspicious when « home-xi) 
Southdown has no head or kidneys, and cornes in stiff and wrapped 
in sacking. 

Mitxmes, who wish to avoid discredit, should have their water 
supplied by meter, 40 that they can show any sceptical custor- 
how much they use. 

A Coat. Destenr should invariably be ont when 4 custorner 
cornea to order @ hundred, aa then it will not be necessary to weiz 
it before biz. 

Bakens should make nothing but fancy bread, and then the Zh 
loaf need only weigh 1élb. 

Gnocens should never #l| sand, birch-brooms, sawduat, or cart 
grease, because accidents will happen, and uncharitable people ar: 
apt to amy that things get mized on purpose. 

A Liceyssen VicTUaLLee must use sugar, but itis just aa well ro* 
to bave it in by the hundredweight at a time. If it is pat down in 
the cellar, it does look bad. 

SacvasGe Maxena should not buy dead donkeys too often. 

Cooxn> Meat Seiitmne should remember to remove the lamp of 
fat which is ‘accidentally stuck underneath the scale before 
weighing 2oz. of anythicg, or else the effect produced is peculiar. 


Caustic. 

Taz biggest liar catches the biggest fish. 

Women are very lavieh with their Kisses; the value of a thin z 
depends upon ita rarity. 

People like to hear a good sermon—when it doesn’t interfere 
With their ciner-nour. 

When @ tmman calle himself fool he doesn’t really mean it, bas 
he generally speaks the truth. 

S ia beat to marry when you are young; 
to get used to your misery 

A wornac thinks a ict of « kind word: bat thinks more of 6 
kick accompanied by diarnond ring. 

The rich man isso tender-nearted that he cannot bear to se¢ 
poverty and saflering ; so he shuta hia eyes. 

The man who has seen “ better days” has generally seen somes 


very bad nights, hence his presen’ position. 


it gives you more time 


A woman can manufactare love for « man: but it's « costly pro 
esas, 264 the man haa to find the money. 


A clergyman thinks « lot of religion, becauas he geta hia living 


6 earna hia bread by the aweat of hie brow baan't 2% 


or —h berm f: or he WIG An, ‘ have to work «0 npard : - Ting 
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I HELPED to uphold the Standard by 
going to Bishopsgate last week to renew 
acquaintance with La Cigale, surely one 
of the daintiest of all the comic operas 
London has seen for a good many years. 
The touring company which I saw there is a 
very excellent one, indeed, and, if the music 
sufiered materially from orchestral de- 
ficiencies, what can be expected under the 
circumstances which govern suburban and 
a provincial bands ? 

But the company itself is admirable. Mr. Shale has a sweet and 
flexible voice, and sings the Chevalier’s pretty music with excellent 
taste. Mise Perceval, too, as Marton, the “ grasshopper,” is a 
vivacious, artistic actress and a charming singer. Otber parts 
were excellently rendered. 


At the Métropole, Hdmund Kean has been the attraction, played 
by an excellent company, directed by, and including, Mr. Edward 
Compton, It is quaint, is it net, that this story of the great 
English actor should come to us vid the French of Dumas. But so it 
is—although tne adaptation is a very free one. The dialogue of 
the play is, antediluvian, and the tout ensemble of the piece anti- 
quated, but it has an archaic interest all the same. 

Mr. Compton is, of course, a splendid Kean, and throughout the 
terrifically long part plays with wonderful force and vigour. He 


is supported by a conscientious and experienced group of players. | 
GossaMER. 


The Empire is still in existence, its recommendations being 
superior to those proffered by sponsors who have recently expored 
themselves to so much reedicule in their spurious attempts to 
remove something or other which no one had ever seen or looked 
for. After witnessing the marvellous exhibition of eaggar gine 75% 
skill—the Cinématographe—the favour and popularity of which 
has increased, I enjoyed a surfeit of colour and picturesqueness 
emanating from the grand spectacular ballet, Monte Cristo, 
founded on Dumas’ celebrated romance, To attempt a detailed 
description off the performance and kaleidoscopic variety which 
ocoupies overan hour and a-half to reveal would, however pleasure- 
able, fill more than the space allotted to me for description of this 
latest achievement by Mr. George Edwardes. The ballet is divided 
into two acts and seven tableaux. For stege glory and splendour 
Scene 6 is most pre-eminent. Here the riches of the Cave are 
displayed in a grand procession and ballet of gems. Children and 
others, representing rubies, emeralds, sapphires, chrysoprases, 
pearls, amethysts, turquoises, opals, and diamonds, are 
massed in autiful concord, and supplemented with 
the invaluable enhancement conferred by the electric light. 
The lovely permutations of this indescribable body of dazzling 
beauty are more than satisfying. This wonderful ballet 
terminates with a floral fate. The dance, “Lilac Blossoms,” 
as to costume alone is replete with invention and grace. Signora 
Cavallazzi is the hero, Dantes; Mile. Francesca Zanfretta plays 
Mercédes ; and Miss Alma Courtland impersonates Fernand. The 
dancing of Mr. Will Bishop, in conjunction with the Misses Slack 
and Jenkins, was admirable. Miss Ada Vincent makes a handsome 
Greek girl, Haydée, in the hey-dey of youth and activity. The 
music by Wenzel was adequately performed by an orchestra 64 
strong. Truly, the resources of the Empire are inexhaustible. 


His Little Dodge, at the Royalty, is a charmingly vivacious 
comedy. The gay, frolicsome sang froid of Mr. Fred Terry carries 
him through some customary conjugal phases of*domestic discord 
with anairy andlightsome dexterity of dispatch. His impersonation 








of Sir Hercules Little could not be better, and his collaboration with 
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, who plays the cae pong Page on suspicious, 
and withal most loveable, winsome wife, y Miranda Little, 
is a splendid achievement. Miss Ellis Jeffreys is a very beautiful, 
charming woman, and her appreciation of the fun and alacrity in 
seizing every point mark out her performance as an established 
success. Mr. Weedon Grossmith sustains the part of the blighted 
lover, the Hon. Hobb, and infuses considerable humour into his 
many compromising situations resulting from his unsuppressible 
adoration. Mr. Alfred Maltby fulfils the somewhat cringing, 
scheming character of Petlow in his well-known menner. 
Mr. Frank Dyall and Miss Repton becomingly rendered the 
ps mg parts of gardener and lady’s maid. The theme of the 
comedy is simple and convenient. It is Sir Hercules Little’s 
power of hypnotising hie wife ; sending her to sleep upon occasions 
when his energies require bracing up in pastures not kisown. Of 
course, the wife finds out ‘his little dodge,” and complications 
result. One laughs heartily from commencement to conclusion. 
Mr. George Alexander is to be congratulated in this, an additional 
venture on his part, into a neighbourhood possessing very few 
attractive features. 


The “Colibris,” the ten Liliputian wonders and the smallest 
people in the world, are at the Shaftesbury Theatre, with their 
miniature carriages, performing dwarf elephants, and ponies. 
These Liliputian marvels are all artistes, being capital singers, 
dancers, and linguists, each of them speaking at least five 


languages. 


Ballads of Bride and Bridegroom. 
No. II.—McKINLEY VERSUS BRYAN. 


HE clasped his wife in love-clasp strong, 
He looked upon her features long, 
Then, quoting from a favourite song, 
Said, “‘ Darling, I am growing old! 
Like bluff John Anderson, I vow, 
I’ll soon possess a ‘ frosty pow,’ 
For, even now, adown my brow 
Hang silver threads among the gold!” 


She cheered him with a charming kiss, 
And lightly lisped, ‘‘ Why mention this? 
Such foolish talk is quite amiss! ”’ 

He :ourmured, ‘“‘ Now I’m waxing old 
I want you, by your marriage plight, 
To tell me, pet—and tell me right— 
If you will love me still, in spite 

Of silver threads among the gold!” 


She glanced at him with trustful gaze, 
And said, ‘‘ My fond heart stil will blaze 
With love for you, %s in the days 

Of old, thoug’s you are waxing old 
My love will grow like rain-fed grass— 
So long as, when I ask for ‘ brass,’ 
You to your popsy-wopsy pass 

No silver corns among the gold!! ” 


Sam Wellerisms. 


“ABREAST of the Times,” as the guardsman said when he 
padded nis manly chest with the popular newspaper. 

‘* He’s suffering froma boil,” as the woman explained when her 
kid tumbled into the copper on washing day. 


“‘A dead heat,” as [the doctor pronounced a fatal case of sun- 
stroke, 


‘“* Mine’s the fastest barge on earth,” as the “man said when his 
billyboy stuck on the mud. 


“This will make the corn grow,’ as the shoemaker whispered 
— he picked out a pair of No. 2 shoes for the girl with No. 4 
eet. 

‘* We've had many a brush in our day,” as the huntsman said to 
his old silk hat. 

“ The staff of life at the point of death,” as the soldier remarked 
when he was toasting a piece of bread fixed on the end of his 
bayonet. 

“T never drink when I'm smoking,” as the kitchen ‘chimney 
observed to the fireman. 7 

‘ This is, indeed, hard lines,”’ as the engine said of the new steel 
rails. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Hove. Great excitement when I 
kove in sight. The Hoveites are close neighbours—some say the 
ofispring—of Brighton ; but they want to set up in business as a 
Corporation for themselves. Brighton thinks it too good a thing to 
go out of thé family, and opposes it—says they ought to work as 
one. Dispute not settled yet. Went to church with the doctors— 
hundreds of them—at St. Paul’s. Imposing sight, but wonder how 
their patients got on. Looked in on cabdrivers. Concocting deadly 
measures, just to show they are on strike. Saw Li Hung Chang 
home safely, and came back to have a look in at the Law Courts, 
where they bave just added three new doors to the Courts. 


THE INS AND OUTS OF THE LAW. 


To get into law is quite easy enough 
There isn’t a shadow of doubt of it, 
But when he’s once in the litigious muff 
Discovers its hard to get out of it. 
The doors which the Law Courts have—cut with a saw ? 
May make it decidedly breezier, 
And open more ways to get into the law, 
But they wont make the exit much easier ! 


Thursday.—Passed a delightful (and delighted) morning at the 
Institute. Saw Princess Helena safely to Rome—having previously 
helped to re-open George Herbert’s old church at Bemerton. On 
my way back, and just for a lark, kidnapped a Chinaman and pushed 
him into the Chinese Legation. Then went home and had a wash. 
Then attended the dinner at the Holborn Restaurant in aid of the 
Peckham Pension Society. Jolly old Cock of a chairman ; ubiquitous 
treasurer scraped in a Dale of wealth during the evening to the 
tune of £600. ‘‘’Tis '‘ere,” the secretary exclaimed, but no one 
seemed Harrised, nor was there a Rye remark uttered. 


Friday.—First thing I heard when I got out of bed this morning 
was that the King of Uganda, who used to “rifle, rob, and plunder ’”’ 


like anything (with violence and bloodshed for preference), is quite 
a reformed character and goes to Sunday school regularly. 


SUCH A CHANGE! 


Nigger-king (Uganda) 
Bad as bad can be, 

Deal him folks back-hbanda, 
Eat ’em up for tea. 

Now dat king (Uganda), 
Voice as soft as silk, 

Nebber raise him danda, 
Always feed on milk. 


Had peremtory note from Lord Salisbury, so had to get that 


Chinaman released quick sticks. Heard Armenian memorial 





service (odd thing—held by Canon Gore!), and took a run down to 
Colwyn Bay to hear Mr. Stanley Weyman say;inice things about 
newspaper men. | 


Saturday.—Called on Dr. Temple‘and congratulated him on his 
“rise,” then made a rush from the Anglican to Rome to see Prince 
of Naples and Princess Helena married. Fine sight. May the 
be happy! Helped to lay foundation stones of new Welsh eae 
at St. Mary’s Terrace, Paddington Green, and of Free Library at 
Dulwich. Cabdrivers told me they were not going to do that 
dreadful thing after all—decided to keep the strike quite private. 
Brought Prince Bhanurangsi, of Siam, from Scotland to Liverpool, 
and showed him the Landing Stage, Overhead Railway, and things 
till he was tired. Also opened a co-operative glass works at Albi, 


Monday.—Took the Lord Mayor-elect and introduced him to the 
Lord Chancellor in the Prince’s Room, House of Lords: Then 
joined Procession of Judges at opening of Law Courts. Wired con- 
gratulations to Li Hung Chang on his appointment and punish- 
ment, attended a lively meeting at Imperial Institute, where Mr. 
Draper had a warm—not to say hot—reception. Dined at the Olde 
Royal Hotel at Birmingham with (what remains of) the “ noble 
Six Hundred.” 


IN COMMEMORATION, 








Heart-i-ly, heart-i-ly, 
Heart-i-ly honoured, 
Someone in Birmingham 
Dined “ the Six Hundred.” 
“ Forward, the Light Brigade ! 
Charge for the grub!"’ he said. 
Nobly at Birmingham 
Dined the Six Hundred. 


Tuesday.—Spent the morning at the Bird Show at the Aquarium, 
then over to Rome to witness review of military birds of still more 
gorgeous plumage. Novel review, by the way; almost unique, I 
should say; the ordinary parade ground being swamped by the 
recent copious rains, the ceremony was gone through in the streets, 
Gratifying effect. Viva Italia! 

THe SpPorrer, 


New Leaves. 


‘THROUGH THE CHAMPAGNE CounrrRy,” by Fred Henning, the 
tourist, is an artistically got up little book. In the first page one 
catches the charm of the wnole. There is a certain office in 
Mincing Lane, in to which *‘ we” chanced to penetrate one specially 
hot July morning. Then follows a nicely-drawa picture of a oe 
room, and an invite by Mr. E. W. Barnett to partake of Périnet an 
Fils Champagne. Later on the author takes the reader to Paris, 
and the ancient city of Rheims, and through each and every phase 
of the wine-growing and manufacturing trade. There are some 
good illustrations in the book, some of which are, most likely, by the 


author, 


Indications of the approaching festive season are as snowflake 
swirling around us voluminously. First and foremost amongst 
the artistic firms who publish those attractive means for the inter- 
change of conventional greetings are Mesers. C. W. Faulkner and 
Co. Their Christmas und New Year's cards are very beautiful, 
The delicacy of the pictures excites one’s admiration, and engender 
that mystic ecstacy and mental enjoyment passing verbal descrip- 
tion. The calendars extend into many handsome varieties. There 
are some new games, amongst which we recognise a development 
of our old friend Tiddley-Winks. The price of all these Yule-tide 
mementos is within the reach of everyone—a great recommendation. 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. 





' 


‘Rohan “ aded mind and body; delicious to the aos ; 
ces the acceptability of every | | alate: an 4 absol utely unadulterated.” | JosEPH PICKERING & ORR, SHEFFIRLD. 


—Famity DocTor. 
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Guy Faux Guy! 


“I wish I knew how to get some money” observed Dolly 
FitzPodgers. 

“What for?” inquired Stanley St. George, his companion. 

‘What for?” 5 ype om Dolly, with as much contempt as he 
could throw into his oleaginous voice; ‘‘ why to give it to Miss 
Sweetleigh, of course, to make up the sum she's collecting for the 
new table cloth—eh, what? altar cloth, I meant to say.” 


“ Oh, that’s your little game, is it?” exclaimed St. George, and 
in a moment he had grasped the situation. 

They had just left Ethel Sweetleigh, whom he adored, and now 
for the first time he recognised that in FitzPodgers he had a rival, 
@ dangerous one, too, and, considering his prospects—he had a 
cousin ‘in the House,” but whether the one belonging to the 
Commons, the Lords, or that for the purposes of detention, was 
never specified, who had promised to do something for him. 


His first impulse was to choke the little fat man, and conceal the 
body among the flowers in one of the small front gardens they were 
passing on their way home, but wiser counsels prevailed. 


Then the sound of a Chinese cracker being let off in a neighbour- 
ing backyard gave him an idea, and he said :— 


‘‘T can tell you how to make a lot of money. To-morrow will be 
the fifth of November. Go out asa guy!” 

FitzPodgers stopped short with a pained expression on his 
vacuous countenance. 

‘A guy,” he repeated; ‘‘ what would my cousin say ?”’ 

‘* Nobody will recognise you under a mask; besides all is per- 
missible in the cause of religion.”’ 

‘That's true,”’ pondered Dolly, ‘‘ but I don’t know how, and there’s 
no time.” 

‘* I'll help you,”’ volunteered St. George; ‘‘ I was out with the 
Hampstead Boys one year, so I know all about it,’’ 

‘* I don’t altogether like the idea,” said Dolly. 

‘* You'll make a lot of money,’’ observed St. George, and this 
argument removed the last of his scruples—as it usually does—and 
when they parted it was arranged that St. George should be at 
FitzPodgers’ diggings at nine o’clock the next morning with the 
necessary disguise, and two men with a chair on which to carry 
him about. The costume, yellow trousers, green waistcoat, soarlet 
coat, and light blue hat was sufficiently attractive to have gratified 
the taste of a Central African, but Dolly put it on like a lamb. 
When, however, St. George commenced painting his face with 
alternate stripes of red, yellow, and blue, he did attempt to protest. 

‘*That’s in case your mask comes off,’’ explained his friend; ‘‘ so 
that you won't be recognised, you know.”’ 

At length Fitz Podgers took his place in the chair, and St. George 
proceeded to fasten him in with a rope in the usual way. 

‘‘ Here, what are you doing?” expostulated Dolly from behind 
his mask. ‘ Don’t tie me in.”’ 

‘* Must do it, old man,” replied St. George, passing an extra turn 
round him. ‘It wouldn't look right otherwise.”’ 

Then fastening a card which he had brought with him round 
Dolly's neck, and placing & money-box in his lap, St. George 
hurried away to send off a telacram to FitzPodgers' boss explaining 
his absence from the office on account of severe cramp. 

ee soon ceased to be a mere excuse, for the rope com- 
menced to hurt Dolly's arms,and he began to have pins and 
needles in his hands. 

He called to his bearers to let him loose, but the more he com- 
plained the more they shouted ‘‘Guy! Guy! Guy!” and 








eee, 


FitzPodgers’ contortions only made the spectators laugh and 
helped to fill the money box. 

They stopped at every public-house, but, though the chairmen care. 
fully gargled their own throats, they never seemed to think of their 
unfortunate guy, so that when 12 o’clock approached, what 
with cramp, thirst, rage, and various other afflictions, FitzPodgers’ 
condition was really lamentable. 

The climax arrived when, just as noon was striking, the victim 
discovered that his chairmen were carrying him into the garden in 
front of Miss Sweetleigh’s house and that that young lady was 
standing at the window. 

“Take me away,” shouted Dolly from the depths of his mask; 
** I won’t go in here.” 

“Guy, guy, guy!”’ howled the men. 

“T’ll lock you both up!” raved FitzPodgers. ‘Police! Help! 
Police !"’ 

“ Stick ’im up on ’igh!” 

‘‘ Carry me away.” 

‘‘ Hang ’im on a lamp post, there let ’im die.”’ 

‘‘Tet me loose! Unfasten this bally rope,’’ literally shrieked 
Dolly, while the men continued their chant. 

In the meantime Ethel Sweetleigh was so amused by the ex. 
traordinary antics of the little fat guy, whose head waggled from 
side to side, and whose legs were kicking out in all directions, that 
she laughed until the tears came into her eyes, and then she called 
Stanley St. George, who, strangely enough, happened to have just 
brought her a piece of music which she wanted, to come and see 
the fun. 

Directly St. George appeared at the window, one of the chairmen 
unfastened the Guy’s mask, and exposed his face. 

“« Why, it’s little FitzPodgers!’ exclaimed St. George. 

‘Oh! it cannot be!’’ cried Ethel, 

“ By, Jove, it is,” said the young man, and, followed by Miss 
Sweetleigh, he ran out into the garden and commenced to unfasten 
his friend from the chair. 

“Oh! Mr. FitzPodgers—he, he !—how could you—he, he !—make 
such a guy of yourself?” tittered Ethel, holding a handkerchief to 
her lips to try and stifle her laughter. 

‘‘ All for love of you,” answered Dolly, in a cracked, hoarse voice, 
and then, balf wild from rage, pain, and thirst, he continued, 
“ And here is the money I have a 

He was going to say ‘‘ earned,’’ when for the first time he noticed 
that his bearers had disappeared, and had taken the money-box 
with them. 

I am afraid that Dolly used bad language. There may have been 
some little allowance to be made for him. Anyhow, Ethel drew 
back and said— 

‘Oh, for shame, Mr. FitzPodgers!’’ And then she added 
to St. George, ‘‘ I think we had better go in.”’ 

They were just disappearing up the steps when a fierce-looking 
old gentleman paused on the pavement outside, and exclaimed, 
‘So this is your cramp, FitzPodgers, is it? Horrible! horrible! 
And so early in the day, too. You need not come to the office 
to-morrow. You shall hear from me.” 

It was Dolly’s boss! 

We will draw a curtain over the remainder of this painful scene 
in the same manner that Ethel drew down the front blind. 

I understand that Dolly’s cousin has got him a position as 
trooper in the Matabeleland police, and he leaves next week for the 
Cape. 
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Wholesale Agemts fer Australasia and South Afvicoa—Gordon and Goteh, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 





PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘“‘HOVIS,” or if what & 
supplied as “HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them 
“ Hovis" is stamped * Hovis.” 


Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps 








Tudor Street, New Beidge Bireet, Lendoan, E aed Peblished for the Proprietor by M. Exron & Co., 27 Bouverte & 


Vieot Serect, in the Gity of London.—Tuesday é Lao 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Had a very jolly and interesting hour or two with 
the Public Schools Volunteers at Camberley. Smart boys, and 
they get smarter every time. What amount of smartness they 
will eventually reach at this rate, there’s no telling. Looked in to 
hear Mr. Chamberlain lecture the Birmingham and Edgbaston 
Debating Society. Interesting enough, but most interesting from 
the number of practised debaters present without the “right of 
reply.” After that to hear Mr. McCarthy give an address on the 
‘Jueen’s Reign at the Crystal Palace. Ran over to Chicago for a 
‘ew minutes, just to chaff Bryan—nearly got lynched. Returned 
in time to dine with Lord Dufferin at Belfast. We were guests of 
the Lord Mayor of that ilk. Lord D. congratulated himself on his 
freedom. I should think so! 


FREE. 


With a stretch of arms and a breath so free, 
And a feeling quite ecstatic, 

I reflect, with joy, that I need be 
No longer diplomatic. 

At doubtful phrase or upstart ways 
No longer need I wink so, 

And I needn’t utter a word of praise, 
Unless—by Jove !—I think so. 


Finished up with a midnight meeting of the cabbies. They resolve 
to “ boycott’ the railway stations. All right, if it amuses them 
g0 it. Should have thought the game wasn’t worth the candle. 


_ Thursday.—True to their word, the cabbies had a merry time of 
it. Lumps of luggage littered the side walks, ladies wept, police- 
men took numbers, people bilked their drivers, and language-well, 
language was fervid and free. Got out of the way, and went to help 





lay the foundation stone of a new institute at West Ham. Then 
ran over to have a peep at the Prince of Naples and the! new 
Princess at Florence. They do seem happy. Finished up at the 
Palace Theatre. Congratulated Mr. Morton heartily on his 
extended privileges, and had my first drink in the auditorium, 


Great enthusiasm. 


Friday.— Had such a lark at Constantinople. Fired off a lot of 


guns in the ‘‘ offing.” They thought it wae the French, Russians, 
and English come to ‘revenge’’ the Armenians. ‘ Suspicion 
haunts,” etc. They were in a funk! Went the round of (the 
police courts. Mostly dealing with summonses of cabmen on 


strike. Wholesale convictions. Won’t cabby take the warning, 
like a good fellow. He’il find himself in bad odour when this 
strike is all over. 
VERY PROBABLY. 
When gentle Jehus who handle the rein 
Attempt to achieve our enslavement 
By making us all too late for our trains 
And dumping our goods on the pavement, 
Till every properly careful adult 
Has taken to ’bussing and bikeing, 
I venture to think, when they sum the result, 
They'll find it sufficiently striking ! 
Had a pleasant half-hour with Maclure Hamilton's portraits at 
the Goupil Gallery, and afterwards waited on Mr. Chamberlain 
with deputation of National Union of Elementary Teachers. 


Saturday.—Over to New York. Joined procession of 125,000 
McKinleyites (made 125,001 of 'em). Saw Mr. Chamberlain elected 
Rector of Glasgow University, broke some windows, and spent rest 
of day at Brewers’ Exhibition, Agricultural Hall. I have it on 
good authority that I reached‘home afterwards. 


Monday.—Had a regular picture day. At the Albert Hall; 
among the amateurs at Mr. Maclean’s Gallery; and among the 
water colours of the Cabinet Picture Society. What a lot of people 
paint! 

Tuesday.--McKinley elected President of the United States 
credit safe—no silver threads among the gold. And now—well 

WHAT THEN? 
Our spirits rise on the “ upward —— 
And (although ‘twas quite expected) 
We're feeling rather cock.a-hoop 
McKinley's been elected ! 
The choice, it's true, was rather poor, 
And rather low to stoop for, 
And, on the whole, I'm not so sure 
What we've to“ cock-a-hoop ” for! 
Tue Sporren. 


Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 








unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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AT THE LORD MAYOR'S SHOW. 
THE DISADVANTAGE OF BEING SHoRT. 


Husband,—“ 1 think we had better move: we can’t see in t! 
Were * Oh, yes! I can see beautifully here, thanks.”’ 


is crowd, my dear.”’ 


The Boot on the Other Leg. 
Mr. Meanleigh (to Boots, who is speeding the parting quest). 


* Don't forget that I’ve promised you a Christmas box, my man.” 
Boots —** I shan't 


Fair Shopper. 


forget but I be much afear’d as how you Shopman 


wu never run.”’ 


‘Yes, it’s a pretty colour; 
it ‘ Boy Messenger’ blue ‘ 
Because we will guarantee, madam, that it will 








Presidential Queries. 

A CORRESPONDENT, whose communica- 
tions always bear evidence of unsophisti- 
cated simplicity, puts a few posers to us 
anent the recent presidential election. 
We have all experienced some difficulty 
in getting the true “hang” of that 
business, but this earnest inquirer after 
the truth seems more mystified than 
most. He writes: ‘‘ The contest was, 
I believe, fought over the money question. 
Now, an old proverb says, speech is sil- 
vern and silence is golden. This being so, 
I can quite understand that Byran, who 
stood for silver, was perfectly justified in 
stumping the country: he made 599 
speeches ; but how came it about that 
McKinley, who stood for gold, was 
equally loud as an orator?’ Wecan | 
furnish no authentic reply to our corre- 
spondent’s inquiry, but it may be that 
McKinley, representing the cause of 
sound money, thought himself warranted 
in creating as much row as his rival. 
This isonly surmise,however. After all, 
the presidential election may have been 
decided on other than acoustic grounds. 

VUcKinlius Aureus Superbus. 


In Praise of the 
Procession. 


It follows on ‘‘ Please to remember ’’— 
Wending its way to the Strand 
In dulness of dusky November 
It lightens the load of the land. 
A ‘‘show"’ which for years has been 
playing, 
It ever seems welcome and fresh, 
List to all London hooraying— 
Let us “‘ procesh.” 


And he, the elect and the fitting, 
Oh cheer now you see him approach, 
Observe, like a god he is sitting 
Alive in his gingerbresd coach. 
He breathes to administer justice 
To culprits who writbe in his mesb, 
Of all London’s “ beaks”’ he the ‘‘ fust”’ 
1g— 
Let us * procesh.” 
And now the attendants are stalking 
To soothe folk with turtle and wine, 
And now in the guests and the talking 
Do wisdom and beauty combine. 








Our statesmen, so candid, so witty, 
Once more we behold “in the flesh,’ 
Hurrah for the jolly old City— 
Let us ‘‘ procesh.”’ 


’ 


Dear Bread. 


THE rise in price of bread 
Must not pass by unheeded ; | 
We think it should be said | 
The rise was hardly kneaded ! 


Spiteful. 
Mrs. Justwed.—‘‘My husband has 
quite lost his taste.’’ 
Miss Rival.—* Yes, he must have lost 
it before he married you!” 


A Fast Colour. 


but why do you cal! 
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e. - Water Shame! 


(A lady wasstanding onthe pavement | 
in Bond Street, when a water-cart, 
belonging to the Vestry of St. George’s, | 
Hanover Square, discharged some of its | 
contents on her dress,and spoilt it. The , 
lady sued the Vestry, and recovered 
seven guineas damages, with costs.— 
Vide Press. } 


Her garment with water was spotted— 
She sought redress, and she has got it! 
Ladies, we know, like ‘‘ watered silk,” 
But, then, not water of that ilk! 


Carters, beware! You didn’t ‘‘oughter”’ 
Sprinkle pedestrians with water, 

But water the roadway, you know, 

So kerb the fluid in its flow! 


ES ae en 
Queer Queries. 

Is a lantern-jawed person likely to be 
light-headed ? 

Do you have to ‘plank down” the 
money when you put your servant on 
board wages ? 

Does a professional wrestler have a 
hard struggle to live ? 

If a man with a cast-iron constitution 
fell in the water would he be likely to 
sink ? 

Is a school a good place to ‘ school 
your feelings ”’ ? 

When you are angling ought you to 
do so with ba(i)ted breath ? 

Why, if your wife asks for a new 
bonnet, and you “ bonnet ’”’ her, is she 
not satisfied ? 

Does a pickpocket always “hold his_ | 
own ”’ ? 

When you * pop the question” is it a | 
pledge of your affection ? 

Are men who have to break stones 
generally ‘‘ stony-broke ’’? 


en 


| 








Sad Dogs. 


‘‘T RAISE my own w(h)ines, so to say,” 
Said one dog to another. 

‘Of course you do,”’ said Number Two— 
“You cannot yelp it, brother!” 


An Open Question. 
Doctor (to Irish Patient).—* Do you 


FUN . e | | 18h. 


SCENE-THE KITCHEN. 





sleep with your mouth open?” 

Irish Patient. —‘*Shure, Oi don’t 
know, doctor. Oi’ve never seen myself 
Whin Oi’ve been aslape, but Oi’ll have 
look to-night! ”’ 








Mistress.—-‘‘ Cook, I don’t like to see so many novelettes lying about the kitchen. 


I am sure such reading must unfit you for your duties.”’ 

Cook.— And ’ow do you know, mum, wt my future spear of life might be? 
‘Sides, I likes ter know the langwidge an’ inanners o’ the hupper clarse, 60 a3 wen I 
marries a gent ’e can introduce me into a succle where I could shine an’ adorn! 


LT 


To the Impavid Interviewers of Nelson. 


‘The two firemen who pluckily, though reprehensibly, climbed to 

the summit of Nelson’s Column fear that their escapade will evilly 

affect their future chances of promotion. We trust the Fire 

Brigade authorities will, however, take a lenient view of their 
azardous enterprise. |] 


YE viewed the high perch of the sea-dog, ye two, | 
And the grit in your nature grew strong: 
‘Shall we climb. up those ladders, and say how-de-do 
| To old Nelson?” ‘ Yes! yes! come along!”’ 


With chill dread grew the thunderstruck throng. 
Oh, in dauntlessly doing so daring a trick 
Ye were wrong, bonnie boys, ye were wrong ! 





Ye now apprehend that your caper will tend 

To a punishment more or less strong 

That a chunk from your pay it will ruthlessly rend 
And your hopes of promotion prolong. 





So spoken, so acted.—And silent and sick _—_ 


Which is just—for the chiefs of your noble brigade 
Must, of course, have a Nemesis-thong 

For such men as indulge in some quaint escapade 
Which is wrong, bonnie boys, which is wrong! 

Yet we would that your chiefs should this episode strike 
From their books; for the hey-derry-dong 

Of a dare-devil courage is just what we like 
In our firemen! And hence, in our song 

We will hope (though your folly we cannot condone) 
That, in feeling presentiments strong 

That your rattle-brained prank will promotion postpone, 
Ye are wrong, bonnie boys, ye are wrong ! 


~ Similia Similibus. 


Mudkins.—‘‘ Are you & hommopath ?”’ 

Judkins,—‘‘ In the morning after & smoking concert I am.” 

Mudkins.—‘* How do you mean?” 

Judkins. —* Why you know their principle is that like cures like, 
and if I am suffering from a head caused by brandy and soda I find 
that a hair of the dog is the very best thing to cure it.” 
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THE REASON WHY. 
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Disappointe! S;ortsman,—‘* Well, here we've been tramping for an hour, and seen neither fur nor feather!” 


Kei per.—** Ah, it be loike that sometoimes. 


surelie' 


Propitiation. 
Tue Logp Mayor: 


O, Sin ORACLE, make us a speech, 
For we want to know what is o'clock; 
, be open and frank we beseech, 
For this year we've had many a shock. 
We want to know just how we stand ; 
Is our Empire as safe as can be? 
i... - Has our sturdy old ship 
Just as steady a grip 
On our old-time command of the sea 


Out in Egypt you've had a success, 
As to that there is not the least doubt. 
I suppose you can not give a guess 
As to when we sball have to clear out 
Entre nous, as we're there, why not stay 
Eh’? mum! Well, perbaps you are 
right— 
There's a jolly old saw 
Of *‘nine points of the law,"’ 
And the tenth is :—be ready to fight. 


As to William, Illustrious Bill, 
What may be /is Imperial game ? 
He’s enough to make anyone 11] 
With his little tin trumpet of Fame 
Do you think he will wire again ? 
Will he fill up the cup to the brim ” 
In his fun he’s too rough, 
We have had quite enough 
Enough we've had too much of him 


As to France, are we drawing more near 
To that volatile neighbour of ours? 
Her, alone, we have reason to fear, 
For, who knows the extent of her 
pow’rs ? 
You gave her a slice of Siam, 
Can't you give her Alsace and Lorraine, 
And Prussia ?—why not ? 
Let her have the whole lot, 
And she won’t mention Egypt again. 


And the Czar with his cant about 
Peace— 
Which peace and whose peace does he 
mean ’ 
Year by year doth his Empire increase ; 
Year by year further Last is he seen! 
Of course, you s#ill keep a sharp eye 
On that very ingenuous youth, 
W hose illustrious aim 
Is to play his own game 
In the interests of Peace and of 
Truth. 


As to Kruger—what's his little plan ? 
We're exceedingly anxious to know 
For we fancy that artful old man 
Was a trifle too many for Joe. 
What's he aiming for out in the Veldt ? 
Solly Joel! That's rather too thin ! 
We are thinking, in truth, 
He’s too thick with the youth 
Who addresses his wires: Berlin! 


Them three gents as shot awver this werry ground yisterday ’ad weonderful luck, 


\V enezuela—now how about that ? 
While our enemies stand at our gates, 
And we never know what they’ll be at ; 
We must not talk of war with the 
States. 
Though we lose the malarious swamp 
That we’ve had all this ‘‘pother”’ 
about, 
Scch a struggle, my Lord, 
We can never afford, 
And of that Britain hasn’t a doubt. 


So, Sir Oracle, make us a speech, 
For the state of affairs, Sir, we wait; 
Speak out, then, we humbly beseech, 
Let us know the affairs of the State. 
We want to know just how we stand ; 
is our Empire as safe as can be? 
Has our sturdy old ship 
Just as steady a grip 
On our old-time command of the sea? 


Unsightly. 
Mr. Hareless.—‘ I’m _ getting pretty 
bald, Maria.”’ 
Mrs. Hareless.—‘‘I don’t call it 
pretty!” 


On His Dignity. 
Magistrate (to Prisoner).—‘‘I know 
your face perfectly well.”’ 


Prisoner.—“ P’r’haps so, but none of 
your familiarity, please ! "’ 








——_ + — 
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PROPITIATION. 


LORD SALISBURY HAS PROMISED TO BE PRESENT AT THE LORD MAYOR'S BANQUET. 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 142.) 
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By tHe ‘“‘ Enrant TERRIBLE.” 


At the Fulham Coroner's Court 

one day last week a doctor—a mere 
man doctor—complained bitterly of a 
lady practitioner in his neighbourhood, 
whose banner—or rather door-plate— 
bore this strange device: ‘‘ Advice and 
Medicine, 6d.’’ The poor doctors will 
have to strike if this sort of thing goes 
on. We shall find very soon that a 
pound of tea will be included in the 





yy. ‘“ tanner.” 
j } | x a 
| The electric light has been playing 


; strange pranks lately. First of all 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre was thrown into temporary 
darkness, and then St. Peter’s, Cranley Gardens, followed suit— 
which is another example of the close affinity between Church and 
Stage. Personally speaking, I would far rather be in church than 
ina theatre when the light goes out—-judging by the sly glances 
cast by sly damaels in broad daylight. As Kipling says, however, 
that is another story. 
* ” * 
f- The cabbies strike gave London a big Gilbertian opera all to 
itself. For topsy-turveydom, the entrances to the railway stations 
beat anything ever seen at the Savoy. Cabby is a match for most 
people, and, being a match, he strikes on the box. Sometimes he 
strikes off the box—and gets taken to the police-station for assault. 
. * 


J Ass sorts of rumours are current from Constantinople. A general 
spirit of uneasiness is abroad, and nobcdy seems quite to know 
what will happen next. What a blessing it will be when the 
Powers make up their mind to cut out this gangrene, once and for 


all. 
” * 


“FUN” LYRICS (No, 44.) 
ENGLAND —1.-96, 
Tue Cry or ARMENIA. 
* Dear England, aid us, or we surely perish, 
Thou Star of Liberty light up our way, 
Let once again your mighty war-trump flourish, 
And succour us who look to thee to-day— 
Who look to thee with eyes of hopeful yearning ; 
Thou Hope of Slaves, we cal) aloud to thee, 
Burst thou our chains of soul-destroying bondage, 
Oh Christian Nation, Mother of the Free! 


* Never before hast thou in prudence tarried, 
When Christian blood for Vengeance called aloud 
Art thou content thus meekly to surrender 
The Majesty with which God thee endowed ? 


In Mercy's name to thee has Heaven given 
The proud dominion of thy vassal sea, 
That none might bar the open path of justices 


Against thee, England, and thy chivalry.” 


ENGLAND's REPLY. 


‘I hear your wailing, oh ye bleeding children, 

My heart is with ye in your hour of woe, 

In grief my pray'rs are yours, my voice is lifted, 
I call aloud for vengeance on your foe. 

To hear your cries, and not te dare to aid you, 
To see your tears and not to dry your eyes, 

To bow my head in impotent submission, 
While scoffing tyrant all my wrath defies 


“In shame unspeakable and bitter anguish ; 
My once proud soul is bumbled in the dust, 
My heart is stricken, old and feebly beating 
My arm is weak, my sword is dulled with ru«t 
Long peace has quelied the spirit of my fathers, 
And jealous f{: ns patriots ha 


i ved 
For right ; we ! A hy 





Wine and Song. 


(Mr. John Hollingshead, in a letter to the Westminster Gazette, 
raises a plea for pianos in public-houses, and asks “ Are gin and 
beer never to be mitigated by music? ’’] 


To “ mitigate by music "gin and beer 

May seem to hasty thinkers somewhat queer ; 
And yet ’tis not a daring thing to do; 

Since pubs have bars and mitisic has them too ; 
John Hollingshead has set ‘himself to watch it, 
Preferring other than the temperance “ crochet.” 




















“Fun’s” Filosophy. 
Hope is the best tonic in the world, and the man who lives on it 
generally possesses an excellent appetite. 


Those who are most addicted to building castles in the air 
usually reside in garrets on the earth. 


A sweet woman with a hot temper is like brimstone and treacle. * 
In this world merit is recognised according to its success. 


Women are the most difficult problems in the world to under- 
stand, and the game isn't worth the candle after all. 


Words mean nothing, else how could a light ship be a heavy 
vessel ? 


Three things are absolutely necessary to success in life, viz. 
genius, energy, and poverty. 


How happy a married man’s existence would be if a woman 
would only pay as much attention to the cage as she did to the 
trap. 


There can hardly be such a thing as a distinction without a 
difference, if it is only one of opinion with those friends who think 
that they should have been distinguished in place of you. 


The most successful writers have always been either those whom 
we can thoroughly understand or those who have written what 
none could make head or tale of. 


Women who make up their minds to steel their hearts, frequently 
end by stealing those of the men. 


™‘‘T am quite sure, as autumn gradually turns into winter, we 
shall notice the rational costume gain favour among our country 
women.”’—The Sketch, October 28th. . 


‘SWEET PEGGY BY MY SIDE.” 


‘THe Low-Back Cap.” 
(New Version.) 


Peggy had left to her by will, 
A lovely cycle of great price, 
From a pet aunt who rode with skill ; 
A costume, too, of quaint device, 
Skirtless, indeed, but quite a gem 
To match that fascinating bike. 

** Both must she use or forfeit them,” 
Runs a strict clause sne doesn’t like. 
But now in this bright, autumn weather 

I frequently sweet Peggy see. 
When, full of joy, we ride together, 
How lovely looks the legacy ! 
And Peggy, pedalling daintily, 
Her blonde hair lit with sunny flickers, 
Seems a sweet aureoled saint... . in knickers. 


= —_— 
————— 


Suggestion for the Commissioner of Police. 


SWEARING has always been considered a very bad habit, but it is 
generally conceded that it is pardonable in certain circumstances, 80 
long as it is not carried too far,and,in order togive a man some sort 
of idea as to the nature and strength of the bad language heshould 
use when he has been run into by a bicycle, Fun begs to suggest 
that women cyclists should be compelled to carry a lamp of a dis- 
tinctive colour. If this were the case their feelings would not be 
hurt so often as thev are. 
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COACHES IN&SCHINA. 


Instructive Mamma.—* That is a fine Cochbin-China cock, Marjorie.’ In fact, I think they are all Cochins.”’ 
More Instructive Daughter.—** All Coaches-in-China, mamma, you should say."’ 


The Shop Girl’s Life. 


[The Daily Telegraph has opened its columns to a discussion o! 


the grievances of shop girls. 


On, pity the woes of a shop girl's lot ' 
Little joy in life has the maiden got, 
But an endless round of duty ; 
She must work al! day at a break-neck pace 
And dress with style and behave with grace, 
And her features must always show some trace 
Of the lineaments of beauty. 


Then she, for a pittance wondrous small, 

Must answer each customer's beck and cal! 
With a smile not at all invidious ; 

Poor lass! her days are devoid of ease, 

Her temper is ruined by slow degrees, 

And the food they give her would scarcely please 
An appetite that’s fastidious ! 


The customer's often a fussy bore, 

And the chilling draughts from the open door 
Prove a counter irritation ; 

From her round of duty she must not swerve, 

But must stand through the weary hours and serve 

Oh! you want endurance and strength of nerve 
For the shop-girl's avocation | 





Life's hues are not wholly drab and grey, 
Some light enlivens the aarkest day— 
The lot that we most disparage 
At last brings its compensating peace ; 
The counter’s bondage will some day cease, 
And the harassed shop-girl will find release 
{n the brighter bonds of marriage ! 


“Sound’’ Money. 


McKinsey beats the bigger drum, 
One’s tympanum quite drowning, 

Who of the two's the bigger hum, 
Bryan orhe? I'm sounding. 

‘‘ Sound " money’s ringing in my ears, 
As a child's rattle, deafening. 

Honest money to my mind appears 
Base currency outstrengtlhening. 


“Even Solomon in all His Glory——. 


Tom.——** Look at Dick coming down the road on his bike! ‘Aint 
he got a lot of side on?”’ 

Harry.—* Naturally. He's got a new tire, and Tyre and Sidon 
always go together, you know, so h, who threw that brick ’”’ 
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‘* UNION is strength.”” M’yes. But the cabdrivers have not found 
it so this time. In fact, the Cabdrivers’ Union is responsible for 
ali the trouble. The “‘ Union” was ‘‘strength”’ so long as illegal 
picketing and depositing fares and their luggage on the pavement 
was allowed; but when the other side, aided by the police, took 
steps to prevent such outrageous behaviour, the union did little 
but call a meeting and levy fresh contributions from its dupes. 
The end is easily foreseen. As for the great mass of Londoners, to 
whom the ‘‘ cab strike’’ might as well have taken place in Peru, they 
can now cross the streets in comfort, more or less, and take their 
humble but necessary ’bus without waiting for a long line of empty 
cabs to walk by. But one cannot help feeling sorry for the cabbies 
—one always is sorry for the misguided. It would have been so much 
better for them had they kept at work while work was still to be 
had, and struck only ‘‘on the box.” 


-1The Americans, of course, made their Presidential election the 
‘biggest show on earth” for the time, Riots were frequent ; 
deaths occurred; and bands of partisans, in circus uniforms of 
silver and gold tinsel, paraded the streets. How great the feeling 
was the following—true—anecdote shows :— 

Judge.—* What is your name ?” 

Prisoner.—* McKinley.” 

Judge.—‘' How old are you ?”’ 

Prisoner.—* McKinley.” 

Judge.—'* Where do you live? 

Prisoner.—** McKIn.tey.”’ 

Judge.—*The prisoner is acquitted. He is a good, honest, 
American citizen !’’ 


The theory of the German clerks who are supposed to work on 
10s. & wait hia been shown up by a correspondent in The Daily 
Mail. He has proved that a great portion of these creatures are 
really in the pay of big German houses. They come over here, 
worm their way into a firm’s secrets, and retail them to their 
German employers, adding a list of customers whom it might be 
profitable to the German firm to approach. Let our leading 
merchants see to it that no more English trade goes into German 
hands, 


‘I was doing some scenery in Devon,” continued the artist, 
‘‘when I caught sight of a bull approaching me at full gallop.” 

‘‘T suppose you bolted like the deuce ?”’ . 

‘‘ Bolted? Oh, no. I turned my canvas round in a twinkling, 
and hurriedly painted a five-barred gate on it. This I presented to 
the infuriated animal, which stoppedin dismay. ‘ You’ve done me,’ 
his looks said clearly. ‘I can’t get through that.’”’ 

Suggested title for parody on the present St. James's play, founded 
on the extraordinary experiences of Sun Yat Sen: The Prisoner of 
China, 
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That parting hug! 

He.—* Oh, dash it all, Belinda! You've broken my——”’ 
She.—** Not your heart, Edwin?” 

He.—** Oh, no; my eyeglass!” 


He.—* When I was a child, don’t you know, I fell off my rockin’- 
horse and was knocked senseless ! " 

She.— Oh, what a pity you weren’t treated for it’at the time! 
It’s too late now, I suppose ?’’ 


Mamma.—* What are you doing, Wi'ly?” 
Willy (pump in hand).— My bithycle’s out of bref, an’ so I’m 
giving him thome more,” 


Angelina.—' No, Edwin, I cannot marry you—you are too poor. 
But I love you with a sister’s love. That is holier, purer, nobler! 
(To little Jack, who enters unexpectedly.) Out of this, you dirty 
little brat—always sticking in your nose where you are not wanted 
—or I'll tell ma, and get you a good whipping, yes, I will.” 
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THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


“Hi, you! No bell!” 
‘‘No more are you!” 
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Tue Little Genius is still in display at the 
Shaftesbury Theatre. The comicalities of 
Mr. E. J. Lonnen as the Chevalier Tween, 
composer, or pilferer of other people’s musical 
compositions, continue to evoke copious 
laughter. Miss Florence St. John is in fine 
voice; the dress of the little genius, Paolo, 
suits her. Her generous physique is only 
noticeable upon her resumption of conven- 
tional apparel. Miss Lillian Menelly is ver 
vivacious and unflagging. Mr. Harrison 
Brockbank maintains his reputation. The Colibris are wonders 
in diminutive form. They are said to be the smallest people 
in the world. They are certainly small in stature, and their 
performances are marvellously amusing and clever. They col- 
laborate with trained midget Japanese horses and Indian elephants 
most efficiently. To witness the entrance of these little people, 
riding in their miniature state carriages, is alone worthy of a visit. 
The singing of the little lady Dedal is exceedingly precocious. The 
entire troupe work together in the fullest harmony. 


Saturday last was the occasion of the 50th performance of T'wo 
Little Vagabonds at the Princess's Theatre, and, notwithstanding 
the big business that is being done, the booking ahead continues as 
great as ever. For the convenience of families and country 
visitors, there will be a morping performance on Boxing Day and 
every day during Christmas week. 


The National Skating Palace, ll Street, W., inaugurated the 
winter season on Frriday,the 30th ult. The ice is in splendid con- 
dition, and presents the largest skating area in the Metropolis. 
Some very skilful skating was witnessed. A fancy dress carnival, 
at which £150 in prizes were offered for competition, was held in 
honour of Lord Mayor's Day. 


The Savoy Theatre is a grand old fortress of comic opera which 
withstands all the onslaughts of the musical-comedy fiend and 
waves aloft the good old banner of legitimate music,and dares the 
nondescript hordes of the musical-farce-cum-variety shows to do 
their worst. We need not despair of the public taste while The 
Mikado can attract big audiences, although it has passed its 
thousandth performance in London, and The Geisha is simply 
packing Daly’s—for, though The Geisha is described as a musical 
play, it is really and truly comic opera. 
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It must have been a proud day for Mr. D’Oyly Carte on Saturday, 
the Slst ult., when we were b 
decorated Savoy—positi s chrysanthenitm flower garden and a 
feast of lanterns— 40,assist in the celebrations rightly and 
peopens held to-glorify the thousandth performance of this peren- 
nial and phenomenal opera, As a matter of fact, it was the 1,035th 
representation, but that was only because Sir Arthur Sullivan 
before unable to conduct his masterpiece. " 

It was a wonderful, evening—the players were filled with 
spirit of it, the audience were as enthusiastic as on that memorable 
first night so many years ago. Never has The Mikado been more 
admirably tendered. The orchestra, directed by the master hand 
of the composer, answered to the baton with tremendous verve. 
The company. put all their heart and soul into the show. 

Mr. Walter Passmore as Ko Ko—Mr. George Grossmith’s 
original part—is a comedian so full of fun and quaint resource that 

the character of the Lord High Executioner seems made for 
him. His humour hhs that best of all qualities, spontaniety. Miss 
Jessie Bond and Miss Rosina Brandram are the only members 
left of the original cast; there is no necessity topaint the lily, andI 
need say no more about them. The other members of the cast are 
admirable. @The chorus, too, have not descended an inch from the 
high standard of the Savoy, and The Mikado may be expected to 
‘run indefinitely. Fp FB yy 

Mr. Arthur Bourchier revived another old play at the Prince of 
Wales's on Wednesday afternoon, and is to be heartily commended 
for his efforts in the cause of the antique drama. 

Donna Diana, the late Westland Marston’s adaptation from the 
German, is all about a Princess of Barcelona, who is a very hard 
nut to crack. She doesn’t believe in love, and thinks man a tyrant. 
So, when the handsome young prince comes along, she determines 
to conquer him only to reject him with scor-rn. But, when he 
meets her with her own weapons, and pretends to be absolutely 
indifferent, she naturally falls in love with him in an excessively 
violent manner. These icicle-like young women alwaysdo. Every- 
thing finishes with general rejoicings. 

The piece affords that admirable pair—Miss Violet Vanbrugh 
and Mr. Arthur Bourchier—but limited opportunities, of which, 
however, they make the most, Miss Vanbrugh’s passion being very 
intense indeed. Mr. Elliot and Miss Irene Vanbrugh are also 


capital, 
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GOSSAMER. 


A FITTING my a rR for the apex of the Royal Academy—Mr. 
E. J. Poynter, President. May he poynt more (moral, of course) 
pictures and illustrate old narratives. . 
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Ir the L.C.C. gets hold of the water companies, we shall, of course, 
ey pore: one objecting to the water in the reservoirs looking a 
rifle ‘* blue,” 


A distinguished French professor has been warmly praising our 
system of flogging s at school. “It is characteristic,” he 
says, “of a nation independent, self-governing, and proud of its 
personal responsibility. We certainly had many <a 
moments in our youth—generally well deserved; but the scars 
soon healed, and it never really hurt much through a couple of 
copy books, and it did us good. And—the honour of it!—we never 
wept! But our noble School Board has changed all that. The 
sweet boy who feels “insulted’”’—not pained, mind you—by a 
whacking from an exasperated master, goes quietly home, tells his 
ma, she tells a magistrate, and that teacher pays 40s. for assault ! 
The new schoolboy is a child of moral persuasion. 


So the Venezuela dispute is in a way of settlement. It is better 
for us, instead of having to deal with every dirty, little Republic 
that likes to snarl and yelp at the old Lion, to argue the case direct 
— its powerful and straightforward, if rather cock-a-hoop, 
protector. 


Once more, what’s ina name? In Hoxton is a street called the 
Land of Promise, and at one end of it is agin shop; at tbe other 
the Workhouse. Last week a man died there, right in the Land of 
Promise, of syncope following delirium tremens. 


When an “ Aunt Sally” proprietor said the other day in tbe 
public court that out of 15s. worth of cocoanuts be reckoned to 
make £15 in one day, I reflected. Even working only four days a 
week, I would make a paltry £60 a-week. If I had a few sub- 
ordinates in different parts of London, and paid them a miserable 
£30 a week, I could soon buy a knighthood, being of an economical 
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nature. What luck some men have! Would that I had had a 
father in the “ Aunt Sally” line! My poor father was only a 
stockbroker. 


Britannia (on top of the Pyramid of Cheops).—J’y suie—et J’ 
reste | 


It bas come at last, and all the world wonders. The Kaiser ‘has 
written a play, and dramatic critics are flocking out of Berlin. He 
has not, however, cabled the South African rights to President 
Kruger—yet. 


Yankee (to waiter, at a lugubrious London table d'héte). 
** Doesn’t anyone laugh in this place ever?" 
Waiter.— Yessir. Sometimes we do ‘ave complaints.” 


She was a stout—very stout—but not unattractive lady of 40, 
and she stood on the pavement in Fleet Street. ‘‘How—bow can 
T get across ?”’ she murmured. 

The newspaper man looked at her admiring] 

‘‘ Acrorst, lydy! Why, swelp me, you're ‘arf acrorst nar! "’ 


Jim.— You look cheerful, old man. What's up?” 

Tom.—*My wife’s mother put some kerosine on the fire 
to-day.” 

Jim.—“ What did you say to ber?” 

Tom.—‘‘ Nothing. We haven't found her yet.” 


Jack.—* Never mind, darling. ‘ Absence makes the heart grow 


fonder,’ you know.” 
Blanche (in tears).—“ Yes-es, darl-l-ing! U-of somebody else!" 


Those fishermen :— 
Scott.—‘* Yes, I killed a 401b. salmon in Scotland last year.” 


Pott.—‘ Oh, that’s nothing. I use those for bais !"’ 


Mr. Ross.—“ Preposterous! Outrageous! We never burned so 


much gas !”’ ; 
Mrs. Ross.—‘‘ You forget, darling. Our Amelia is engaged to be 


married. They can’t sit in the dark!” 


She.—‘ Yes, I hud dear baby’s photograph taken this afternoon 
—instantaneous, you know.” 

He.—“ Really? How long were you at the photographers ?” 

She.—“ Oh! about four hours and a-balf!” 


Son.—" Father, why mayn’t I Mrs. Wickens ?"’ 
Father.—“ Because, my son, I am t to marry her daughter.” 


Bertha.—* When next we go to the theatre, dear, take three 
tickets instead of two, won"t you?” 

Victor.—“ Why?” 

Bertha." 5 lle I don’t like to think that pn friend of 
yours, whom you have to see between each act, is waiting outside,” 
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Professional Burglar (to ae 
an’ Silver craze in America. Wot I sez is this 'ere—both on ’em is heasy enuff ter be 
got; wot we've got ter fear is the ‘Corprrrs.’” 
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A STARTLING FACT. 


Aerated Love. 


Wuuie lunching at the A. B. C., 
And ere my fast I'd ‘ broke’: 
A heavenly vision came to me 

In a plum-coloured cloak. 


"Twas such a dull November day, 

I couldn't laugh or joke ; 

But this sight made my be gay, 
Oh sweet plum-coloured cloak ! 


Since then, no appetite for me ! 

I cannot work a stroke, 

And even in my sleep I see 

The same plum-coloured cloak ! 


And now I wander round the town, 


Through London's fog and smoke, 
Searching the highways up and down 
For that plum-coloured cloak. 














On Ladies’ Hats. 


[It is stated that the cart-wheel hat is 
going out of fashion.—Daily Paper.| 
To Mapcz :— 


Sweet Madge, to youl would explain 
How Fashion’s protean transforma- 
tions 
To us, who write in lighter vein, 
Provide abundant inspirations: _ 
Take hats or bonnets—which you will, 
And o’er them throw your hurried 
glances, 
And then admit that Fashion still 
Is generous in her whims and fancies ! 


‘* Where are the snows of yesteryear ? ” 
Once sang a bard, afflatus-laden ; 
| It were more difficult, I fear, 
To find the hat the modish maiden 
Affected fifteen moons gone by— 
Its star has set ; oblivion dimmed it ; 
And you would fail, if asked to try, 
To tell how Fashion's daughters 
trimmed it! 


We see the pathway of the past 
Bestrewn with styles that once you 
cherished : 
The Gainsboro’ of proportions vast, 
Worn cavalier-wise, long has perished ; 
Gone the demure and modest toque, 
And going, too, the dainty “ Trilby’”’ ; 
And now the “ cart-wheel”’ feels the 
stroke— 
We wonder what the next style will 
be ! 


Tis time, sweet Madge, that you began 
To moderate your modish passions, 
And take a lesson from plain man ; 
Unswayed is he by shifting fashions, 
Uninfluenced, too, by changeful whim, 
Unmoved by what is “new and 
proper ”’— 
Either a ‘‘ bowler”’ suiteth him, 
Or else the regulation ‘‘ topper ’’! 
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Politically Dead! 

In @ recent letter to a correspondent 
Mr. Gladstone described himself as 
‘‘one politically dead.’ Surely the 
G.O.M. is developing a keener sense of 
humour in his old age. Politically dead, 
indeed! What! When he has taken part 
in a meeting to protest against Armenian 
atrocities, when no week passes without 


its letter on things political from the 
“recluse” at Hawarden, and no day 


ue).—* Wot rot it is, all this tork abart the Gold without its post-card. If this be political 


death, what, in the name of all things 
wonderful, is political life ? 


If this suspense should long abide, 
I’m sure that I shall ‘ croak,’ 

Or be a wicked suicide 
Through that plum-coloured cloak. 


My head is turned downside up; 
Re - dunno where ’e am’ ; 
rown my grief in chee cu 
And rich plum-coloured jae. . 


My humble lunch is nearly done ; 
Would that she were nearer ! 

I feel that I’m a penny bun, 
And she! She is “‘ ma-deir-a.”’ 


And now I pray that she won’t be 
Angry with this poor “ bloke,” 

Who only looks and wishes he 
Were that plum-coloured cloak. 
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By THe “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


“‘ ALL that glitters is not Gold.” 
Let us hope that the triumph of 
Mr. McKinley will not mean ultra-Pro- 
tectionism— which would mean the 
reverse of gold to Great Britain. It is 
evident that the Democrats were no 
match for the Republicans this time, 
in spite of the champion being Bryan 
(t and May). 
* * ae 

The motor car was the chief object 
of attraction in the Lord-Mayor’s Show. 
After the boom this has given the new 
machine, we may expect much enter- 


prise on the part of the company pro-motor. 
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* * * 


The cyclists upset the ordinary traffic, now I suppose the 
antocars will upset the cyclists. If they complain, however, the 
answer will be that they had better take the beam out of their own 
eye before complaining of the mot(e)or in other peoples. 


* a 


Might I suggest that the coming into force of the new Act 
authorising the use of horseless carriages be celebrated by an auto- 


car-nival, It auto be a big success. 


Why, in heaven’s name, should England give up Cyprus—as 
stated in the Daily Graphic—in order to prove her disinterested- 
ness in the Armenian business? We might just as well expect 
France to relinquish Madagascar in order to show her unselfish 
sympathy with the down-trodden Jews in Russia. We may see 
something of this sort later on. 


% cd 
DISINTERESTEDNESS ! 

EXTRACT FROM THE GAILY SERAPHIC, 
DECEMBER 32ND, 1996. 


Lord Salisbury has sent a note to the Powers in reference to the shooting of 
Chinamen in America. The Premier has offered Canada to the United States 
as a proof of his disinterestedness. 

At a Cabinet Council To-day, the Secretary for Foreign Affairs urged his 
colleagues to approach the European Concert with a view to bringing pressure 
on Spain to alleviate the condition of the Cuban rebels. He suggested that 
England should cede Gibraltar to Spain with a view to assuring her of our 
disinterestedness, 


A Collective Note has been sent to Great Britain by the Foreign Ambassadors 
to the Court of St. James’s pointing out the barbarity of imprisoning Irish 
dynamitards. The Ambassadors further suggest that Great Britain should 
hand over Cape Colony to Germany, India to Russia, and Egypt to France, as 
proof of British disinterestedness. Austria thinks she has a claim upon 
Australia, as two letters form “al” the difference between them. 


x * 


“FUN LYRICS.” (No, 49.) 
My Lapy Fortvne. 


My Lady Fortune came along 
On snow-white prancing steed, 
She sang a gay and gladsome song, 
A merry girl, indeed ; 
Her path was strewn with blossoms bright, 
The crowd deep homage paid, 
She bowed unto the left and right— 
This happy, smiling maid, 
And sang a lightsome roundelay, 
“ Let all the world be blithe and gay, 
I’m in a joyous mood to-day, 
My Lords and Ladies, tell me pray, 
What 


heart's desire 


is you 





She scattered favours left and right, 
She granted ev'ry pray’r, 

All care and sorrow in delight 
Were banished then and there ; 

To maids she each a sweetheart gave, 
And riches to the poor ; 

With pluck she made the coward brave, 
And quite polite the boor. 

And still she sang her gladsome song, 

And trilled the wide, straight path along, 

Assauging sorrow, righting wrong, 

And threw her gifts among the throng— 
It seemed she ne’er would tire. 


And loudly cheered the multitude, 
And deep the love they swore, 

From gentle knight and variet rude, 
The praise grew more and more, 

They shouted that their love would grow 
In spite of evil days 

When she might no more gifts bestow 
My Lady would they praise. 

My Lady Fortune smiled her joy, 

To veteran and beardless boy, 

She thought her gifts would never cloy 

That gratitude had no alloy— 
She did not understand. 


My Lady Fortune came along, 
Her head was lowly bent, 
No more she sang her gladsome song, 
O’er path of stones she went ; 
Too prodigally had she thrown 
Her gifts to all who sought, 
Now Lady Fortune walked alone, 
With none to give her thought ; 
She sighed a low and mournful sigh, 
And wished that she might quickly die; 
And though she faltered, none was nigh 
To lend a helping hand. 

























© beet 
‘I see the smal! waist is going out of fashion. I’m so glad, I 


think it is hideous.”’ 
“ Yes, dear! You will be quite fashionable.” 
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Dismounted One.—‘“' Come out, yer brute! 


Innovation. 


‘* Down the ringing grooves of change ” 
With an east wind fiercely blowing, 
Bull and Wife feel very strange, 
Wonder where the deuce they're going: 
** Ask the Coachman,”’ she has said, 
‘* Make him answer, rate him soundly !’’ 
But the Coachman shakes his head, 
Winking slowly and profoundly. 


For the Coachman’s up to date, 

Shout and shout, he goes no faster! 
You may rave and agitate— 

He’s the master of his master. 
He alone knows every point 

Of the strange machine he’s driving ; 
When the timer are out of joint, 

He is cautious of “ arriving.” 


Though the tortuous thoroughfares 
Of the world grow more congested, 
All the drives that he prepares 
See 
“ Hurry, wor ‘~ 
So they cry and scold him roundly ; 
But he shakes his head, 
Winking slowly and profoundly. 


“ Bless us, there’s that Russian sleigh !"” 
You oan hear the couple crying— 
“ Why, it’s always in the way, 
ther is the driver hieing ? 
Drive on, Coachman, ran it down, 
We can't hang about here waiting ; 
Thiok of prestige and renown— 
Why are you thus hesitating?" 
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Didn't come out to hunt rats in a ditch, yer know!” 





‘‘ Ah, I thought so!” hear them cry :— 
‘*Here’s that wretched French con- 
trivance 
Catching up and slipping by 
With the Russian’s cool connivance. 
Push a-head, man! what's to dread ?”’ 
So they shout, and rate him soundly— 
But he wisely shakes his head, 
Winking slowly and profoundly. 


**Ha! Here's William on his bike, 
Going just as if he’s frantic, 
Did you ever see the like ?— 
Blatant folly grown pedantic. 
Coachman, keep your weather-eye 
On that silly Prussian rover, 
Turn about as he comes by, 
Catch his wheel, and knock him 
over |” 


Send him sprawling in the mud ; 

Just a touch, he's most unsteady, 
— a yagt of -~ map 

at—‘‘ Why he has passed already! 

Coachman, heard you what I said ? 0 

So they cry, ana scold him soundly— 
But he merely shakes his head, 

Winking slowly and profoundly. 


* Coachman, Coachman, are you dumb ? 
With want-to-knows we're overflowing, 

You're our servant; come, sir, come! 
Where the dickens are we going? 

All the world's ahead of us, 
Still we rumble on sedately, 

You don’t make the slightest fuss, 
Sitting up severe and stately ! ” 





‘**Now, then, Coachman, tell us, pray, 
What's tue little game you’re playing ? 
Why behave in such a way? 
Why, oh, why, are we delaying ? 
Speak and tell us; what's to dread ?”’ 
So they cry, and rate him soundly— 
Still be smiles and shakes his head, 
Winking slowly and profoundly. 











Atrocities. 


Canon MaCoxizi says he saw many 
natives with a stake through their 
bodies. 

“That’s nothing! I often put a 
steak into my body. I enjoy it, 
thoroughly,"’ says our punster. 








GREAT men, we mean those of extra- 
ordinary mental development, have 
apparently curious methcds of recrea- 
tion. The Bow of Ulysses was not 
always inaction. A prominent banker 
amuses himself with the microscopic ant 
and its wondrous ways. A learned judge, 
a contemporary says, extracts enjoyment 
from the art of flying kites. The latter's 
description is not given, and we trust 
the learned judge’s habit is of a harm- 
less, child-like nature, and not that 
practised by children of a more 
mature growth. Mr. Dick, innocuous 
and happy in his delusions, flew a kite. 
Cave billam. 
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INNOVATION. 


THE PEACE PRO-MOTOR? 
THE PRIME MINISTER’S PROGRESS IS CONSPICUOUS FOR CANDOUR AND CAUTIOUSNESS, 
“THE LOCOMOTIVES ON HIGHWAYS ACT, 1896," CAME INTO OPERATION ON THE 14th DAY OF NOVEMBER, 1896. 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 192.) 
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Tue Oxford management is always on the 
i; a vive to brighten its programme, and it 
as just produced a new sketch, Robin Hood. 
_ The stage is crowded; the scenery is elabo- 
y rate and realistic, but the entire affair lacks 
interest and coherence simply because Mr. 
George Leyton—who plays Robin of the 
— green breast—has the entire sketch to him- 
“g self, and nobody else is allowed to do 
oY anything of importance. Mr. Leyton is 
a competent actor and a fair singer—but 
it so easy to have too much of a good thing. Consequently, the 
alarums and excursions, the castle in flames, and all the rest 
of the incidents are discounted, and what might have been a 
very interesting little play is perilously akin to the dull. Mr. 
Leyton has too many songs to sing, and they are dragged in by 
the scruff of the neck; to make room for these, Maid Marian is 
reduced to a mere shadow—which, surely, is most ungallant, and 
the rest of the characters are in equally parlous plight. It is only 
fair to add that Robin Hood is received with vociferous applause. 
The variety part of the programme at the Oxford is most excellent 
—quite one of the best in town. Mr. Eugene Stratton’s nigger 
songs are always delightful. Miss Harriett Vernon has always 
something worth listening to. She sings in most acceptable 
fashion. In addition to these, there are many most entertainip 
“turns,” and an evening at the Oxford Street Hall is one wel 


spent. 


a 
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GossaMER. 


On Lord Mayor's Day, Shakespeare's pastoral play, As You Like 
It, was produced by Mies Fortescue at the Borough Theatre, 
Stratford, E. The performance was highly creditable, and favour- 
ably received by an appreciative audience. 


The British Workman’s Assurance Company Limited bas made 
marvellous progress in its ascent of the steps of prosperity, 
Listening to the atter dinner speech of the managing director, Mr. 
Henry Port, at the Cannon Street Hotel, on Guy Fawkes’ Day, it 
transpired that this life assurance office had actually risen from 
the lowest to the tenth rung of the life assurance ladder, and had 
undeniably established its position and secured the title of “ The 
Life Office of the People.’’ The principles upon which this office 
works are evidently commensurate with the welfare of the peopie 
whose interests this office conserves for the day of adversity. 
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Poor Office-Boys. 

Editor (to applicant for situation).—‘‘ But I advertised for an 
office-boy, and you are a man of six feet.” eR 

Applicant.— “ I know, sir; but Iam literally starving, and would 
be quite willing to do an office-boy’s work for office-boy’s pay.” 

itor.—** No, I'm afraid you won't do. You see, 1 am a very 

bad-tempered man, and am in the habit of venting my spite on my 
office-boys by kicking and cuffing them, and I should be frightened 
to try it on with a six-footer!" 


ten - neon - a 


Historical. 


Waiter, (bawlingly).—“ A chop for one, and steaks for two!” 
Wagster (to friend).—“It reminds one of the time when they 
used to slice off our head. and burn you. doesn’t it?” ‘ 














The Auto. 


It’s a sweet little thing fed with paraffin oil, 
With no “ gee-gee”’ to bolt and no water to boil : 
It cannot have glanders (bad news for the vet. !) 
Nor shy at an innocent white bassinette. 

In fact, it’s a carriage which ought to succeed ; 
Yes, it ought to, it ought to, it ought to, indeed ! 


The ostler of old with a straw in his lips, 

And a horsey attire, and a on for = 

Will be certainly sacked (along with his bag), 

And in Newmarket slang he will curse the new drag ! 
It’s a splendid invention which ought to do well, 
Though the ostler will wish its inventor in—— 


With regard to the auto, a very hard fact 

Was contained in a section of some silly act, 
Which decreed that an ensign the car must eer 
To tell you ’twas coming and limit the speed. 

Now this bye-law is cancelled we ought to succeed ; 
Yes, we ought to, we ought to, we ought to, indeed ! 


Fancy ten thousand ’busses, and hansoms, and drags 
Preceded by ten thousand persons with flags! 

When the traffic was blocked and the vehicles fixed, 
The drivers and ensigns would surely get mixed ! 

Yet the auto’s a carriage which ought to succeed ; 

It ought to, it ought to, it ought to, indeed! 


When the new “ auto-bus” appears in the streets 
It will probably smash every ‘‘ pirate ’’ it meets, 
And run down the Public, as a Bull a red flag, 
E’er they learn that it’s fatal to loiter or lag. 

But still it’s a carriage which ought to succeed ; 
Yes, it ought to, it ought to, it ought to, indeed ! 


ENVOI :— 


In the year nineteen hundred and seventy-five, 
There will not be a horse, ass, or pony alive: 

But if our bairns’ bairns would desire for to see ‘em, 
They'll find a few (stuffed) in the British Museum ! 
For the auto’s a marvel which ought to succeed ; 
Yes, it ought to, it ought to, it ought to, indeed! 
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“Is your Vicar any more popular than he was?” 
“Oh, yes; half the women are always rupning after him 
his wife died.” 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 29. 


A, Crosscrain Botcuer, Esg., Tres a CurRE For CORPULENCY. 
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Botcher, growing alarmed at his condition of obesity, latterly much increased, determined on undergoing treatment at the hands of his old friend, Sir 
Thomas Wrott, Esq., the well-known specialist on corpulency and its cure. Mrs. Botcher’s visit to spinster sister Bertha obviated the necessity of discussing 
this step with this amiable spouse ; and Sir Thomas was summoned to Muddle Villa without delay. “Your letter fully explained your state,” commenced 
the great specialist. ‘I am come prepared to arrange for your treatment instanter, Your philanthropic views having ever been in accord with my own, | 
am convinced that you will readily approve of a proposal I have to make. Here is a pet patient of mine—most rare and interesting case—a poor man 
suffering from that deadly disease—Latin term, nonrumpsteakubus. Hecan never get enough to eat; you eat too much. Ahem! I should add, taking into 
consideration what little real work you do. Now, my esteemed friend,” proceeded the great medico, “it has occurred to me that I might kill two birds 
with—ahem !—I should say, cure two patients with one treatment. This sufferer is provided by me with a list of all flesh forming foods, ete., which you 
must most rigorously avoid. He will act as your constant attendant, and, with an appetite calculated to put to the blush a famished shark, will not only most 
rigedly condemn everything you should not take, but will consume all the rejected items himself, thus avoiding waste, and by these means affecting his own 
cure inversely and simultaneously with your own.” 
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This most touching and beautiful plan of treatment Botcher hailed with delight. This superb notion of philenthropy and economy—largess and a saving 
of expense—combined 1 Well, it wns siaale grand! Sir Thomas Wrott’s representative vecame Botcher’s shadow, nay, became part of Botcher himself— 
quite two-thirds. “Pass that mutton cutlet this way, sir, and try a dry biscuit with a pinch of salt, please,” or “ I would try this bloater, sir ; it’s a bit igh, but 
you nobs prefer your game ‘igh, don’t you, sir?” Then, “I'll take that there champagne and ‘avana, sir; I must insist on your keeping to cold toast water and 
’erb tobaccer, sir, anti-fattening, sir. Night cap, sir, oh dear, no; I'll take that myself. Keep to cold tea without sugar, please. 
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_ _ Sir Thomas Wrott contends that he hes made “a perfect cure” of the smaller by degrees and beautifully less Botcher, but Mrs. B. (who has returned home) 
indignantly demands the missing two-thirds of her “ darling Crossgrain,” stating her intention, unless they are speedily found, to don two-thirds widow's weeds, 
and ditto mourning, as befitting her sad state, that of a woman with but a third part of her husband left her. 
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A DELIGHTFUL AND INEXPENSIVE ODOUR. 
Mother (telling a fairy tale), —‘‘ The palace was most beautiful, and scented with the most lovely perfumes, and—— " 








Little Daughter (eagerly interrupting)._-‘* Was there a lovely smell of baked apple, mammy ? ” 


Ne ine 


| Wedding of M. Jean de Reszke. 


 “ Paris, Thursday.—M. Jean de Reszke, the celebrated tenor, 
was married to the Comteese de Mailly-Nesle, etc.’’} 


His voice’s fame fills every land, 
Its cadences might thrill a clod ; 
His acting’s passionate and grand, 
Yet folks have held this tenor odd, 
For be was single; since ’tis true 
He has now wed a charming wife, 
May he harmoniously pursue 
The even tenour of his life. 


Business. 


Young Man (nervously).—‘‘Out of your many charming 
daughters, sir, I—I———"" p._" ~ » - 

Pushing Draper (briskiy).—‘ Yes, I have six in stock, and the 
sale is now on. What can I do for you in that line, young men? ”’ 


The New P.R.A. 


In criticising the appointment of the new President of the 
Royal Academy, some critics express misgiving that he will not 
shine, as did Lord Leighton and Sir John Millais, as a graceful 


As the Poynter of a moral, the adorner of a tale! 


i With great kindners you he’ll greet 
| If you should but him mal(t)treat ! 


[At Marylebone Police Court a wine and spirit merchant was 
recently fined £50 and costs for converting stil! wine into sparkling 
by introducing into it carbonic acid. | 


Justice’ shaft did not here miss— 
All will view with visage placid 
Traders fined who make their “‘ fizz " 
Sparkle with carbonic acid: 
Now, perhaps, the offender will 


Cutting. 

“I wonpER which is the rarest jewel?" said Captain Pluckem, 
meditatively, as he lay down the cards. 

“Well,” said his adversary, who had detected the captain cheat- 
ing, looking straight at him, ‘they say that ‘fairplay is a jewel,’ 
and I should say it is the rarest one!” 

The captain started, and suddenly remembered that he had a most 
important engagement to keep. 





To his still wine say, “‘ Be still!" 
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orator at Academy banquets. } ; , ais es _— 
Tue brush he wields quite ably, does the latest P.R.A., 
Which makes him worthy of th post, so all the critics say ; Strange. 
And when he starts to speechify we hope he will not fail IF you're oor on your feet, 
And a bobby chance to meet, 


Still in Future. Sad SAO Gre. aie SET A 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Read the newspaper in bed. Came upon a very 
interesting announcement, the herald of winter, 
SIGNS. 

Old Winter’s coming on the scene, 
The signs are not remote, 

I’m wearing gaiters (like a dean !) 
And, alas! a great coat, 

The toddy’s welcome in the glass, 
With kettle on the hob, 

The hoar frost lies upon the grass, 
And coal is up two bob! 


Ran over to Vienna to make arrangements for the ‘“ Orleans’ 
wedding.” Great reception at the station ; populace escorted me to 
my hotel, with band playing the Fun National Anthem. Took a 
rest, then to Geneva to set little Queen Wilhelmina comfortably on 
her journey to Aix-le-Bains, Saw the Liquor Licensing Committee 
properly re-opened, and then to the Royal Academy to give my vote 
for Mr. Poynter’s election as P.R.A. Heartily congratulated him 
on success of my efforts, and so home to dinner. 


Thursday.—Passed most of the time going round as a guy. 
Collected £1 2s. 54d. Bought a tinsel crown and wore it at the 
Orleans’ wedding. Whynot? Believe some of my ancestors—most 
of ’em, in fact—were kings and things, somewhere in Ireland, I 
think. Got to Paris in time to see Royalist Demonstration (good 
old * Royalist Demonstration!’’) After which ran over to assist 
Lord Derby open a gambling—I beg pardon!—the Gamble 
Institute, at St. Helens. Passed a pleasant hour or two among Mr. 
Emlie’s pictures in Bond Street, had a blooming time among the 
chrysanthemums at the HKoyal Aquarium, a sympathetic five 
minutes or so with the Society for Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children at Bristol, and finished up with dinner among the 
** Vagabonds ” at Holborn. 





Friday.—Peeping in on Church—and Lay—men in Convocation; 
trying to find out their opinions on the Education question. After 
that went to the ‘‘Chartered ”’ meeting to see them cheerfully back 
themselves for another million. Then to meeting of Women’s 
Society of Journalists, to see them present their founder, Mr. J. V. 
Wood, with a suitable testimonial. 


Saturday.—Inspected the new carriage for the Queen just built 
by the L. & N. W. Railway, pronounced it good enough to try, so 
the G. W. Railway tried it at once. Helped to admit the new 
Lord Mayor at the Guildhall. Having done that, my attention 
Was attracted to enormous fire— Messrs. Shand, Mason, and Co.’s 
place, Fire engine manufacturers of all things! This was 
carrying the war into the enemy’s country with a vengeance ! 





Enhances the acceptability of every 


CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
NO £GGS REQUIRED. 








Cadbury's 


| cocoa 
“Refreshing and tavigorating {fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


ROUNDING ON THEM, 


It’s probably uncommonly superfluous to mention it, 

But when » fire has “ bursted out,” they've iustruments for quench- 
in’ it; 

And, when they want renewing (for you very often fracture 'em) 

You'll find a lot of places where they mend and manufacture ‘em. 

And when a place has got on fire (you'll pardon my repeating it), 

Those instruments will sally forth, intent upon defeating it. 70" 

But the fire at Shand and Mason’s place would startle any ten 0’ 
me, 

Thus carrying the war into the country of the enemy. 


Just heard Mr. Poynter’s salary as P.R.A. is the magnificent 
sum of £300 per annum, because he holds similar official appoint- 
ment elsewhere. Academy will dishonour both themselves and 
_ i President if they don’t ‘‘ raise his screw” pretty soon, J 
think. 


Monday.—Lord Mayor's Show. Splendid day, good procession, 
tremendous crowds. Lots of purses and watches changed hands 
and pockets. Spent lots of time at Caxton Head, Holborn. 
Curious and absorbingly-interesting show of Chinese and Bhuddist 
idols. Dined with officers of Fire Brigade in evening. 


t'uesday.—Went and released Mrs. Castle, the ‘American fur- 
nicker, from her three months’ imprisonment—after doing] three 
days (in bed). 


SAME OLD GAME, 


To take what isn’t yours you'd s’pose 
An easy act to codify, 

But not at all—it’s one of those 
Which circumstances modify ; 

For all must own that, right and left, 
From London to Albania, 

If you're a pauper thievin’s theft ; 
If rich, it’s kleptomania. 

Saw the cabbies fail to get their mandamus ; heard the County 
Council take resolutions about water companies; had an hour or 
two at the Bulldog Show at the Aquarium, and ran down to fetch 
the G.O.M. home again to Hawarden from Penmaenmawr. Stayed 


all night and talked about Armenians, 
Tue SPoTrer. 


New Leaves. 


Tue Christmas annuals are beginning to swarm. One of the 
first that has come to hand isthe Penny Illustrated Paper, with 
two presentation pictures, in colours. The front page is strongly 
indicative of force and progress: a handsome maiden, astride a 
bicycle, pyrsued by savages, eager to catch the lovely pedallist, as 
who would not be. Under the title of ‘ The Cycle Queen; or May 
Cathcart’s Ride,” by Lieut-Colonel N. Newnham-Davis, a stirring 
narrative commences a capital collection of stories, contributed by 
well-known writers, amongst whom is G. M. Fenn. The illus- 
trations are numerous and well executed. 


Most truly can it be said that of the designing and manufacture 
of Christmas and New Year’s cards and missives, there is really no 
termination. The delicate loveliness, the lace-like appearance, the 
florally embossed relief, and the platinotype embellishments of 
Messrs. Raphael, Tuck, and Sons’ splendid exemplifications in the 
varied art of Yule-tide greetings surpass anything in this respect 
that the Firm have produced in years previously recorded. eir 
calendars, booklets, and illustrated toy-books are replete with 
beauty and of admirable workmanship. The Indiaproof Waller 
Portfolio, reproduced by the goupilgravure process, is distinctly 
commendable. 
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Bole Manufacturers - 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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Margate in November. 


On! deserted is the jetty 
By the maidens dark and pretty, 

Who erst from Houndsditch came ; 
And the “ Hall” that’s “‘ by the sea,”’ there, 
Is empty—-save for me, there, 

a broom-armed ancient dame 
Who is carefully and delic- 
Ately sweeping up the relic 

Of a byegone “ ’Arrie’s ball,”’ 

O’er the Zoo, sometimes so jolly, 
Now hangs a melancholy 
Like a sad, funereal pall. 


And I seek, in vain, the figures 
Of old Uncle Bones’ niggers 
Both morn and afternoon,— 
And the sweet, infantine chorus, 
That used to sing before us, 
‘*The Dandy Coloured Coon.” 
And even on the pier, too, 
Which seafaring men adhere to— 
There is actually room to walk ; 
For of men there isa lack, oh! 
To stand and chew tobacco, 
Expectorate upon the stones and talk. 


Than outside of the Marina 
I have seen a place look cleaner, 
And it can’t be for want of rain. 
And with me it is a motto, 
‘“‘ Always go and see the Grotto ”’ 
That’s dug out in the Dane. 
Though my wondering attention 
Turns at last to the “ extension,” 
Whereon there’s not a soul. 
But the country lanes entice one— 
Could one only find a nice one 
With hedges—so attractive in a stroll. 


Ah! I love the early morning 
When the “‘ downy bed”’ I’m “‘scorning,”’ 
As says one of childhood’s songs. 
Round the “ Tivoli” a-strolling 
With a lark above car-o-ling, 
As to cleave the clouds it longs. 
Oh! empty is each shelter— 
Except when helter-skelter, 
rom storms al) thither turn 
When I seek to find the reason 
I am told “It’s not the season,’’— 
And that’s all I can learn. 


{Eminent tenors and others may like to sing the @bove to an 
air from Patience.—AUTHOR. } 


[But no one will listen to it with any—Ebp.) 


Her Goodness. 


Friend (to Mr. Henpeckt).—‘‘I1 am sorry to hear you are a 


widower now, Henpeckt.” 
Mr. Henpeckt.—* Yes, she was a good wife—she didn’t live 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2jd., 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 


‘NovEMBER 17, 1896. 


“ Half-a-Mo!”’ 


“ Hat¥-a-MO!” says the waiter-loon, 
When you’ve ordered a steak or chop, 
And begged him to.set it before you soon, 
As you haven’t much time to stop. 
‘* Half-a-mo! ”’—and away he skips ; 
But an hour slips by, ere slowly 
Back to your side with the food he trips, 
And—your business is ruined wholly! 
Oh, dear, oh! you are doomed to woe, 
When you trust to a waiter-man’s ‘‘ Half-a-mo!” 


“ Half-a-mo!” says the blooming bride, 
At the bargain emporium stopping, 
‘I’m sure you'll be willing to wait outside, 
For I'll speedily do my shopping ! ”’ 
Staring, stared at, the husband strides 
In front of the crowded store; 
And the noonday sun to its setting glides 
Ere his wife re-appears once more ! 
Oh, dear, oh! we our greenness show, 
When we credit a shopping-wife’s ‘‘ Half-a-mo!”’ 


‘* Half-a-mo! ” is the barber’s prayer, 
As around his shop, perplexed, 

You cast your eyes with an anxious stare— 
‘Just half-a-mo! You are next!” 

You take his word and a seat. Anon 
Your heart grows cold with a weird, 

Wild fear that, before you are called upon 
For your shave, you’ll have reared a beard! 

Oh, dear, oh! how one’s bristles grow 

In the space of @ razor-man’s ‘‘ Half-a-mo!”’ 


‘* Half-a-mo!” is the meek reply 
Of the maid at the street-door standing, 
When her mother’s summons, severe and high, 
Is heard from the upper landing. 
‘‘ Just half-a-mo, mother, half-a-mo |! 
Iam saying ‘good night’ to Paul! ”’ 
But—it takes her, thereafter, two hours or so 
To say those two words —that’s all! 
Ob, dear, oh! in this world below 
The most whoppingest whopper is ‘‘ Half-a-mo!” 


+ 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘““HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as “HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 


(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 

Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis.” 

Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs, 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


) All Gommunications concerning Advertising in “Fun” should be addressed to Advertisement Manager, 
Mr. F. FREEMAN, 23, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street, E.C. 


Whelesale Agents for Australasia and South Afsica—Gordon Getch, London Melbourne, Sydney, Detsbane, and Cape Town. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Brechin (by mistake), and heard 
some politics—Mr. John Morley. Hurried away as soon as 
possible. Came back in train with petty officer of the R.N. Found 
him unhappy about recent order of Sir E. Fremantle. 


A DRESSING, 


Sir Edward Fremantle desires 
Petty officers holiday-taking 
Should dress as the Navy requires, 
Not in togs of a land-blubber’s making. 
The men, we are led to suppose, 
Find the order excessively tantal 
Ising and want their own clothes 
Not this very intrusive Fre-mantle. 


If he doesn’t like going about in H.M. uniform, he must have 
some reason for being ashamed of it, poor fellow. 


_Thursday.—Went to hear case of Jenkins v. Sunday School 
Union. Very amusing. Jenkins always amusing—to onlookers. 
Had @ look at Society of Portrait Painters and Minaturists Show 
Then to Sir Albert Rollit’s wedding, with the ‘ Duchess” of 
Sutherland, at St. George’s. My enjoyment at breakfast inter- 
rupted by announcement from my solicitor that I am appointed 
sheriff—my excuse, “agricultural depression,’ not accepted- 

disgusted. Tried to cheer myself up with sport at Liverpool 
— Meeting. Plunged—lost. Went to bed savage and slept 
angrily. 


Friday.—Got Her Most Gracious and Princess Beatrice off from 
2 . . ~ «* 
Balmoral, after which spent an bour with the new Engiish Art 
Club pictures, Fancy less “newness” this year and more “ art.” 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Improvement, I think. Heard there was some special ‘fun goiwg 
on at Bow Street, hurried round to catch it. Found ** Mr. Jones" 
in the box. Most exciting. (I think so, at least !) 
THE SPY. 
Then it’s, oh, my eye, for the Bow Street spy, 
Who hasn't the faintest doubts of it; 
There isn't a plot of the dynamite lot 
But he knows the ins and outs of it. 
A taste for will, a ‘‘remarkable smile," 
And some coldly cynical tones is 
The set of traits which substitute the ways 
Of the tribe of Government Jones's. 


Down to the Colston Festival at Bristol in the evening. Dined 
with both parties. Had indigestion—the politics, no doubt. 


Saturday.—Saw the motors off, later on saw some of their 
passengers off. Helped to open the Eastand West Railway. Called 
on cab strikers to ask if they were still striking; found’em grumpy, 
but they said the strike was still on. Finished the evening at the 
Savage Club with Sun-Yat-Sen. Nice fellow, but his English 


defective. Got no pigtail. 


Monday.—Helped to present a ‘bus to the Prince and Princess 
Charles of Denmark. Rather late for a 'bus—honeymoon over- 
but better late than never. Find Princess Elvira (in spite of my 
previous attempts to dissuade her) hae elo with Fochi, the 
artist. Stupid duffer! Ran down to the Poultry and Pigeon Show 
at Crystal Palace. Took a prize, but (as it didn’t belong to me) had 
to put it back again. Finished up the evening in the new theatre 


at Clapham. 


Tuesday..-Down to Rochdale (by mistake). Got among the 
politicians again—other side this time—hurried back to hear 
County Councillors have a “ lively debate '’ on the muddle in their 
domestic affairs. 

A PRETTY PIECE OF WORK. 
The econ-o-mist can never resist 
In his chase (or care) of pelf 
His will to exert, dismiss the expert, 
And do all the things * hisself,”’ 
3ut in amateur work such dangers lurk 
(Though he neither scamp or shirk it), 
And whether success attend the work 
Depends on how you work it. 


Over to Lyceum. Sir H. Irving presented illuminated address 
to Mr. C. Wyadham. Each made a beautiful speech. Mine not 
reporced. Just as well. Finished up with merr, evening at the 


German Reichstag. 
Tue Srorren, 


No contributions can be returned 


No. 1,646. 
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me Fre.r LIKE IT 


Scene: A Chea le “Bu 
Ethel. Do you believe, Mr. Brown, that women are getti 
to be? 
B.—* Well, their costumes are.” 


New Leaves. 


Messrs. CHARLES Letts and Co. are publishing the Stationers’ 
Company’s Publications. In the latter is included The British 
Almanac, which has reached its 70th year of issue, and the Firm 
have made it an indispensable and reliable annual Book of 
of Reference on every-day subjects, 


Vor Stellarum, otherwise Moore's Almanac, first issued in 1698, 
and, in truth, a venerable almanac, is similarly published by this 
Firm for the Stationers’ Company. Several new features have 
been introduced, which will render this almanac useful to a stil] 
wider circle of readers, and conspicuously to clergymen, farmers, 


» and gentlemen of bucolic pursuits. 








NOVEMBER 


A Past-Master of 
Benevolence. 


Yet another munificent donation by 
Mr. Passmore Edwards is announced, 
this time for a home for the indigent 
blind at Southend. There is really no 
end to this gentleman’s beneficence. It 
is boundless in its scope, unexampled in 
its character. Wherever you go you 
find an echo of his generosity. Is it a 
school, a library, @ hospital, or a con- 
valescent home that you are wanting ? 
All you have to do is to apply to this 
Benefactor. If the funds for any chari- 
table object which you have in view are 
not sufficient, you have only to say the 
magic words, ‘“‘ Pass more, Edwards!” 
and straightway he passes more, coming 
down with a substantial cheque like a 
brick and a Briton! 


‘My Friend, the Kaiser!” 

In a speech at Whitehaven the Earl 
of Lonsdale vindicated his friend, the 
German Emperor, and defended hi 
action in regard to the Transvaal. The 
noble lord declared that he had direct 
authority for saying that the Kaiser was 


not animated by any antagonistic feel- 
ings towards this couatry.— Vide Press. | 


Ir hurts me to the quick to hear 
The Kaiser so abused ; 

I often drop the friendly tear 
When he’s so hardly used: 

Old England has no stauncher friend 
To dearly love and prize her— 

This message I am asked to send 
From my good friend, the Kaiser ! 


He has the fauits of youth I own, 
Its follies and its fires ; 

An automatic monarch, prone 
To often move on wires ! 

That telegram to Uncle Paul— 
Although ’twas a surpriser— 

Was but an inoffensive scrawl, 
Says my good friend, the Kaiser! 


We were too hasty, without doubt, 
To draw tbe sword from sheath, 

And call the Flying Squadron cut, 
And show the lion’s teeth ; 

The journalists who fanned the feud 
In Telegraph and ’Tiser 

Were guilty of ingratitude 
To my good friend, the Kaiser! 

Dear friends, he meant it for your good, 
tegard it, then, as such: 

He grieves to be misunderstood, 
He loves you all so mucs ; 

For England he has great respect, 


rger th ey used He’s wont to idolise her— 
a - This message, friends, I’ve had direct 
(The horrid man !) From my good friend, the Kaiser! 


The Road Christmas number will make its appearance upon the 
Ist prox., and, judging from the ample list. of attractions, this 
favourite publication should easily repeat its successes of previous 
years. The ‘‘ Supplement” this year is to be a magnificent pro- 
duction, and equal in appearance and costliness to anything yet 
offered. This remarkable shillingsworth is obtainable at 1s. 44d. 
(post free in tube), from 50, Strand, W.C. 


The Society of Miniature Painters, whose exhibition was held at 
the Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, last month, had the honour to 
submit a selection of the exhibits for the inspection of Her Majesty 
the Queen. These were also submitted to H.R.H. the Princess 
Louise, Marchioness of Lorne, who has become an honorary 
member of the society. The next exhibition wil] be held in the 


oO ¢ 7 
spring L idvi. 
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Candour: 


THE other evening the Westminster 
Gazette came out with the surprising 
announcement on its contents bill, 
“The Latest Li Interview.’’ Now, we 
always thought there was a flavour of 
the manufactured article in many of the 
interviews we have read, but we did not 
expect such refreshing candour from 
our green contemporary. 


A Distinction and a 
Difference. 


Swell.—** Er—er—do you preserve, 





Mr.—er—er—Hardbake ? "’ 





Business Man (who has just been 
introduced).—‘* Well, no, can’t say I do, 
but my wife does, my lord.’’ 

Swell (mildly astonished), —- ‘ Your 
wife! Bai jove! Er—er—what does she 
go in for, may I inquire? ”’ 

Business Man.—* Strawberries chiefly, 
my lord.”’ 





Off His Guard. 
‘“ BEWARE of thieves,’ said Tom to 
Dick, 
‘‘ For they abound here somewhat thick 
They’ll snatch your ‘ ticker’ in a tick, 
They are a daring crew,”’ 
Alas for Dick! His lot was hard, 
He thought himself a ‘‘ knowing card,”’ 
But he was taken off his guard, 
His watch went off it, too 








Temple Tyranny. 


I’w not of those disposed to dine 
Digesting law as well, 

But one who doth to Fun incline 
A fuming joke to tell. 

They finish with enough of Coke 
To whiff in Hall we see, 












































But told to bottle up their smoke 
Will all ‘‘Good Templars” be. 


For Coke of pipes essayed to flout lick you?” 





‘Father caught vou smoking one of his cigars, did he? 


And what did be do 


The after-dinner one, ‘*‘No:; wish he had.”’ 


Although his greater puffs put out 
The pipe of Littleton. +‘ Made m 


Motor-Car Day. 
By Our SPECIAL COMMISSIONER. 


WHEN I arrived at the meet in Northumberland Avenue, I found 
everything not only meet but proper, and, though the absent motor 
cars did not appear to be missed, there was no doubt that those 
present were fogged. 

Cyclists were much in evidence, especially the ladies, many of 
whom, in spite of the weather, were ‘‘ blooming,” while others 
were divided skirting. The Hammersmith Electric ’Bus caused 
quite a sensation, not to say a shock, and if as many people try 
to get on to it when they have to pay as there were on Saturday, 
the shareholders will smile. 

Out of all the motors present, the one I liked the look of best was 
the pro-motor, Mr. H. J. Lawson (eh, what do you say? That 
ought to be spelt with an e? Oh, ’e don’t mind), for he looked 
the least likely of all to blow up. : 

Another car was known as Benz, in consequence, no doubt, of it 
burning benzoline, while Mulliner’s ’Bus was favourably criticised, 
for, as @ spectator truly remarked, they weren't likely to make a 
mull in ’er. 

The Britannia Motors were not without admirers, though before 
they arrived at their destination one became a little skittish, and it 
was currently reported that the driver could not “ rule Britannia,” 
but very likely that was only gossip, and not worth making & 


- 


‘‘What, then?” 
smoke it right throug} 


The Electric Bus did not go far, they knew a tric worth two of 
that, but a car with balloon tyres, which is supposed to render 
being run over quite @ luxury, went the whole distance, and, 
anxious to give a sample of its powers, knocked down a little girl 
at Crawley, but from last reports she did not seem much the worse 
for it. 

The Parcels Post Express, which started with a kind of “‘ Brighton 
or Bust’ expression on its gaudy sides, after several rests finally 
came to grief at Croydon, and decided to return as soon as it was 
dark in the old-fashioned style. 

Altogether, it was a very good initial parade, and if the auto car 
doesn’t succeed, all I can say is that it aughto. 

Finally, it is of no use anyone who does not approve of them 
throwing mud, for they can do all that is required in that direction 


themselves, with a little to spare. 


A Wife and a Mother. 


Mrs. Gadaby.—“ How awfully worried you look, dear? What is 
the matter?” ; 

Mrs. Quiverful.— Matter? Matter enough I should think! It’s 
enough to worry any woman into her grave! W hen John goes to 
sleep he snores, and when he snores he wakes the baby, and when 
baby wakes he cries, and when he cries he wakes John, and when 
John wakes he swears, and between them they lead me such a 


life as never wae 
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THE THREE TAILORS OF TOOLEY STREET. 
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Go and see Wilson Barrett in The Manz- 
man. Itis @ fine play. The atmosphere of 
Hall Caine’s novel is skilfully preserved and 
the main incidents of his story presente to 
us with a masterly skill. We have already 


had one version of The Manzman, at the 

Shaftesbury Theatre, but it cannot compare 

— ae in interest or dramatic qualities with that 
Vie presented by Mr. Barrett at the Lyric. In 
po Oe the former version, Christian was the central 


- . 


figure—in this it is Pete, and Pete is the 
more fascinating figure of the two, especially as represented 


by Mr. Wilson Barrett. Some of the scenes are intensely 
pathetic. You remember the incident where Pete is deserted 
by the wife whom he adores. You remember how—to silence 


the gossip of the village that is robbing her of her fair fame—he 
pretends that he sent her away to his uncle in Liverpool for 
the benefit of her health. You remember how he writes to himself 
a letter with which he tries to hoodwink his friends has come from 
her; how he sends a baby’s bonnet to the child his wife has left, 
and goes around prating of the thoughtfulness of its mother. Well, 
the reading of that letter tothe Deemster—-his dearest friend, who has 
stolen his wife —is quite one of the most piercingly pathetic things the 
modern stage has shown us. As presented by Mr. Barrett it wa: 
irresistible; painful in its poignancy. And the audience felt it, 
and quivered beneath the touch of a masterly actor presenting a 
bit cut clean out of the heart of human nature. There are many 
other infinitely touching moments, but this is the most touching of 
all. Only second in pathetic power to this is the discovery of Pete 
that his wife has gone, and then, a little later, that the child he 
idolises is not his. It is all really very painful in its truth, its 
simplicity, its vigour. 

Mr. Barrett acted magnificently as Pete; indeed, he has never 
acted better. Miss Maud Jeffries as Kate Cregeen was delightfully 
winsome, tender, wayward, beautiful. Mr. Austin Melford, Mr. 
Manning, and Miss Belmore—all were excellent. 


A graceful and dainty and interesting little piece was The Have 
of Content, produced at a Garrick matinée on Tuesday. It wa: 
written by Mr. Malcolm Watson, most equable of dramatic critics. 
Space prevents my telling you the story. It was very prettily 
played by Miss Granville, Miss Haidée Wright, Mr. Leicester, Mr. 
Julius Knight, Mr. Beauchamp, and others. The reception of the 
play and its author was most cordial. 


The first Covent Garden ball of the season was held at the Opera 
House on Wednesday evening, and was a huge success. The stage 
is most beautifully decorated as a Chinese town, the orchestra and 
floor are perfect 

GOSSAMER. 


Mr. R. C. Carton’s new farce, A White Elephant, was produced 
at the Comedy Theatre on Thursday, and is of the conventional 
kind; a medley of comical complications made brilliant with 
humorous dialogue. The ‘ white elephant” appears to consist of 
the fact of an ordinary-going tea merchant having married a lady 
of title. The latter undertakes to facilitate the marriage of 
& young couple who meet at her country house, and 
to this end she seeks the assistamce of her cousin, the 
Hon. Stacy Gillam. The whole lot go off to London 
mysteriously, thereby throwing the aspect of compromise 
upon her ladyship, and, at the same time, two of her domestics 
make arunaway match. The various parties reappear at the town 
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nous xdy Gwendoline, and ultimat assort themselves 
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appearance of an American lady, whom he had met prior to his 
marriage, in the third act. 


Miss Lottie Venne takes this pare in a wonderful style and an 
elaborate confection. Mr. Brookfield plays the tea merchant with 
consummate skill. Mr. Charles Hawtrey fully imparts dis- 
reputableness to his aristocratic impersonation. Mr. Eric Lewis 
plays senility, and Mr. H. Kemble does the like, with all proper 
regard. Mrs. Calvert is a capital caretaker, and Miss Compton is 
a charming Lady Gwendoline. There is every indication of 
success for A White Elephant. 


Too Much of a Good Thing. 


Deacon Brown.—*' What’s the matter, Brother Stiggins ? ” 

Brother Stiggins.—‘‘I have just come from the temple of Vic 
known as the Swellety Theatre—which I visited, mark you, on 
behalf of the County Council—and I am thoroughly disgusted |! 
Verily the depth which the women’s bodices are cut, both in 
front and behind, is most shameless, and it ought to be exposed.”’ 

Deacon Brown.—‘* Don’t you think that there’s too much exposed 
already, Brother Stiggins?’’ 








1 at Y aoie 
SF Sey (V¥V By tHe “ ENFant TERRIBLE. 


‘ 

1. ead AS). " ily READING between the lines, t! 
‘ Web See ry WV motor-car procession does not seem 
iw Tf at ¢ to have been a gigantic success. It - 
a. on all very well in London, where one can 
a. -.. ~~, pull up (if one is lucky and the brake 


but in the re-motor parts of the country 


; ~ ¥ gi m.. *~ works) in every other street for repairs ; 
a” i \ 5) 4 
’ one will always have the unpleasant 


~ 


bod possibility before one of spending 4 
Cy night in the open air patching up the 
iy petroleum cistern. 


: * * 

The best way of travelling”by horse- 

less carriage for some time to”come will 
be to have a good strong horse tethered behind in case of need. 
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it is now stated that President Kruger does mo¢ intend asking for 
a million pounds sterling compensation for the Jameson raid. 
This is the more kind of him as there was not the slightest 
probability of him getting it. But we all know by this time how 
much credence to put upon this (Oom) Paulaver, 
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“PUN” LYRICS (No. 50.) 
DoGaGIE. 


Why are you sitting so quietly, doggie, 
Why do you nestle so closely to me, 

Why do your eyes look to mine, oh, so sadly, 
What are you thinking; and what do you see ? 


Doggie, my tears on your soft coat are falling, 
I fancy I heara sob echo my own, 

Now we for, ever shall have but each other, 
You and I, doggie, are left all alone. 


Id speak to me, doggie 
And tell me your faithful heart's aching for me, 


I know that you wish youc 


I read in your eyes the soft look of compassion, 
ad @ s . — on 
My comforter, doggie, you'd so like to be. 
And through th g days we will sit h toget 
. ‘ > a . ‘* al " 
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AN INCREDULOUS MONSTER. 


she lectures on ‘ How to be Beautiful,’ you know.” 


advertisement for her business.”’ 


“Is that a ‘J' nib?” “No!” “Ab, I can only use ‘J's.’”’ 
‘‘Toan write with any nibs.” “ You can’t!" ‘“Jcan!” “I'll 
bet you a fiver I name one you can’t write with?’ ‘ Done, 
and you've lost, my boy!"’ ‘No I haven’t—cocoa nibs.”’ 
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Mrs. Fetching...‘ Do come this evening, Captain. That clever woman, Mrs. Dooem-Brown, the beauty doctor, is coming ; 


Captain Phizz.—‘ Well, for my part, I can’t think why she doesn’t experiment on herself, and thus become a speaking 





A Riddler. 


Hostess.‘ Are you a good hand at a riddle, Captain ?’’ : 
Captain Larkins.—‘ Well, I could riddle anyone with bullets. 
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Marza Wine checks & prevents colds, chills, & lung weaknesses 


ED 


ly] For the ROBUST and INVALIDS. 


The ONLY SCIENTIFIC 
and YTALATABLE 
IRON & COCA Wine. 


» 


j 
j 











Conisins pelts whey Phos ners, , Ropeine, and, Cort Vive. Ueed by 
ums oa . rio ° ‘ 
| ARZA’ GO. LTD. 19, WILSON STREET, Eo.” °** 























ort Cough - use 


They at once check the Cough 
and remove the cause. 


_ The Unrivalled 


One Lozenge alone relieves. 
'|| Sold everywhere, Tins 134d. each. 
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“In the “eighties” we had the pestilential procedure of the 
Metropolitan Board of Works abrogated by the invention and 
establishment of a brand new Municipal Ratepayers’ Protection 
Society, called the London County Council, with ‘“* Mr.”” Rosebery 
for its first chairman. The latter speedily discovered that 
‘‘ Bunkum ” had only been re-christened, and he set about culti- 
vating that faculty, which has culminated conspicuously 
recently, viz., resignation. Now, in the “nineties,” the black 
sheep of corruption has again broken loose from the fold 
in Spring Gardens, and is sporting its melanic fleece mere- 
triciously to our astonished but resentful globeular gaze. 
What’s going to be done? Ain’t nobody going to be whopped? 
Isn’t there another Ritchie ready with a fresh scheme for the 
government of municipal London? Won't the water companies 
weep at the swamping of their imposition upon the apathetic rate- 
payer, whom they are attempting to bounce into paying for 
‘“ garden watering’’? The London County Council has gone wrong 
in its works, and it would be futile to trust the Council with such a 
gigantic concern as the waterworks. 


What we want to know is this: How did all those brand-new 
Remington cartridges, which were found at Dongola after its 
capture, get there? Itisn’ta conundrum. We really ought to be 
told—and I expect Lord Salisbury will insist on being told. And 
why were all names and distinguishing marks so completely 
effaced from the cases? Each of those cartridges might have cost 
an English life. Why cannot we come upon someone, no matter 
whom, for damages? They are always on to us. 


And when peace was signed between Italy and Abyssinia, why 
| was the news known in Paris and St. Petersburg sooner than in 
Rome? What “‘ secret agreements” had Many-lick made? Politics 
is an interesting study just now, all round, 


A Rev. Cecil Hook has ‘‘added” a verse to our National 
Anthem. It was sung in Leamington Parish Church on ee | 
week. Instead of the fine verse beginning ‘“‘O Lord, our God, 
arise! '’ this “‘ improvement” was used :— 


‘‘ God, hear our nation’s prayer, 
Safe in Thy loving care; 
| Guard Thou our Queen. 
! Till her work finished be, 
Then take her Lord to Thee, 
And in eternity 
God save the Queen.” 


“Finished be” is good. Real poetry. Only we “don’t want no 
improvements.’’ The old hymn is good enough for us. 


It is said that Mr. Kruger is about to publish a work entitled 


‘* Animal Traits and Characteristics.” It is only our opinion, but 
we feel sure such a work could not be left in better hands. 
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pe. gree: Sone is epee a without the heroine infli 
ve on her eyes. In the course of one “ story,’ 
this is what she did Me = 

“cal threw her res up i ceiling. Then she dro them 
on the floor. Again she raised them, and again lowered them.” 

‘“* She made her eyes flash fire.” 

“* Her eyes burned,” 

“‘ Her eyes froze,"’ 

“ Her eyes glowed like burning coals.” 
: a She cast her eyes on his chest—then dropped them to the 
ender." 

a 5 — hers and greedily devoured them.” 

ut at last her eyes had their rev , for we read: ““H 

betrayed her.” . “ae 


Old Maid.—“ Stop!” 
Burglar.— Daren't. I’m a married man!” 


One can easily forgive one’s enemies, but it is difficult at times 
to forgive one's good-natured friends. 


Courtesies of the Streets: Motor-car Day :— 

Loafer.—* Yah! Cabby! Might as well go an’ drarn yerself or 
sumfink! There ain’t no call fer the likes o’ you nar! Go ‘ome, 
myte, go ’ome!” 

Cabby.—‘* Wot-o, mudman ! Wot price you, when thesere oilcans 
come raand for the mud, and cuts yer art? Won't mother be 
pleased !"’ 


The hand that rocks the cradle now, not infrequently, steadies 
the bicycle. , 


The Unreasonable Woman !— 
Madam (to John).—‘‘ Ah, John! I was a younger woman, John, 
twenty years ago; and you know, John, it is all your fault,” 


aes 


(“The ‘one man company’ system is legal”: Broderip and 
Salomon.— House of Lords’ decision, } 
‘‘ SEVEN into one won’t go,” 
Quoth Justice Williams gaily ; 
‘The company is his agent, so 
Salomon’s liable, clearly." 


This judgment Salomon did appeal, 
He found that court obdurate, 
‘* Let’s to the Lords the case reveal, 
They're fond of moots intricate.” 


The Lords held a man may turn 
Affairs into a Company Limited, 
If Creditors will not wisdom learn, 
They must put up with cash that's spirited. 














“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOR 1897, 


Price Twropence; Post F'ree, 2jd., 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 24d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, £.C. 
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' CUSTARD 


POWDER | 


sinps | Gadbury’s 


cocoa 
“Refreshing and Invigorating {fo the 


<>. 


Prishina’ Gramm. Copper Fin Dritanmia Motel 


everywhere. 


“Rahanoce the acceptability of every | | Jaded mind and body; delicious to the | PR acre 





Sweet Dish or Fruit. | | palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” | JOSRPH PICKERING & 80n8, SHEFFIELD. 


~—FPamity Docror. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


——.. 


Leudem Offheo %t. George's Hoow. Harteheap, 0 
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What they are! A CANDLE - - 


A novel form of candle holders, in outward appearance resembling | YET NOT 
fine wax candles. They are constructed on the same principle as_ | 
@ carriage or reading lamp, in which the candle, enclosed ina metal | x. 
a is as up as it burns by means of a spiral spring inside. | 

ey are clean and simple to refill, and require no attention or C A 
NDLE. 











trimming when alight. | 


What they do! 


They supply a long-felt want wherever candles are used, entirely 
preventing the candles guttering, and the danger of the ornamental 
shade taking fire. 

They allow of the candles being burnt to the very end; yet in 
appearance they do not vary in height, thus saving a great amount 
of unnecessary waste. The candles are extinguished without smoke 
or smell, and without necessitating the removal of the shade. 


What they are for! 


The decoration and lighting of dinner tables and rooms. They 
fit in any candlestick, and always remain the same height. As 
ordinary candle shades can be used with perfect safety, they are 
invaluable for this purpose alone. 

They are saneclalie adapted for use in India and other hot countries, 
where the want of candle is much felt, they not being affected by 
draught, and burning steadily whatever the temperature may be. 


What they cost! 


Considering the saving in candles and burned shades, and the 
advantages obtained by using them as stated above, the initial cost 














ARCTIC LAMPS 


A perfect Light for decorative purposes. 
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is yaaa Pee 4 she seek | “ Extinguished,” by Phil May. 
ey last a lifetime, and are very economica to use, COSHInG San Arctic Lamp (loq. to unprotected candle): “ Good bye, old fellow! You are 
than the commonest wax candle would without the Arctic Lam p- too old-fashioned for this world. I am master of the situation now!” 





PRICES (COMPLETE WITH SHADE SUPPORT): 


Brass Fittings. Plated Fittings. 
6-inch, size of a 6's Wax Candle, for small Candlesticks, Pianos,etc. .... 9. .. .. 10s, 6d. per pair. 
8-inch 99 4's - » tall - Candleabra,etc. 10s. .. .. Ils. 6d. - 

If by post, 8d. per pair extra. 
ARCTIC KLIGM TS .—Suitable Candles for burning in the Arctic Lamp (highly recommended) : 
For 6-inch Lamps, burning about 44 hours, Is, 4d. per box of 12; postage 44d. 
» 8-Inch ” ” ” 7 ” 2s. ” ” ” ” 
If a quantity is sent by post, the difference in cost of postage will be refunded. 








PATRONISED BY ROYALTY. 


USED IN ALEK. QUARTERS OF THE GLOBE. 


Useful Presents for Christmas & the New Year. 

















The ARCTIC LAMPS, etc., can be obtained through any of the leading Silversmiths, Lamp 
Dealers, Furnishing Ironmongers, etc., in the United Kingdom ; but should there be any difficulty in 





tog a seeing them in the country, write for Illustrated Catalogue, and name of nearest Agent, to— 


Eviectc | 49, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, E.C. (Wholesale only), 











able, and fite firmly on 
any sized candlestick 


SHOW ROOMS of 


THE ARGTIG LIGHT GO., 179, Regent St 





SAFE, ARTISTIC, ECONOMICAL. 
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Section of ARCTIC 
LAMP, showing inner 
spring and action of 
Extinguisher. This 
form has tapering 
rubber end, for use ™ 
china candlestic&s, 
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Vou. LXIV. 


THE Russian proposal to “carve Turkey” comes apropos—just 


at a time when sensible people are directing their thoughts in 
the same direction. Russia, the mover of the suggested Christmas 
dinner, makes her meal off Asia Minor, Austria gets some Salonica 
sauce; Italy and France get a bit of the pudding. (Germany, 
apparently, is not invited to the feast—so much for secret treaties !) 


_ Dr. Jameson, after undergoing a severe operation in Holloway, 
18, it is said, to 1e liberated shortly. Poor old Dr. Jim! If only he 
had been a dynumitard he would ine been liberated long ere this ! 
But he is only a patriot, that’s the difference ! 


Something, at any rate, must be going wrong down here, when 
we read that it has been suggested in Inverness to open the public 
library on Sundays, Of course, only for devotional books; but even 
that is something. Another gentleman suggests that the Scotch 
comic re pe should lie about, in order that the young men may 
show their strength of mind by not looking at them. 


A well-known doctor—God bless him !—is about to begin a crusade 
against all useless noises. No doubt they do tend to shorten 
human life. For instance, there is a young lady next door. She is 
only ten, and the wall is very thin. She is anxious to become 6 
Rreat musician s>me day. At present her repeated assurances on 
that piano that Nelly Bly caught a fly and committed Armenian 
atrocities upon it are shortening my life. To-day she begins 
There is a happy land, far, far away.” 


Mr. Hall Caine intends to give up lecturing, and, instead, to ‘ tell 
stories” from public platforms. This has been done—in England 
and Hyde Park—for many years, but, no doubt, for Mr. Caine, the 
idea is a “ novel” one, 


_ Rudyard Kipling is said to write some of his best poems in 
Pyjamas only. Well, it doesn’t much matter what he writes im, 
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so long as he does write. Our minor poets are much taken with 
the idea, and are likely to follow “ suit,” 


The motor-cars seem to come to grief every now and then. 
Naturally. Where there is so much wheel, ope must expect an 
occasional ** wo” | 


We have heard many suggestions as to the best method of 
celebrating Her Majesty's reign, but, for sheer brilliancy of design 
and originality, give us the happy thought of a contemporary 
journal, This, with a cleverness that makes one shrink, suggests 
quite seriously that every man, woman, and child in England 
should send the Queen a Christmas card! Why the Queen should 
have her Christmas spoilt by the arrival of 600 tons of Christmas 
cards, and what the poor postman would think of the idea, and 
whether the paltry £300,000 this precious plan would waste could 
not be put to better use, the brilliant gentleman—or, surely, it is a 
lady ?—does not consider. 


She.—“ Isn't it strange? Zola's wife never reads his books.” 
He.—* Perhaps he won’t let her!” 


Jack.—* This really is too much, dear! Four —eight—thirteen 
—sixteen—twenty-four pounds for millinery in a couple of months! 
It’s positively ruinous! It’s——”’ 

Inezie.—“ Yes, dear. Never mind; I suppose I must send back 
that parasol.’ 


Ethel.—“Oh, yes! we often play whist at home, But, after two 
or three tricks, we always forget what is trumps.” 

Maud.—-“‘ Really? Well, why don’t you leave the trump oard 
down?” 

Ethel.—'‘ Oh! we tried that—only, after two or three tricks, we 
always forget whom it belongs to!” 


It was duly impressed upon “ boots" at the country hotel, when 
the Bishop stayed there, to address the reverend gentleman “ my 
lord.” Somewhat anxious, “ boots” took up the shaving water, 
and knocked at the Bishop’s door. 

‘‘ Who is there ? ’’ demanded the dignitary. 

“ It's the Lord, my boy.”’ 

And he had practised “ It’s the boy, my lord,” on the stairs, 


Don’t Forget. 


LarnGce-HeaRTeD Alderman Treloar is again asking for means to 
supply the annual treat at Christmas time to the poor children of 
London, of all descriptions, cripples and n, who are 
reached by the aid of the Ragged School Union, 37, Norfolk Street, 
Strand, where gifts in kind are welcomed. Subscriptions should 
be sent to the worthy Alderman, Ludgate Hill, E.C. Fun trusts 
that the Public generosity in this respect will be larger than that 
displayed last Festive Season. 
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JUST OCCASIONALLY ! 


Magistrate (to prisoner, charged with drunken incapability). 
' What are they 
Prisoner.—*' One's when I've had fish for breakfast, and the other’s—wHEN I aint!” 


‘You say you only touch s ' dri e 
two events. YJ y ch strong drink after 


Juno Cycles at the National Cycle Show, 


CrysTaL Patace, Decemper 4ra To 121TH. 


Tue Metrop»litan Machinists’ Company, at their stand opposite 
the grand organ, will have a large aod representative exhibit of 
their well-known Juno cycles. 


Though the main lines on which the Junos are built are tole- 
rabiy well fixed there are 





us improvements in detail which 


German Clerks. 


Ir is argued,- with 
some show of reason, 
that if German clerks 
continue to come over 
to this country in such 
mighty swarms, they 
will in time completely 
overcome the poor be- 
lated Britisher. Some 
say that in the future 
the commercial war 
between the two nation- 
alities will wage in 
terrible earnest, but we 
demur to the use of the 
term ‘‘ wage,”’ since it 
has precious little to 
do with the question. 
The German Emperor 
is always parading his 
pacific intentions before 
the world. His subjects 
who come to _ this 
country may also be 
lovers of peace, but 
they seem to be indiffer- 
ent to the “‘ pieces,’’ so 
long as they can 
establish a foothold in 
England’s commercial 
life. Now, Mr. F'un's 
advice to his country- 
men at this juncture is 
contained in the classi- 
cal abjuration ‘‘ Buck 
up!’ so that they may 
defeat their alien rival, 
not on his own ground, 
but on-theirs. In the 
past we have been too 
meek and mild with the 
interloper. Firmness is 
the one thing needful 
now, and that alone will 
retain for England her 
commercial supremacy. 
We all know the 
German clerk’s fond- 
ness for sausage, and if 
Englishmen only “look 
alive,’ the intruder will 
not only be wursted in 
his diet, but in his 
endeavours as well. 


WHEN the ordinary 
man reads an account 
of a cat show, he can- 
not help wondering why 
pussy’s patrons do not 
take a little trouble to 
train the feline voices 
in order that their vocal 
nocturnes may be a little 
more harmonious than 
they are. 


Several Juno lady safeties will be on view, including both 
straight and curved tube designs, a very light and graceful one of 
the latter scaling only 26lb. 

Juao Diamond roadsters will be in evidence—one of the race- 
horse type, weighing 20lb., and a light roadster, 24lb. 

Heavy-weight riders are catered for in the Juno safety No. 11,8 
new design machine, which, though only weighing 35lb., wil] bear 
riders up to 18st. 

A new model for 1897 of the Juno tricycle will be on the stand; 
& machine that has come very much into vogue during the past 


speed. 
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By THE ‘“ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


THE worst things the Réntgen 
rays have done so far is the rays-ing 
of false hopes among the blind. 


















* 


The poor blind eyes that were turned 
in trembling hope towards Edison must 
close again in despair. It is only fair 
to the great inventor to say that he at 
once contradicted the erroneous reports 
which his remarks called forth. 


* * 


The Forfarshire Puritans thought 
they could force Mr. Ferguson to resign 


because he presided at a dinner of Licensed Victuallers and sai‘ 
that he saw no harm in a man enjoying his glass of beer. Of 
course, this is a terrible crime in a Puritan’s eyes. 
of this excessively virtuous Radical caucus are teetotallers ? 


How mar jy 


* * 


“The Sultan having regained his cheerfulness, has,’’ according to 
the Constantinople correspondent of the Daily Mail, ‘* ordered up 
the Imperial band to play to him again.’ I shouldn’t be a bit 
surprised if the Sultan’s private band drowned the European 


* * 


Fancy a lady with a fortune of eight thousand pounds walking 
round and proposing to every man she meets! 
Miss Hitchcock—ctat forty-five—whose sad case was in the Law 
Courts last week—did, and she has been sent to a lunatic asylum 
And this is Leap Year, too! 
to be maltreated in this fashion there is no knowing what will be 


That is what poor 


If old customs are 


* * 


LYRICS, (No. 51.) 


THE BALLADE OF THE, AUTO-CAR. 

Farewell, my steed, with glossy coat 
And black and flowing main, 

No more your tender mouth I'll jerk, 
Nor fret you with the rein. 

And all"that you will have to do— 
To munchjthe grass so green, 

For I, your loving;master, now 
Will drive an‘oil-machine. 


The horse I'll drive won’t buck or rea 
Or jib, or shy, or such, 

But if it doesn’t;blow me up 
It will surprise me much. 

Like you, I daresay it will stand 
Stock still, as any colt; 

Like you, I should not be surprised 
If one day it should bolt. 


I do not thinkjthat it will throw 
Me on a heap of stones, 
But-there are many other ways 
By which to break my bones; 
And I’ve no doubt that I shall oft 
Feel just about to boil, 
Of course, my clothes will reek with grease, 
And also reek with oil. 


So, take i all in all, I think 
I’d better stick to you, 

My Arab steed of flesh and blood, 
Just for a year or two. 

The auto-car is very nice, 
And clever, I’ve no doubt, 

But, still, I’il first let all my friends 
Its little pranks find out. 





“] understand that drinking is one of your husband's failings ? 
“ Pailings? Oh, no—it is one of his most nota»le successes!” 








Suggestive ! 


THE sonsie maid was sweet seventeen, 
Her ma was nine-and-thirty ; 
And aye the latter kept a keen 
Surveillance o’er her Gerty. 
Herself, she read the choicest books 
By firms Parisian printed, 
But when the girl cast longing looks 
Theretowards, she suavely hinted : 
‘“‘ Forbid you, love, this tale I must! 
A mind untrained and restive 
Like yours, my dear, might find it just 
The least 
Bit 
Suggestive !'' 
The maid was loved by many a swain, 
Who craved some chance of spooning ; 
And she with this or that would fain 
Have gone, at times, a-mooning. 
But Ma would still give sound advice, 
With ne’er a world of snarling : 
“T’m sure young So and-So is nice ! 
But still you won't, my darling, 
Walk out alone with him, I trust. 
I'd really feel distressed if 
You found his frivolous converse just 
The least 
Bit 
Suggestive | 


When Gertie's age was twenty-three, 

And Gertie’s heart was weary 
Of wasting in a world where she 

Was barred from all things cheery. 
She to her mother spake one day: 

‘“ Have pity on your daughter, 
And place her in a convent, pray! 

For, if you've rightly taught her, 
She’ll ne’er (except in themes discussed 

By pale-faced nuns unfestive) 
Find aught on earth that isn't just 

The least 
Bit 
Suggestive !!"’ 
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Man (comin j up be/ nd 7s Bunt ye over or give ye a lea i,s sir, whit th you plea se } 


The Mare’s Nest. 


JOHN BugRNs :— 


(;00D gracious, who'd have ever thought 
Of this? Well—there, I’m—blessed ! 
Have we indeed but struggled, fought, 
To feather such a nest! 
Mare’s nest,” quoth I, ‘ there’s nought 
behind! ”’ 
h, I was ill-advised 
\nd this is what they go and find 
Well, there, I am surprised. 


I really wonder ‘‘ what the mob’ 
Of Battersea will do 

When they have grasped this little job 
And such a bad job, too ? 

They'll think their Member rather green, 
And possibly declare : 
‘John's ‘hobby’ really must have been 
A most Progressive Mare!” 


I'm much afraid that it amounts 
To a financial lie, 
To go and cook a town's accounts 
Beneath my eagle eye! 
Those clerks! Those clerks! They let 
me in; 
In decent broadcloth frocked, 
Silk-hatted children, they, of sin— 
A British Workman's shocked ! 


Oh, simple-minded workers, say 
That I am not to blame; 
I've watched those clerks from day t 
day, 





a 
. / Ji * 
ew ys V\\4 


VERY OBLIGING. 


That they have out-manceuvred me 
I always shall regret- 

Indeed, as anyone may see, 
I'm very much upset ! 


Such ‘‘ goings on”; ah, so to speak, 
Such awful “ goings on”’! 

My trust in Burns is gr \wing weak, 
In human nature—gone. 

Fair language to express my grief 
In vain do I employ 

Bad language would be a relief, 
But - ‘‘ not before the boy!” 


I see but one, good, perfect plan 
To keep off moral rust, 
It is to put a working man 
In every place of trust! 
tewards of honour he should reap 
As up, up, up he mounts 
Besides, he cannot even ‘ keep, 
Much less, then, ‘*cook”’ accounts ! 


Your honour, Britain, therefore place 
In naught but Horny Hands; 

And they will help you in your race 
With all competing lands. 

Let silken tiles that cost a sov. 
Be humbled now to the 

Cloth caps and battered bowlers of 
A pure Democracy. 


O, London, I am with you yet, 
Your clerks may come and go, 

J still remain, so don't you fret, 
I'n re, if somewhat s! 
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As “down the ringing grooves of 
change 
You rush Progressively 
To learn new things both wild and 
strange, 
‘You'll find no change in me! 


1” 


But I digress—I—ah—tThis nest ? 
I trust you’)] be content, 
To hear I never even guessed- 
Hence this astonishment! 
‘Mare’s nest,” quoth I, ‘ there's 
nought behind.” 
How very ill-advised ! 
And this is what they go and find 
Well, there, J am surprised 


Connubial Amenities. 


Mrs. Rowdie (to her husband).—* It 
strikes me, Charles, that you’re ‘ going 
to the dogs.’” 

Mr. Rowdie (airily).—‘‘No; cats! 
I’m just going to call on your mother 
and sister! ”’ 


a a 


The Cycling Craze. 

Magistrate (to Would-be Suicide).— 
“Why did you attempt to take your 
life?" 

Would-be Suicide (sobbingly).—“ Be- 
because, your Worship, try—try 45 
can I—I cannot manage to ride a bi— 
bicycle!” ) 
M trate.—*Um'! Verv sad case 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 212.) 


HAS BECOME 


NEST 
—Daily Paper. 
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Is ENTIRELY UNFIT TO CABRY ON BUSINESSES 


ATING BODY OF AMATEURS, 
STIMULATED BY SELF-INTEREST.” 
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HONEST JOHN “BURNS (LOQ.).—‘BLESS ME! MY MARE’S 


“THe Lonpon County CoUNCIL. A FLI 
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Wee Me — J ree YM Yi FZ [The Graphic deplores the fact that 

ie ee Ti “ VY, GE ladies are appearing on orchestras as 
| Ge tt 4LZZLL players of wiud instruments. | 

, A , g iy i THE blare of the cornet, oh, study to 

CPE ) CRIMSG'-l 7” scorn it! 

ea Tt | PILGKIM S THE Too long in our ears has its music 

wie 2 been dinned; 
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WHAT IT MUST COME TO. 
In these daya of ‘*mystery plays,’’ Biblical titles, alle 


ur actors adopting apparel in keepinz 


sé ’ 9) . 
Fun’s”’ Filosophy. 

A PHILOSOPHER looks upon trouble as a ec 
medicine, while the foo! regards it as poison. 

I cannct see why certain people should receive so much: praise 
for their ingeniousness. It 1s far easier to tell the truth than to 
manufacture a plausible lie. 

There are three ways of financing. The first is to live withi: 
your income; the second, to live beyond it, and the third to live 
without an income at all. The first and the last are the most 
difficult. 

The man who is always full of thought is frequently very empty. 

Those men who cannot find anything in this world to admire 
except themselves are not really so difficult to please as might be 
imagined. 

What a number of people become pure, virtuous and religious 
when they cannot fill any other parts in the drama of life. 
sa remarkable difference in the way in which most 
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© ito AY OF A lady is sharpest as fiddler or harpist, 
And men succeed better at ‘ raising 


the wind !”’ 





Briton v. Teuton. 


‘In the debate in the German Reich- 
stag over the affair of the lieutenant 
who ran an unarmed civilian through 
the body, Count Stolberg said he 
admired the English army, but its basis 
differed so widely from the German that 
it would be impossible to transfer its 
customs to theirs.—Daily Paper. 


nd 


Count STOLBERG spoke not here amiss— 
One difference, we agree, 

Is that the British army is 
Not ‘‘ made in Germany.”’ 


Our men can ride to meet their doom 


In bold, unbroken mass ;: 
Long time they held besieged Khartoum 
And braved the Chitral Pass. 


But all proclaim Germania’s son 
The braver of the two, 

Because he has the pluck to run 
A poor civilian through ! 








- 

; Unkind. 
g vv) / fy Mrs. Sarkastick (to her husban 1).— 
Meg Hy} Wy “Jo—John, I have a s—s—slight im— 

Cia ’ 4444 . . ” 

Peveo“= Yi Ying pediment in my speech.’ 

— | CS i Mr. Sarkastu -* Well, don’t worry 
it; treat it kindly, and perhaps it will 





grow bigger, and block up your organ of 
tia speech altogether! ”’ 


Zz 
/ 
= yg Spare the Rod and Spoil 


the Child. 


Inquiring Stranger.—* What branch 
of education does your teacher prefer, 
my boy ?’’ 

wae may expect Boy.—** He don’t use no brarch, sir: 
he hits us with the pointer.”’ 


THE Boor WAS ON THE OTHER Foor. 
The Peacemaker.—“ Of course, he hasn’t behaved very well, but 
at the same time I think you ought to make allowances for him.” 


Injured Wife.—‘‘Make him an allowance? The wretch! No, 
indeed, that is just what I want him to make me, and he 
shall, too.’’ 


PARLIAMENTARY LANGUAGE. 


Smith.—‘‘I understand that you are going to get rid of the 
waitresses in the refreshment department of the House of 
Commons. Why is that?” 


One Who Knows.— Why, to tell the truth, it is expected that 
the next session will be a very angry one, and the members don't 
care about expressing their feelings before the innocent girls.” 


After a time there is not much difference between a Son of Toil 
and a Ton of Soil, barring the weight. 

Lives there a man with soul so dead who never to himself hath 
said, ‘‘I wish I had thought of saying that to the man who was 
chaffing me just now, instead of making the tame reply whic! 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 31. 


BoTCHER, THE GREATEST INVENTOR OF THE AGE, IS ABOUT TO TAKE THE CyctInc Worztp RB 


yr 


> 2 STORM WITH HIS LATEST INVENTION, “Tus LIGHTNING 
PETRESCENT,” OR “ Frxep-Racer WHEFLI rR.” 
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The advantages of doing a trip to Siberia. or the North Pole, without leaving one “] ‘ le, are ianife enor i To ae iplish thi deed of 
derring do” a panoramic view of the whole route should be fixed on ipright be} the fi I r , present the track,on which fix your “Lightning 
Petrescent Wheeler.’ Botcher claims that all risks to life or limb are completely obviated, . a - Ving In SPde—PAnctures 6yves Hale 


an impossibility ! 








tion to the man at the roller to “ harry up,” and 


yi ‘ 7 fatal 7 tat _— { +} } p ‘ ; 
The rate of progress of the rider 1s regulated y the quick, r S10W, ung whys } t " shinks little of 
| » a0 +) : buoty morc ie] ; ; ibe 
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1 leave a Zimmerman hopelessly in the lurch in atew in ents, especially it he } ’ When he arrivea 
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i loing the journey to Brighton and back in ten minutes He at thie seed ; ' with ne wind 
' 2 - . ar ] i t ir he arres "eR q ‘ ati ‘ ntrivance - \ " is strong win 
at ‘a dusty bit of road” Biffles is ready with a flour bag. An ordinary downpour ! paint ' , ‘ 
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$¥ THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 

Wednesday.—Had some hours at the Society’of Arts with Major- 
General Sir Owen Tudor Browne. Afterwards to dine with the 
ladies at the National Liberal Club. Then home to disguise myerelf 
as some one else, and so to the first Covent Garden Ball of the 
season. In the middle of the fun heard that St. George's, Hanover 
Square, was on fire. Ran round to look—it was a blaze! ,-_ 

A PRETTY FLARE UP, 
Belgravia was wailing, 
Tyburnia likewise 
Was shedding unavailing 
Tear drops from its eyes. 
**Oh! how shall we get married ? ”’ 
Exclaimed these noble dames, 
As wide the news was carried 
‘*St. George’s is in flames.” 
However, it was not so bad as supposed, and a sufficient portion 
of the structure remains for the conclusion of the unstable contract 
referred to. 

Thursday.—Ran over to the opening of the New University at 
Paris. They were very glad to see me, and asked me to stay 
dinner, but I was engaged to dine with the Cutlers at their 
Sheffield Feast. Went accordingly. 

Friday.—Made my way to Burnley and helped Mr. Bayard give 
away Science and Art prizes. Hurried back and gave the Ear! 
of Warwick a helping hand at opening the Stanley Show of 
bicycles—and other things. Hada good time among the “ spinning 
wheels’ which girls use now-a-days; after which I attended 
the meeting of the Theatrical Ladies’ Guild (disguised as a 
prude) and really enjoyed myself very much; such nice girls 
there, and Miss Terry gave me a badge (in mistake for 
someone else) and called me ‘‘dear.’’ It was worth all the 
trouble. Mrs. Carson, the tireless hon. secretary and founder of 
the Guild, remarked, in answer to compliments, that ‘“ they” 
won't let her act, 80 she must work to carry off her energy. And 
yet we think ——! 

LEADING BUSINESS. 

‘‘They won’t let me act,” says sweet Kitty, 

‘So, to let off the steam, I must work,”’ 
And so, an Apostle of Pity, 

She's found where hard poverties lurk. 
And yet, after all, 1s she cheated 

The inmost desire of her heart ? 
To care for the sad and defeated 

That's acting a very good part. 








HUN. 








Been very histrionic to-day, having taken another trip to Paris 


to be at the private view of the Theatrical Exhibition. 


Saturday.—Noticed in the papers a reference to the cab strike. 
Had forgotten all about it. Went out to look for it, but couldn’t 
find itanywhere. Went over to the Empress Frederick’s birthday 
party given by the Kaiser. Wished her many happy returns, and 
managed to get away before the Emperor could explain to me in 
detail the proper method of organising evening festivities. 


Monday.—Spent the day among the miniatures at the Grafton 
Gallery—in the evening saw the Prince and Princess safely off for 
Blenheim. 


Tuesday.—Caught cold—went to bed—am there still. 


THE SPOTTER. 


A Sigh from a Suburban Snailway. 


To each creature who goes by our slowest of slows, 
Scrubby Station and station betwixt, 

We have shown that our laws are as firmly as those 
Of the Medes and the Persians fixed. 

We have watchers lynx-eyed, hence and hither to ride ; 
We have epies on the platforms to lurk: 

And when bye-laws are broken, it’s sorrow betide 
The unfortunate breaker! We work 

With our main and our might to ensure that a right 
Heavy punishment promptly is laid 

On the wight who, though never so slightly, may slight 
The beneficent bye-laws we’ve made ! 


Such a whip-hand we've had o’er our patrons, egad 
That each loon whom our snail-engine draws 

Knows he needs must put up with annoyances sad, 
Or be summoned for breaking the laws! 

We have hardened our heart to each grievance and smart 
Which the passenger’s soul might disturb, 

Yet we've lashed at each lapse on the passenger’s part 
With an ardour that nothing could curb. 

3ut our ardour is checked, and our happiness wrecked ; 
For the Bench to our eyes has conveyed 

The preposterous hint that OURSELVES MUST RESPECT 
The beneficent bye-laws we’ve made!!! 


New Leaves. 


Tue December issue of A Beautiful World contains the report of 
a speech by Mr. William Morris, which, it is believed, was the last 
utterance delivered by him on any public occasion. 


The eleventh edition of ‘‘The Lincoln Stamp Catalogue” and 
‘‘Lincoln Stamp Album” is to hand. It contains a full and 
comprehensive description of Stamps and information as to the 
Designs, together with Historical and Geographical Notes, 
necessarily of interest and value to Philatelists. 


’ 


A small volume of poems, with an inclination for a humorous 
turn, entitled ‘‘In Jolly Land,’ has just been issued by Messrs. 
Andrews and Co., at the exiguous price of one shilling. 


The Christmas number of ‘he Western Weekly News is again 
pre-eminent for good seasonable stories and appropriate illustra- 
tions. The leading story, ‘‘ Next of Kin,”’ is written by one of F’un’s 
old boys, G. R. Sims, a sufficient recommendation. 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as “‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 


(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 
§. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “ Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 
Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them a8 
“ Hovis" is stamped “ Hovis.”’ 
Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 lbs. and 7 lbs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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I went to see Little Hyolf at the Avenue 
and, well, there ! Upon my word, I never 
did, never! They say enough is as good asa 
feast—and Little Eyolf is a positive banquet. 
Cook Ibsen has boiled the whole hog this 
time. So far as I could make out, this is 
the story: A gets married to B, A is an 
individual who is writing a book, B is a lady 
who is a pent-up volcano of passion. Unt 
them a child is born, and he tumbles down 
and is lamed for life because his mother and 
are too busy love-making to pay attention to the baby. 
Thenceforth a Terrible Remorse pursues them—although, strangely 
enough, they don’t know it. On the contrary, Bb complains 
because her husband does not pay her sufficient attenti 
Even when she opens a bottle of champagne for him, and her 
golden hair is hanging down her naked back, he doesn’t drink. 
Isn’t that awful of him? Ofcourse, this champagne business is only 
symbolical—-that which it symbolises makes the matter a4 little 
more nauseating, that is all. Then she begins to wish in a 
shadowy, indefinite sort of way that little Eyolf, the child in 
question, would die, and so cease to distract her husband’s atten- 
tion from the champagne and her golden hair. But when the 
tat Wife comes along, and, taking a tune out of the pipe of the 
pied gentleman of Hamelin, lures little Eyolf—for no earthly 
reason—into the fjord, where he is drowned, B gives a mighty 
shriek and gurgle that startles the workmen on the Surrey side 
of the Thames. 

From this moment the Terrible Remorse becomes rampageous. 
It pursues them, and the audience, who haven’t had anychampagne, 
and want it badly, it haunts them, they talk of nothing else. No- 
body in the audience understands a word what they are talking 
about; Aand B indulge in various wrangles as to whose fault it was 
that little Eyolf was lucky enough to get drowned. I say lucky 
enough, because I think the poor child had a happy release from such 
parents. The effect of his father and mother on us, who only had 
to stand them for a couple of hours, was awful enough—a lifetime 
of them would be taking a roundabout way to Bedlam. 

Well, A and B go maundering on in just the old sweet way. A 
is always looking out at the fjord, and uttering asping gurgles 
about the wide-open eyes of little Eyolf at the bottom of the ea. 
His wife shortly afterwards joins in the chorus, and we have the 
pair of them bewailing the wide-open eyes. Mixed up with this 
Norwegian puzzle is the hopeless love of C for A. C is supposed to 
be A’s half-sister, but she isn’t. In the end, A and B determine to 
run a home for poor children, and we go out to get disinfected. 

What do you think of that for an afternoon’s amusement? Of 
all the crazy, stupid, meaningless tirades I think Little Eyolf is the 
worst. Ibsenites tell us there is a great moral lesson beneath: all 
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FUN. 


this, if you dig deepenough. I've dug right through till I’ve got to 
Australia, but the only moral I can find is, don't marry a wife 
who gets amorously drunk on allegorical champagne. 

Little Eyolf was superbly played by Miss Janet Achurch, intel- 
lectually by Mr. Courtenay Thorpe, skilfully by Miss Elizabeth 
Robins, delightfully by Master Stuart Dawson, naturally by Mr. 
Lownes, and weirdly by Mrs. Patrick Campbell. But, ‘Oh, what 
a night ’’-mare! 


After Ibsen, Arthur Roberts. Whata delightful change! After 
the malodorous rags of the gutter, the White Silk Dress. The 
“second edition’’ of Mr. Dam's musical play at the Prince of 
Wales’ is as different from the first as chalk differs from cheese. 
Mr. Arthur Sturgess has taken the piece in hand, and has com. 
pletely renovated The White Silk Dress, now a very bright and 
becoming garment indeed. 
pleats, let it out in places, and generally given it style and finish. 
Mr. Arthur Roberts is in fine form just now, and the whole show 
goes with a bang from beginning to end. 

GOSSAMER. 


Messrs. A. and S. Gatti have concluded arrangements with M. LL. 
Mayer, Esq., for the appearance of Madame Sarah Bernhardt and 
Company at the Adelphi Theatre in June next. 
rformance of the new drama, The Hiss of Delilah, 
Messrs. George Grant and 
this play, which 


The first p 
was given on Friday last at Drury Lane. 
James Lisle are responsible for the composition of 


will be fully noticed in our next issue. 

A topical sketch, The Concert of Europe, is announced for the 
0th November at the London Pavilion 

mr fa ; ’ . ‘ } ‘ 

The mid-winter show of the National Chrysanthemum Society 
commences to-day at the Royal Aquarium. A remarkable display 
of late flowering varieties of superb character will be on view. The 
flower show will not interfere with the ladies’ cycle racing, which 
has proved most successful. 


On Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, Sth, 9th, and 10th inst., 
the second annual show of all kinds of foreign d rganised by 
the Chow Chow Club, will take place at the Royal Aquarium. 
There will be @ surprising gathering of dogs from all parts of the 
world. 


of Wales will to-day be nominated for the twelfth 
for election as Grand Master of Iinglish Master 
Quarterly Communication of Grand Lodge of 


v 


THe Prince 
year in successio? 
Masons at the 
Mark Masons. 


“FUN ALMANAC 


FOR 1897, 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2)d., 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 24d. TO ‘*FUN’’ OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


217 


He has turned it inside out, taken in 








Delicious and Nutritious. 


~BIRD’S 


Enhances the acceptability of every 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 





CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO 





~ Gadbury’s 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadultsrated.” 


—PFamity OocTor. 
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RBSTABLISHED if 


Polishing 
</P 


and Brilliantly 
Pietinold, &. 





The most reliable poqgents for 
ing Brass, Copper, . Britannia 
every where. 


Bote Manufacturers : 
Lendon Office: St. George's Hous, Hastcheap, 3.0 


USED 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD, 


Needham’s | 
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GREEN’S PATENT 





ARCTIC LAMPS 


A perfect Light for decorative purposes. 
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What they are! 
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A novel form of candle holders, in outward appearance resembling | YET NOT 
fine wax candles. They are constructed on the same principle as | 
a carriage or reading lamp, in which the candle, euclosed in a metal ie 
tube, is forced up as it burns by means of a spiral spring inside. 

They are clean and simple to refill, and require no attention or 
trimming when alight. 


What they do! 








| CANDLE. 








They supply a long-felt want wherever candles are used, entirely 
preventing the candles guttering, and the danger of the ornamental 
shade taking fire. 

They allow of the candles being burnt to the very end; yet in 
appearance they do not vary in height, thus saving a great amount 
of unnecessary waste. The candles are extinguished without smoke 
or smell, and without necessitating the removal of the shade. 


What they are for! 





The decoration and lighting of dinner tables and rooms. They 


fit in any cand 


ordinary candle shades can be used with perfect safety, they are 
invaluable for this perpen alone. 

They are especial 
where the want of candle is much felt, they not being affected by 
draught, and burning steadily whatever the temperature may be. 


What they cost! 


lestick, and always remain the same height. As 


y adapted for use in India and other hot countries, 





Considering the saving in candles and burned shades, and the 
advantages obtained by using them as stated above, the initial cost 


is trifling. 


They last a lifetime, and are very economical to use, costing less 
than the commonest wax candle would without the Arctic Lamp. 


s‘* Extinguished,”’ by 
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Phil May- 


Arctic Lamp (loq. to unprotected candle): “ Good bye, old fellow! You are 
too old-fashioned for this world. I am master of the situation now!” 
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Showing the ARCTIC 
LAMP, with Shade 
Support and Extin- 
guisher attached. The 
Jower spring is adjust 
sable, and fits firmly on 
any sized candlestick 


“nozzle, } 








PRICES (COMPLETE WITH. SHADE SUPPORT): 


Brass Fittings. Plated Fittings. 
6-inch, size of a 6's Wax Candle, for small Candlesticks, Pianos,etc. .... 9. 10s. 6d. per pair. 


8-inch 9 i's ” » tall - Candleabra,etc. 10s. .. .. 11s. 6d. ” 
If by post, 8d. per pair extra. 
ARCTIC LIGHTS. —suitable Candles for burning in the Arctic Lamp (highly reeommended) : 
For 6-inch Lamps, burning about 44 hours, is, 4d, per box of 12; postage 44d. 
» §8-inch ” ” ” 7 ” 2s. ” ” ” ” 
If a quantity is sent by post, the difference in cost of postage will be refunded. 


SAFE, ARTISTIC, ECONOMICAL. 


PATRONISED BY ROYALTY. 


USED IN ALL QUARTERS OF THE GLOFE. 


Useful Presents for Christmas & the New Year. 





The ARCTIC LAMPS, etc., can be obtained through any of the leading Silversmiths, Lamp 
Dealers, Furnishing Ironmongers, etc., in the United Kingdom ; but should there be any difficulty in 
see \ng them in the country, write for Illustrated Catalogue, and name of nearest Agent, to— 


49, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, E.C. (Wholesale only). 
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Section of ARCTIC 
LAMP, showing er 
spring and action 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Down to Hanley to help the American Minister give 
the prizes away at the School of Art. He gavethem away with no 
perceptible accent. Came round by Crystal Palace to hear Mr. 
Le Gallienne talk about “ Sixty years of literature.” Then down 
to Canterbury to help Dean and Chapter elect an Archbishop. They 
elected Dr. Temple. Only fancy! I breathed again when I heard 
the result, 

A DANGER PASSED. 


The Church wherein be held a See 
Undoubtedly respected him, 
Nor did the Premier doubt when he 
For Primacy selected him ; 
The Queen approved, and now the Dean 
And Chapter have elected him. 
Oh my! What larks it would have been 
Supposing they’d rejected him ! 
Passed a pleasant hour at St. George’s Hospital with the Hindoo 
contortionist. Afterwards dined with the Nailless Horse-shoes at 
the Hotel Cecil. 


Thursday.—Read a report of a lecture by Mr. Paul, M.P., con- 
sisting of a speech by Lord Rosebery. Saw also by the papers 
that, emboldened by the failure of the cab strike, the tramway 
men are becoming “restless.” Well, well—just as they like, of 
course. Ran over and opened the Hungarian Diet forthem. Got 
back in time to take the new P.R.A. down to Windsor to get his 
knighthood, insignia, and things. Dined with the Thanksgiving 
Day Americans at the Hotel Cecil. 


_ Friday.—Went over to look at the floods in Athens—“ a sorry 
sight.” Hurried away and spent the rest of the morning at the 
Exhibition of the Old Water Colour Society. Then went and 
looked round at Sotheby’s while some books were sold. Went in 
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the evening to the Agricultural Hall, where lady-cyclicts in 
conclave sat, Amusing discussion as to whether members should 
be allowed to ride in skirts, with a separate “skirt captain and 
apart from the bloomer contingent. The bloomers were mag- 
napimous ! 


SO KIND OF THEM. 
The dames who like to mount the “ bike" 
About costume are fumers, 
While one exerts herself in skirts, 
Another dons the blamers ; 
But gratified are those who ride 
In skirts, since now it's stated 
By those who dress in—something less 
They will be tolerated. 


Saturday.—Went to look at some rare old china at Duveen's iu 
Old Bond Street. Splendid collection, couldn't keep my eyes off it 
—and hardly my hands. Hurried from the temptation down to 
the Birmingham Cattle Show. ‘ Who drives fat cattle should bim- 
self be fat.’ Felt I had no right to drive fat cattle, so left 
hurriedly. Came round by Brighton, and helped to inaugurate the 
Brighton and Rottingdean Long-Shore Railway. Carriage some- 
thing like a huge lift on trestles. Interesting, but chilly ride. 
Back to town in time to see the Shakespearian Show at Merchant 
Taylors’ Hall. Very pretty show, but parlous slow withal. Thence 
to smoking concert in the new Grand Hal! at the Hotel Cecil. 


Monday.—Went by the new South-Eastern Vestibule train to 
Hastings. (Whew! it was cold down there!) Across the water 
afterwards to see the Italian Chamber re-assemble properly, also 
saw Sir H. H. Kitchener safely into Cairo. Had an hour or two with 
the Dutch Masters at the French Gallery, and passed rest of the 
time at concerts, dinners, and that kind of thing, in celebration of 


St. Andrew's Day. 


Tuesday.—Had a look at the chrysanthemums at the Aquarium 
—capital show, especially for the time of year. Afterwards helped 
them open (at Nunhead) one of those public libraries Mr. Passmore 
Edwards has a habit of giving to the public. Then down to Oxford 
to see the young men misbehave themselves in fits of virtuous in- 
dignation about something or other. 


80 CONVINCING, 


When a party such breeding has shown 
As justifies socially “‘ chucking '’ him, 
You can slways exhibit your own 
By mobbing the fellow and ducking him ; 
When (abusing his pow’r) he has done 
A thing that is wrong to the college eye, 
Why, set on him, sixty to one, 
And make him indite an apollege-eye. 
Tue Srorren. 


Noricz.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and essed envelope. 


No. 1,648. 





—==——=—— TT 








t “ 


P3 2 


7 ~~ . 


OTR Bet DAES 4h Le. 


i 


ne a ee 
. 08 me 


oom 


or a as 


ae 





2 SO or ea 
EE Ae cme 


<2 oe ee eee 


Ter Tes 


or 


P= es 


Rie i ee im - 
be Aaa ADetemaenconre . 


REN tere 
Ps 


Sayre 


oo ae F oe] 






ae a “ 






- 2 ean 








© ee We ew 





- 


* oo ee 











— 


“+ 


wae 





Pee nt erates 








































































































“sco 
ea 


re ae 


ae ee 


— 


te aad 
“ 
























Successful Cattle Breeder.—* What, you have never been to the Cattle Show? Oh, 


you should come: I am very big there this year.” 


Innocent Young Lady. 


Arctic Lamps. 


Amoncst the new illuminants is a tubular candle-holder, so con- 
structed as to force up the candle as it burns, thus obviating that 
unornamental attribute attendant upon a lighted candle, viz., 
guttering. This simple mechanism saves vexation in the shape of 
singed shades, a not uncommon result when decorating and lighting 
dinner tables and rooms. The cost is very moderate, and speedily 
effects a saving in candles and burned shades. Mr. Phil May has 
humorously delineated the Arctic Lamp superseding the un- 

rotected candle, which is too old-fashioned for this world. The 
idea evidently occurred to the immortal bard, Shakespeare, who 
wrote ‘‘ How far that little candle throws its beams! So shines a 
good deed in a naughty world.’’ The lamps can be seen in use at 
the show rooms of ‘I'he Arctic Light Co., 179, Regent Street, W. 


Old England's Annual is a new Christmas publication, pro- 
duced by Messrs. C. W. Faulkner and Co., in the very best styte. 
One of the two plates accompanying the annual is a mezzotint 
replica of Lord Leighton’s “ At the Fountain,” which was in the 
Academy the season before last. This picture alone is more than 


worth the price of the annua rhe stories and illustrations are 
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‘‘Oh, I thought they only exhibited cattle there! ’”’ 








Dense. 


Mr. Enthusiast.—‘'‘ My daughter plays 
the piano with her soul.” 

Mr. Chumple.—‘' With her sole! Then 
I call it exceedingly unladylike of her !’’ 





He Had Been Fined. 


| 

| First Railway Passenger.— Educa- 

| tion is a fine thing, sir.” 

Second Ditto (growlingly).—“‘It has 
been ever since the School Board has 
been in force—confound it !"’ 


| Thinking of Number One. 

Patient (mournfully ).-—‘*‘ My health is 
in a very low state, doctor.” 

Doctor (cheerfully). — ‘* Never mind 
about that, my dear sir, so long as your 
purse—beg pardon, pulse—isn’t in a low 
state !”’ 


The Price of Bread. 
By MR. QUIVERFUL. 


FOLKs growl about bread going up, 
But, heavens! It quite makes me 
frown 
To see my kids breakfast and sup, 
And notice how it’s going down! 


Slice after slice does disappear— 
Oh, ‘‘crumbs,’’ what appetites they’ve 
got ! 
The * Staff of Life,’”’ I sometimes fear, 
Will choke them dead upon the spot 


It’s ‘‘ fancy’ bread they fancy most, 
And like it fresh, but if it’s dry 

They, so to say, have me “ on toast,”’ 
And gorge the butter till I sigh ! 


Quite Superfluous. 
[The Shah of Persia intends in future 


= sc | to act as his own Prime Minister.— 
me pl “ Daily Paper. 
> BecavusE the Shah's assumed the 
helm, 


It can’t be said to change the case, 
Since in his Oriental realm 
He always held the premier place. 


Bon-Bons. 


VERY pretty caps in form of flowers 
Are concealed in Christmas cosaques, 
By Sparagnapane and Co., whose powers 
3reed infinite jests and larks. 


“Lays” of an English Housewife. 


[The Westminster Gazette has an interesting paragraph on the 
erroneous, but popular, use of the transitive verb ‘‘ lay ” instead of 
the intransitive “ lie.’’) 


I PLACED my baby in her cot, 
For I wished to scrub and scour ; 

But teething pains—poor dear—she’d got, 
And down she would not Lay an hour! 


My husband’s work at seven begins, 
But he’s just like all the men ; 

For, unless I 'woke and kicked his shins 
At six, he would tay till ten! 

In trousers neat to keep my boy, 
I had need be precious rich ; 

For, the whole day long, his only joy 

LAYIN in tne G tcn | 
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A Young Brute. 


He thought he was a very funny 
fellow, so he said to the fair girl seated 
by his side :— 

“T hope that powder on your face 
won’t go off, dear! ”’ 

But she didn’t see the fun of such a 
remark, and begun to weep copiously. 

“Don’t cry any more, darling,” con- 
tinued the young brute, ‘“‘there’s no 
danger; the powder won’t go off now, 
it’s too damp!” 

Then the poor girl cried more than 
ever. 


eR nena tense 


National Characteristics. 
American Girl (wishing te crush a 
rival).—‘* And so you are Scotch? How 
nice! By the bye, is it true that ifa 
gentleman looks at a Scotch girl at a 
party, she always says, ‘Thank you, 
just a little drop, with sugar and lemon, 
please?’ ”’ 

Scotch Girl.—‘‘ Oh, yes! Just as true 
as what is said of the American girl, that 
ifa man smiles at her she always says, 
‘This is very sudden, but I guess you’d 
better ask popper.’ ”’ 
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Self-Evidert. 
She.—*‘I wonder why it is that women 
are so fond of wearing widow’s weeds? ”’ 
He.—** Because it is the only garb that 
a@ woman can wear which informs the 
world at a glancethat she is disengaged 
and open to an offer.” 
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Not Applicable... 


Scene: Railway Carriage. 


— — ie. 


Male Passenger (to friend, referring to 
what a lady passenger has been saying). 

“Well, I must confess, I do not 
admire the Pharisee.”’ 

Lady (indignantly). -‘Sir! You are 
no gentleman! You are——”’ 


fore. 


Fourth City Mutual Building Society. 


THE 34th annual meeting of this society was held at the Cannon 
Street Hotel on the 30th ult., under the presidency of Mr. Alderman 
Halse. The holders of investing shares are to receive 44 per cent., 
and the depositors obtain 4 per cent., and downwards. The storm 
that wrecked so many building societies a few years ago has worn 
itself out, and the stability of those societies which stood that test 
financially has grown firmer. The Building Societies’ Act of 1894, 
the outcome of the scare then prevalent, has inaugurated a system 
of accounts utterly uncommendable and, to a great extent, un- 
intelligible; a result not unexpected when regard is given to those 
who were responsible for the preparation of the Act. The accounts 
will serve very well to augment the size of a Blue Book, which 
ultimately assists in the ignition of domestic fires, previously 
&ppearing in some tradesman’s shop. Lord Macaulay’s Essay upon 
Prize Poems seems apposite, which he considered resembled 
fattened sheep, only fit to make candles, and the prize poems only 
fit to light them. May the Fourth City Mutual endure for another 





| 34 years; and may Mr. James Higham, the manager, able and 


astute, be spared to watch over its destinies for very many years, 
the wish of everyone connected with the society, which is 


n prudent principles. 


Bill, the Bully 





y onger Lling).—** Y 
Male Passenger (smiling).—‘‘ You are BADINAGE. 

not phar-i-see ! — , o” 
And then she stormed worse than be- Long Tom,— Lookin’ for a job o work, mate ‘ 


—*Yus! Secketary or suthin o' that!” 


Sam Wellerisms. 


“Now we shan't be long,”’ as the boys said when they commenced 


smoking cigarettes. 


“He's wandering from his subjects,” as the Nihilist observed 
when the Czar was travelling. 


“She played me false,” 


C flat. 


as © sharp remarked when the girl struck 


‘At the last moment his heart failed him,” as the Coroner's jury 


replied when they were asked for a verdict. ; 
‘‘ We are rising men,” as the miller said to the baker when the 


rice of wheat went up. 


“ Rough and reddy,” as the girl described the Irish beggar’s hair. 


“They're arguing in & 
clowns were disputing in 


circle,” as the fellow explained when two 
& circus. 


“A very striking personage,” as the railway director called the 


cabmanp. 


Bad 


WHILE fishing 


a ee 


for the Bard. 


in the Tweed the other day Mr. Alfred Austin fell 


out of his boat into the river, and narrowly eer being drowned. 


he Poet Laureate appears to have a natural afh 1 
i vant he got into * hot water” over his verses 


the beginning of the 


on Dr. Jim's ride, and times 
‘cold water" on his poetical efforts. 
go further and say that h 


same undesirable elemen 


nity for water. At 


out of number the critics have thrown 
There are some, indeed, who 
is poetry itself is largely composed of the 


. 
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Celia.‘ The play is very poor—and decidedly improper, but 


('ynthia.—** But we can say we've seen it, dear, that’s one consolation.”’ 


UP-TO-DATE GIRLS! 


Celia.—** Exactly!’ 


How’s That? 


KRUGER: 


Tue simple, plain, unvarnished truth 
Is all I wish to tell; 

I've loved it from my early youth, 
It serves me very well. 

Some painters smooth defects away, 
Sucn is not Kruger’s whim ; 

Let these who see this portrait say, 
With confidence, ‘‘ That’s bim!”’ 


The sweet, sad smile I always wear 
Is faithfully portrayed ; 

The style in which I do my hair, 
My store-clothes (ready-made), 

My mild-eyed glance, thatseemsto speak 
Of depths of poesy— 

But, there, you'll gaze upon my c/leek, 
And," you'll remember me!” 


My patriarcha] atmosphere 
Is generally admired ; 
So bright, so marvellously clear, 
So chic, but so retired ! 
Oh, gaze upon the stately form 
Replete with pious grace 
tt f an affection warm 
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The wings ? 
me,” 
All featherly arrayed 
But since my earliest infancy 
They have not been displayed. 
I cannot count such growth a crime— 
I love the good and true— 

Walk in my footsteps and, in time, 
Those wings will ** grow on you.” 
Thenimbus? Well upon my word! 
I thought that you’d admit 

A little nimbus—how absurd— 
You haven’t noticed it ? 

Well, really, it is always there— 
Can’t see it? Never mind, 

It bangs about me, in the air! 
Perhaps you're colour blind ? 


Dear, dear, you see, you almost state 
That you've a little doubt— 

To think I could exaggerate ! 
It really puts me out— 

No, no, the plain unvarnished truth 
Is all I wish to tell— 

I've loved it from my early youth, 
It suits me very well. 


In confidence, as man to man, 
Il solemnly declare 
till this picture I began 


kpew 1 | was fair. 








H’m, yes! They ‘grew on 











9? 


But as I gazed in Kruger’s face 
A love most strange I felt; 
Till I became a common-place 

Narcissus of the Veldt. 


Ah me, thought I, what kindliness, 
Beams from those liquid eyes; 

Unknown till then, I must confess, 
It came as @ surprise! ‘ 

My clothes till then seemed poor and 

plain, 

At least to humble me; 

But now they seem to fairly shine 
With classic dignity. 

And so the picture grew and grew | 
Within my fevered brain ; 

The treatment possibly is new, 
But very, very plain. 

Some painters smooth defects away 
Such is not Kruger’s whim— 

Let those who see this portrait say, 
With confidence, ** Tnat’s him!” 


Already So. 
Miss Makup (sentimentally).—* Will 
you love me wneu I am taded and getting 
ou in years, dearest ?”’ 


own . 
Mr. Lhich 


- 


‘You know I a 
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HOW’S THAT ? 
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a4 . 
\y By THE *‘ ENFANT TERRBIBLE.”’ 


Ny id Gop spare Doctor Jim! 
Vv ~ * - 


That is not an ‘impertinent para- 
— graph.” It is very pertinent, indeed ; 
+> @ sentiment in the heart of every 
\! loyal Briton throughout the length and 
’ breadth of the United Kingdom. 
x * * 

Patriot — misguided patriot, if you 
will; hero—rash hero, if you will; 
Britain cannot spare him yet. There 
is much work for him to do; great work 

he has already done. 





God save Doctor Jim ! 

* 7 * 

Turkey is still reversing the usual order of things; it is not 
killed, nor is it stuffed—it is ‘‘stuffing’’ those who would kill it, 
more’s the pity. 

The London County Council was called into being because of the 
rottenness of the Metropolitan Board of Works. What is to suc- 
ceed the London County Council ? 

% * 7% 

We want no Yankee Tammany Hall methods in London’s politi- 
cal Government—despite Mr. John Burns’ assumed contempt for 
the Globe revelations. If he is content to rest quiet under the lash 
of that journal, we shall know what tothink of him. Jobn Burns— 


but not with righteous wrath. 


I give you this week a song shortly to be sung on the music halls 
When you hear it, please to remember your faithful ‘“‘ Enfant 
Terrible.” 

» is ” 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 52.) 
WHEN THE CURTAIN FALLS. 
(Copyright, all rights reserved.) 
All the world’s a stage, we’re told, 
In seven acts the play of life, 
Its story tells of Love and Gold, 
Of hope and trust, of pain and atrife. 
We each must play our little part, 
There is no turning back again 
When one day old we make a start, 
And end when we're three score and ten. 
To music of a mother’s voice, 
The curtain lifts, the play's begun ; 
To sad and sajemn requiem 
The curtain falls, the play is dons 
REFRAIN: 
After the curtain falls 
What then will the verdict be ? 
A smile of relief, ora tear of grief, 
What matters? we shall not see. 
But all who have watched the play, 
From gallery or from stalls, 
Will each in their turn a part have to learn 
Ere the curtain falls. 
An actor on the mimic stage 
A double part he has to play, 
‘Tis harder far to feign a rag: 
If he is feeling very gay. 
Perhaps he must pretend to b« 
A man whose dead to every joy, 
While just before he’s learned that he 
Is father of a baby boy. 
He has, perhaps i f 


' 
) 








REFRAIN :-— 
After the curtain falls 
He dresses as fast as he can, 
Despite pitying shrugs, the villain he hugs, 
And kisses the limelight man. 
Dancing a mad Scotch reel, 
A hansom he wildly calls, 
With a deafening shout, papa rushes out, 
When the curtain falls. 
The clown who laughs in noisy glee 
That you may always laugh with him, 
In anguish and despair, maybe, 
Knows Death is waiting, cold and'grim. 
“Here we are again!” he sings, 
And gaily starts to joke and rob— 
And then he rushes to the wings— 
A telegram—a gasp—a sob! 
But still he must enact his part, 
No time for e’en a tear to shed ; 
On to the stage to jest and laugh— 
What said the wire ?—* Your wife is dead,” 
REFRAIN :— 
After the curtain falls 
When the lights flicker dull and low, 
There is not a trace on the painted face 
Of the smile of a moment ago. 
Desolate—dazed—he stands, 
In anguish to Heaven he calls, 
A heart-broken moan—“ Alone, all alone!” 
When the curtain falls. 


Frivolets. 


Ko-Ko is right when he puts down the judicial humourist on his 
little list as one who “‘ never would be missed.”” Judges—especially 
those of a humorous disposition—know nothing! One says: ‘‘ You 
will pardon me—but what is a ‘bookmaker’’’? Another—poor, 
dear innocent !—has no idea of the meaning of the word “ super.”’ 
And now one of our oldest and ablest judges wants to know the 
whereabouts of the National Liberal Club! 


A proposal is on foot to allow ladies to practise in Court. Well, 
we know one or two places where a few pretty and civil’girls at the 
‘ bar’? would be a distinct improvement. 


Once more, up comes that hardy ‘‘ annual,’’ the suggested building 
of an artificial island to which all may repair who are weary of the 
rules and laws of civilised society. But why build an island? Why 
not cut off a piece of Turkey for this good cause? It would be an 
interesting place, where the Hyde Park stumper might meet the 
Sultan, the Emperor of China, a handful of Gallaghers, and New 
Women, and Irish “ patriots.”’ 


The Evening News recently had a short paragraph on “ Girls 
men dislike.”” Here are a few suggested addenda :— 

The girl who takes your seat inside just in this weather. 

The girl who sits in front of you at a matinée with half-an-acre 
of fruit and flowers on her hat, 

The girl who plays whist. 

The girl who ‘“‘ composes Christmas songs.’ 

The girl who sings them. 


’ 





The girl—gusbing young thing !—who must tell her friend, in 
some public place (a theatre for choice) ‘all about it—what he 
said, I said, you said——”’ oD RAP -¥ 


And the girl who ‘tells you what she thinks of you,’ knowing 
well that, were she a man, she would get her head punched. 


He was smoking a nice Havana, and on the seat opposite sat a 
workman puffing an inexpensive home-made cigar. He was so 
much annoyed by the fumes that came from the workman’s smoke 
that he resolved to end it. 

So he borrowed the cheap cigar as if to light his own, and did so, 
and then absently threw it out of the window as one woulda 
match. 

‘Oh, I'm so sorry,” he said to the ’orny-’anded one. ‘ How silly 
of me! Now you must take one of mine instead.”’ 

The workman took it, eyed it, smelt it. 

‘* This be a good ‘un,”’ he said, sententiously. 
I reckon I'll keep ’im till Sundye.”’ 

Whereupon he lit up another of his own. 


‘A raal good ‘un. 


‘The moonlight sleeps upon the bank,” 
at the local concert 


warbled the young lady 


Ho. so do 1 And ; 


ind a durned cold place 


DECEMBER 8, 1896. 
















































































i Sere ee ee 


Sra as ented ged, Regia 















Six eMcihilde, Rie RGR Rea is sine aia eae ae 


: 
4 
¥ 
i 
2 























DrEecEMBER 8, 1896. H UN, 





THE HANDY MAN.—No. 32. 


THE ESTEEMED BotTcHer As A Beav Ipeat Eprror. 
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Botcher is a model editor. At once the printer’s devil’s delight, and, as he pays double rates for rejected matter, the 
admiration of all contribators. It is a most refreshing sight to witness his unbounded enjoyment of a funny item when 
submitted to him, and for which the payment is never less than two guineas, no matter how often it may have appeared in back 
numbers of the Squib. He is again the especial pet of the person who dashes into the editorial sanctum with the MSS. of a 
political leader, which is going to make the world ‘‘squirm.”’ A ‘‘fiver”’ is thus ever readily obtained, although the matter ha 
simply been snipped from a contemporary and smells distinctly musty. 
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Then, the ever-resourceful Botcher has hit on a most happy method for the settlement of all contentions with his contributors 
or the public. The “fighting editor” of the West Meddleton Weekly Squrb is ‘ fixed up” in a padded room. A visitor, who 
happens to bring with him a thick stick, or a threatening gleam in his eye, is most courteously conducted to the “office of the 
dispute editor,” i.e., the padded room. 
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The dummy editor dodge works admirably. It is true that, when the Squib se SIO to be heating up more a ee 
usual, with a view to make the universe squirm a few turns squirmer, it sometimes becomes necessary to cine Pa a 2 1 alled 
fragments of the “fighting editor’ more frequently, but then, as everyone knows, dummy editors are cheap, anc prep emg eH 

‘io had an opportunity to thrash out his grievance and an editor at one and the same time, 


fs 
oO. 


individual, or irate contributor, has 
and without th asty necessity of br aking editorial bones. Pro bon(e)o puoi 
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/ THE rough and tumble Teddz's Wive: 
/~ reached its hundredth performance at the 
'{ Strand on Saturday evening, and a big 
Jf audience gathered together to see the fun. 
VAs A hundred days with one wife is usually 
; enough for any man—when he has several 
all at once, unless he has also the fortitude 
of a Mormon. No wonder a good many 
people were anxious to see now the hero at 
the Strand comported himself after so de- 
vastating an experience. Well, Teddy's Wives 
went with a roar from beginning to end, the strengthening of the 
cast by the addition of such popular favourites as Mr. Charles 
Glenny and Miss Sophie Larkin being a material improvement. 
The piece is quite of an old-fashioned order, but is a good sample 
of antediluvian humour, and, as this is an age of adulation of 
the antique, its success need not surprise anybody. 


The Pavilion Music Hall is going very strong just now; I have 
been to see Strength, as personified by the ever-beautiful Sandow 
and High Diplomacy in the shape of a new musical sketch, T/i 
Concert of Europe. Sandow is certainly more wonderful than ever. 
He not only gives you a whole set of dances with his muscles 
which jump up and down in rhythm to the music with a most un- 
canny effect ; but horses, snd men, and Roman chariots pass over 
him with positively no effect whatever. It would not surprise me, 
however, were Sandow shortly to raise a dozen men at poker, or 
to throw over hundreds of ladies who languish for a smile from 
this modern Hercules-Adonis. 

The Concert of Europe is a new sketch, written by Mr. Cayley 
Calvert, composed by Mr. Denham Harrison, represented by Mr. 
Leo Stormont, Mr. C. Raymond, and Miss Lyle, and produced by 
the versatile Mr. Adney Payne. Mr. Calvert has settled all the 
troubles that have for so long vexed the Statesmen of Europe by a 
few strokes of his pen. In Tie Concert of Europe the central figure 
is, naturally, John Bull. He bas several visitors; first, America, 
of whom he asks assistance to settle the Turkish Question, 
and, incidentally, to settle Turkey. After mutual compliments, 
America takes his leave. Then a fair young damsel, Russia, enters 
and tells us how fond she is of England. John Bull asks her to settle 
the Turkish Question. After mutual compliments, John Bull goes for 
a stroll to allow Russia's young man, France, to come and do 
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a quiet bit of spooning. Then J. B. returns, asks France to help 
him settle the Turkish Question, and, after mutual compliments, 
France takes his leave to leave the way clear to Russia’s other 
suitor (Germany) to come and pay his addresses. John Bull hates 
Germanv for its never-to-be-forgotten telegram, asks his help to 
settle the Turkish Question—it is quite a catechism, isn’t it?— 
and then, after more mutual compliments, sufficient time having 
been given to the stage carpenters at the back, the scene changes 
to a picturesque tableau showing the Concert of Europe playing in 
tune and the Sultan quite upset at the prospect of being sent 
about his business, which, when you come to think about it, is not 
wholly unnatural. The idea of The Concert of Europe is fairly 
clever, but the lyrics, dialogue, and the music are commonplace. 
Nevertheless, it seemed to please the packed Pavilion audience 
hugely; so gue voulez vous? Was machen sie? I don’t know the 
Russian for this, or I would give it you, just to keep up the cosmo- 
politanism of the thing. 
GOSSAMER. 


Mr. George Alexander has achieved agrand success in presenting 
Shakespeare's pastoral comedy, As You Like It, at the St. James’ 
Theatre. The part of Orlando appears to have been created for 
Mr. George Alexander, so naturally and romantically does he 
render this part. An innovation of carving Rosalind’s name upon 
astump heldin the hand isan improvement, and permits the 
actor to face his audience. Miss Julia Neilson is a most 
winsome, womanly, and charming Rosalind. At no time does she 
overstrain the part. Miss Fay Davis is a prettily becoming and 
attendant Celia. Mr. Esmond’s Touchstone is capitally performed, 
although, at times, his utterance is too quick to be audible. The 
Jaques of Mr. W. H. Vernon is complete, and the famous speech, 
the Seven Ages of Man, is a masterpiece in elocution, so 
distinct, clear, and emphatic is this actor's delivery. Miss 
Kate Phillips makes up very well as Audrey, but her 
rendering of the part is decidedly new. Miss Dorothea Baird 
is a very fair Phebe. Mr. James Fernandez plays the Duke 
in his usual vigorous and manly style. The scenery is very good, 
and particularly the forest scene, where the running brook 
murmurs along quite rustically and visibly. The Masque of 
Hymen, impersonated by Miss J. F. Opp, and the dances are very 
pretty, and Mr. Edward German’s music is delightful. Dr. Arne’s 
music, some of which is heard, is ever charming and full of solace. 
A success and a Jong run is evidently the lot of Mr. George 
Alexander with As You Like It. 


We must congratulate Mr. H. T. Brickwell upon his aécession 
to power as the lessee of the Garrick Theatre, which he opened on 
the lst inst., with My Girl, transferred in its entirety from the 
Gaiety Theatre. This well-favoured musical play has been rehabi- 
litated and brightened with new topical songs, such as ‘“ The 
Cinematograph " and “The Motor-Car,” and the tout ensemble has 
vastly improved. We miss Mr. Colin Coop as the Mayor of Port- 
hampton; Mr. Tim Ryley plays this part,and Miss Lillie Belmore, 
of Shop Girl fame, is more than a feature as the Mayoresrs. She 
was recalled three times, most deservedly. Mr. John Le Hay is 
inimitable in his character of Alexander McGregor, the bucket 
shopkeeper. Miss Ethel Sydney is very charming as May, the 
Vicar’s Daugbter. The entire performance was most enjoyable. 

The fourth anniversary of the opening of the Palace Theatre will 
be celebrated on Thursday evening, the 10thinst. Ourold incarna- 
tions of amusement, Herbert Campbell, Gus Elen, Dan Leno, 
E.J. Lonnen, ane others, are, by permission of their respective 
managers, to be present that evening. 































\\Dont Cough- use 


They at once check the Cough 
and remove the cause. 


The Unrivalled 


One Lozenge alone relieves. 
Sold everywhere, Tins 134d. each. 
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“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOR 1897, 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 24d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


2id., 


Fun’s Calendar for 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 

Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you ali”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication’’; “ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 


known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896”; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 

Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “ ** Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
boy ?”—* It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on! "—The 


Citizen, Gloucester. 

Fun Almanac for 1897, “containing a variety of useless and unreliable 
information,” to quote its own words, has just been issued. The 18 pages are 
filled with jokes and pictures in Mr, Fun’s best style.—Cheltenham Free Press. 


The Fun Almanac appears once more, with its usual allowance of jokes and 
witticisms and humorous drawings.—Star. 

Lots or Fun.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 

The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled 
‘Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 
seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. One ofthe best illustrated 
absurdities is “The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The 
‘Snap Shots ” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well 
worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign 
political situation.—Northern Ensign. 

Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times, 


The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 


a hearty laugh.— Dover City Chronicle. 
Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 2d.—Reynolds, 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled ‘“‘ Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in vjew of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press, 

Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.— News 
of the World, 








Fan Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better than ever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and ty ographical, neat, crisp, and 
original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—“ Political To aning "—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snow slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excitec 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on the rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.— Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Feminine Humour. 


(The other evening Mr. Barry Pain boldly informed the fair 
members of the Pioneer Club that the humour of woman, if it 
existed at all, was inferior to that of man.—Daily Paper. 


PAUSE in your criticisms vain, 
Or ill you may be faring ; 
Oh, Barry Pain! you carry pain 
By this unheard-of daring ! 
You will repent your reckless acts— 
That ladies have no humour 
Is scarcely consonant with facts 
A bold and baseless rumour ! 


No humour ? Pshaw! The thing's absurd, 
And no one but a gaby 

Would hold such views if he had heard 
Her babble to a baby. 

If humour chiefly do consist 
In ludicrous unreason, 

Then woman is a humorist 
Both in and out of season ! 


Her taper waist so tightly laced, 
The hats she has affected, 

Have made it clear her hum'rous taste 
Is to be much respected. 

Our sisters and our wives essay 
Divided skirt and bloomer ; 

So, Barry Pain, how can you say 
They’re quite devoid of humour ? 


We pray you stop your brutal game ; 
We think it half inhuman 

To cast a slur on the fair fame 
Of laughter-loving woman. 

To you it cannot appertain 
To talk about this treasure, 

Since Humour is unknown to Pain, 
But wholly kin to Pleasure ! 


The Future of the Port of London. 


AN enterprising engineer is circulating a Preliminary Sketch for 
an Uninterrupted Navigation to and from the Docks and the Port 
of London, and for preventing the flowing back of the copiously vast 
collections of sewage which are daily emptied into the Thames at 
Crossness. The writer suggests a mighty weir located somewhere 
about Gravesend, and which would cause the putrescent mud banks 
to be constantly covered, and so obviate those malodorous exhala- 
tions so well known to those of us who frequent the river. Is the 
suggestion practicable in all respects? That is the question. 





Tue time is rapidly approaching when we shall have to alter the 
old proverb, and write instead, ‘‘ The typewriter is mighter than 
the sword.” 
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Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 


Enhances the acceptability of every 


N6 EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 








NO ALKAL 


Cadburys 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


~FamilLy DocToar 


IES USED 


ESTABLISHED le. 


Polishing 
<> 


and BrilMantly 
Platinoid, &e. 


The most reliable pr 
Brass, Copper, 

everywhere. 

Bole Manufacturere : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIBL 


London Office: St. George's Hous. Hastcheap, £.0 


Needham’s 


Paste. | 
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GREEN’S PATENT 
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What they are! A_CANDLE 


A novel form of candle holders, in outward appearance resembling YET NOT 
fine wax candles. They are constructed on the siwe principle as 
a carriage or reading lamp, in which the candle, enclosed in a metal oa 
tube, is forced up as it burns by means of a spiral spring inside. 

CANDLE. 

















‘They are clean and siwple to refill, and require no attention or 
trimming when alight, 


What they do! 


They supply a long-felt want wherever candles are used, entirely 
preventing the candles guttering, and the danger of the ornamental 
shade taking fire. 

They allow of the candles being burnt to the very end; yet in 
appearance they do not vary in height, thus saving a great amount 
of unnecessary waste. ‘The candles are extinguished without smoke 
or smell, and without necessitating the removal of the shade. 


What they are for! 


The decoration and lighting of dinner tables and rooms. They 
fit in any candlestick, and always remain the same height. As 
ordinary candle shades can be used with perfect safety, they are 
invaluable for this purpose alone. 

They are especially adapted for use in India and other hot countries, 
where the want of candle is much felt, they not being affected by 
draught, and burning steadily whatever the temperature may be. 


What they cost! 


Considering the saving in candles and burned shades, and the 
advantages obtained by using them as stated above, the initial cost 

















ARCTIC LAMPS 


A perfect Light for decorative purposes. 
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is —s as foat ; : , ‘* Extinguished,’”’ by Phil May.- 
, , "Ss ’ . . ‘y= y 2g 
7 vey last a lifetime, and are very economical to use, co ting ess Arctic Lamp (log. to unprot-cted candle): “ Good bye, old fellow! You are 
than the commonest wax candle would without the Arctic Lamp. too old-fashioned for this worl]. I am master of the situation now!” 





PRICES (COMPLETE WITH SHADE SUPPORT): 
Brass Fittings. Plated Fittings. 
6-inch, size of a 6's Wax Candle, for small Candlesticks, Pianos,etc. .... 98. .. .. 10s. 6d. per pair. 
8-inch - i's 99 » tall 9 Candleabra,etc. 10s. .. .. Ils. 6d. - 
If by post, 3d. per pair extra. 
ARCTIC LIGHTS .—Suitable Candles for burning in the Arctic Lamp (highly recommended) : 
For 6-inch Lamps, burning about 44 hours, Is. 4d. per box of 12; postage 44d. 
” 8-inch ” ” ” 7 ” 2s. ” ” ” ” 
If a quantity is sent by post, the difference in cost of postage will be refunded. 








_ SAFE, ARTISTIC, ECONOMICAL. 


PATRONISED BY ROYALTY. 


USED IN ALE. QUARTERS OF THE GLOBE. 


Useful Presents for Christmas & the New Year. 
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The ARCTIC LAMPS, etc., can be obtained through any of the leading Silversmiths, Lamp 
Dealers, Furnishing Ironmongers, etc., in the United Kingdom ; but should there be any difficulty in 


- > -~—- . * , , ; 
owe ~ Ay = seeing them in the country, write for Illustrated Catalogue, and name of nearest Agent, to— 


Support and Exti: 


ver spring isa 49, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, E.C. (Wholesale only). 
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Section of ARCTIC 
LAMP, showing inner 
spring and aczion of 
Extinguisher. This 
form has tapering 
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Mr. IBsEN wants a great deal of doctoring 
to render him attractive tothe great British 
public, and I am afraid that he seldom draws 
even then. I think that “draws” is rather 
a bappy word to use in connection with him, 
because it reminds you of a dentist, and all 
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; By the ghastly appurtenances thereto; most of 
ee us would just as soon have a tooth drawn as 
‘\\ 4s _~—s sit out an Ibsen play. And this necessity 
eT Res, for adventitious advertisement is once again 
Sure * by the cb in the cast 
demonstrated by the changes in the ca 


of Little Eyolf at the Avenue. Miss Janet Achurch, who made 
such a great success on the production of this ghastly play, is 
no longer to be seen in the piece, being superseded in her 
part of Rita Allmers by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, who was 
previously the Rat Wife. It is not as though the change is an 
artistic improvement; for, although Mrs. Campbell is the mest 
fascinating personality on the English stage to-day, yet she is not 
nearly so suited to the part of the lascivious Rita as was 
Miss Achurch. Mrs. Campbell is far too beautiful and seductive 
for any husbani to desert in favour of the writing of any hook. 
No, these ladies of gentlemen of the Ibsen cult, who tell us that 
Art is everything, and mere profit nothing at all, have deliberately 
sacrificed Art because they know that Mrs. Campbell bas a larg+ 
following among the public, and that the Rat Wife gave her far 
too little to do for her admirers. It is ever thus. But if Little 
Fyolf has a run at the Avenue, it is not because the public loves 
Ibsen more, but because it loves Mrs. Patrick Campbell. 


_Mr. J. P. Hurst’s new comedy, produced at a matinée at the 
Court, is called Womin’s World. If the world he showed us be te 


Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be re 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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world of woman, the club will hereafter be good enough for me, and 
ladies are not aimitted into that sanctum. Woman's World, as 
sketched by clever and brilliant Mr. Hurst, is peopled by the most 
objectionable set of females surely ever seen under one roof.. They 
ali belong to the “smart set ’’—journalists, novelists, Coctors, 
money-makers, and so on, and so on, and so on. I say ‘so 
on,” but it has nothing t> do with “sew on,’ any one of 
tne women in Mr. Hurst's piece would scorn the action. The 
piece is brilliantly written, but I do not think it is worthy 
of more particularisation than this. Miss Esmé Beringer acted 
beautifully. 
GOSSAMER. 


The Chain Pier Brighton. 


(The old chain pier was demolished by the storm which raged 
on Friday night, December 4th.} 


A worp for the Pier, the old Chain Pier, 
Which vanish’d in the storm so strong: 
was firm and stout, on the rock held out 
Three and seven*y years so long; 

It hath shown its might on many a night 
When Seas through its timbers crashed, 

And it seem'd to frown at the Sun going down, 
As the foam o’er its length was dashed. 


It had its gay times, it has seen som crimes, 
Merry laughter and mirth did hear, 
Folks great and small, it was open to all, 
Have sought all its joys, far and near 
Where Ruin holds sway, all things obey, 
A merciless scourge terribly, 
He hath wrecked our Friend, up and dowa doth send 
Its timbers on a storm-driven eea. 


So now shed a tear, for the old Chain P.er, 
Which stood in its pride undone, 

And think loyally what it used to be ; 
Washed away, for ever—gone ! 


Windy. 


Mrs. Grump (in bed, and very loquacious) —‘* When there 
is much wind at night it always keeps me awake, John.” 

Mr. Grump (growlingly).—" So it does me. Why don't you stop 
talking ?”’ 
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A DEAD SHOT. 


Ala Th hi / 
Keen wf 
beforehand to save future unpleasantness 


q? 


A Mournful Meeting of Christmas Fare. 


‘* You won't be able to gobble much longer,”’ remarked the goose 
to the turkey. 
‘‘No,”’ sighed the turkey, ‘all the gobbling will be done by man- 


kind, or, rather, man wnkind. 
friend.”’ 

“ Don’t talk about dra , it makes me picture too vividly what 
is going to happen,”’ cackled the fowl. 

“Yes,” it strikes me that it is all ‘up’ 
shall go,”’ quacked the duck. 

“You're right; there’s no chance of a fellow ‘ saving his bacon,’ 
grunted the hog. 

‘‘Halloa!’’ bellowed the bullock, ‘ you all look pretty well 
‘down in the mouth,’ and I must confess that life to me has a very 
baron appearance. Well, it’s enough to lower one to know that 
one is going to be swallowed." 

‘* Yes, they don’t mince matters,’ chimed in the mince pie. 

“It isn’t raisin’ our spirits to say that,’’ remarked the raisin. 

‘‘Can’t some one change the current of our thoughts ? ” asked 
the currant. 


‘I don’t ‘care a fig’ what becomes of 
‘seedy,’ ’’ muttered the fig. 

“Well,” said the punch, spiritedly, ‘anyway, we can have our 
revenge on the gluttons; we can give them right-mare, indigestion, 
and headaches, with their accompaniments of blu lls and doctors’ 


aT) ; ] ? a 
eae ‘ - 7 Ms 


And your end is drawing near, my 


with us, for down we 


me, I feel so dreadfully 
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who has invited h imself down for a day's shooting.) 


‘Hullo, Tom, what are those tickets tied on the dogs’ collars for?’ 
‘‘ Well, sir, you see the squire remembers your last day’s shootin’, and thought you had better know the vally of the dogs 


’ 





The “Falling” of Niagara. 


‘The Mayor of Buffalo announced the formal receipt of electri 


power from Niagara Falls by a salvo of 21 guns. —Press. 


N1aGaraA Fats have seethed and teemed 
For countless lengths of years ; 
And still to man Niagara seemed 
To say, with blustering sneers— 
‘‘Presumptuous puppet, ne’er shalt thou 
My prowess guide or sway!” 
3ut, from her old traditions now, 
Niagara FALLS AWAY! 


Niagara Falls have bragged and boomed 
Their all unvanquished strength ; 

But e’en the proud Niagara’s doomed 
To servitude at length. 

On her fierce torrent, fiercely poured, 
Man's conquering hands intrude ; 

And down before Creation’s Lord 
Niagara FALLS SUBDUED! 


Niagara Falls in wanton sport 
Have loved to whisk and whirr: 

But now farewell Niagara's court 
To idleness !—To her, 

Her weird of useful toil’s assigned ; 
That weird she may not shirk : 

And, for the weal of bumankind, 
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Sad Christmas Intelli- 
gence. 


THE oranges have got the pip, pro- 
bably the result of their damp quarters ; 
and the raisins are suffering from stone. 


“ Perfidious Albion ” 
Again. 
(The French Chamber and the French 


Press continue to rail against ‘‘ England’s 
incessant encroachments.” — VidePress. | 


Ir to grab all is England’s motto, 
And give nought back ; 
And if we plant where we ought not to 
The Union Jack ; 
Still, in our predatory labours, 
O’er which they grieve, 
We only imitate our neighbours, 
And take ‘‘ French leave’! 


A “Novel” City. 

THE Yankees have named a city after 
Miss Marie Corelli. The place is, we 
hear, situated far away in the wilds of 
Colorado, and the scenery surrounding 
it finds a fitting reflection in the lurid 
prose of the critic-scorning author of the 
‘Sorrows of Satan.”’ The city isn’t 
much inhabited yet, but it will shortly 
be let out in ‘‘ plots,’ which is quite an 
appropriate step, bearing in mind the 
novel nomenclature of the place. It is 
to be hoped that the future inhabitants 
of Marie Corelli city will not contract 
tbe habit of wild romancing. Gilbert 
has included the lady novelist in his list 
of persons who “ never would be missed,”’ 
but who shall deny now that she has her 
uses ? 


Christmas Conundrums. 


Wuy is a piece of mistletoe like a 
moustache ?—Because lips meet beneath 
it. 

And why are those who stand under 
the mistletoe like a schoolboy doing 
dictation?—-Because they are often 
under a spell. 

Why is the making of a plum-pudding 
& cruel affair?—Because you stone tbe 
raisins, beat the eggs, chop the suet, cut 
the peel, and smother the whole with 
flour. 


Comment ’Tis Needle-less. 
THE MODERN UDYSSEUS INTERVIEWS CLEOPATRA. 


THE night was far spent when I came nigh unto the black riverin 
the City of the Cimmerians, where darkness ever broodeth, and 
it never seemeth day; and faring past the monument of granite— 
some say syenite—to Egypt’s fairest, and yet darkest, Queen- 
Cleopatra—even she who melted pearls in wine, I felt as it were 
the touch of a feather on mine arm, and in the gloom I saw, ’mid 
the mist of the river, the shade of her that was much beloved of 
Antony, stretching her helpless arms—dusky and well-favoured 
withal—towards me in supplication, but when I would fain have 
drawn near, her shade melted away into the clouds that brooded 
upon the river, and a voice came from the darkness saying: 
‘‘ Most despicable of men (I, the piousand long-suffering Odysseus !), 
who is it that hath imagined this terrible desecration of my 
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Mrs. O'Flaherty (7/10 has 


up ‘ladies’ intrance’ for, thin?” 


place.” 


hallowed sign, that already hath suffered much in being trans- 


planted to the land where deadly night is outspread for miserable 
When the yellow day comes have I not seen sons of fire 
climbing up red ladders and smearing the sacred hieroglyphs with the 


sation ? My heart is 
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Dispiriting. 






















they put 


would that my column, ravished from the sands of the desert,crum bled 
to nothingness, for now itis as the dust to the men of Londinium 
busied with sordid affairs, who hurry by from their wares, thinking 
on what is prepared for their lower longings by cooks from Gaul, 
while the new men from across the seas, rural in mien, and 
outspoken in views, talk gibberish at its base; and the infama plebs in 
low disdain scatter peel of the apples of the Hesperides at its pedestal. 
Would that my beloved Antony were here to bring bane on the 
wrong-doers, or the London County Council to vote it inartistic, 
for that were the true encomium of Art! Let these ‘homines trium 
literarum ’—the L.C.C.’s demolish it, and set up a motor-car in its 
And as I made answer beginning ‘‘Comment ‘tis needle- 
less———”’ the clouds which held the phantom of Egypt’s Queen 
fled away, and rosy Dawn disclosed a scarlet runner of the L.C.C, 
affixed to the needle of Syenite on the banks of the Thames. 


“Do you think there is a chance of our having 
John?” 


‘* Not the a ‘of a chance! ”’ 
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Frustrated. 


MONSIEUR, you were mistaken ; 
In fact, the biter’s bit; 

Our hold remains unshaken, 
There's not a doubt of it! 

Unshaken, aye, and stronger 
For all this foolish fuss 

You have to wait, Sir, longer, 
To see the last of us. 


It grieves us much to shatter 
Your castles in the air, 

So ruthlessly to scatter 

The schemes that you prepare. 

ut, Sir, you rave and thunder 

Without sufficient cause, 

And this your latest blunder, 
Should really give you pause. 


2 


Our plans we deeply ponder 
Before the battle’s fought, 
'Tis not our way to squander 
Our blood and wealth for naught. 
La Gloire, and all her frantic 
Mad deeds of derring-do, 
For us are too romantic, 





We'll leave them, Sir, to you. 


But what we've undertaken 
From that we never turn. 
World-mocked and world-forsal 
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“Och, ye murdberin’ vi lin, ye mear run over me!” 
“Faith, thin, ye culi she: re crow, if ye worin feld attindin’ to yer jooty, 


Cry ‘‘ Halt!’’ we speed the faster! 
Cry ‘‘ Shame!” we shall not pause! 
Bull of himself is master, 


Obeying self-made laws, 


With foolish pride inflated 
You strut the great world’s stage. 
Self-hindered, self- frustrated, 
The child of every age. 
With trumpets and with banners, 
You make a great to do —— 
We know your ‘‘tricks and manners,” 
And simply laugh at you. 


You tell us Egypt's money 
May not be thus employed. 
Such talk is far too funny —_ 
For us to be annoyed. 
For what we now are taking 
We're quite prepared to pay. 
Indeed, you're only making 
More easy Britain's way ! 


To pay, we are invited ? 

With all the joy on earth ! 
We'll pay—h'm, yes, delighted— 
And take our money's worth ! 
Our plans may prove expensive, 

Indeed, we think they will 
We would not be offensive, 


what 
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‘tis in no danger ye'd be ! 


Pray, what is your opinion ? 
Pray, would you think us rash 

To take, say, in dominion, 
What we have paid in cash ? 

You stamp, you rave, you scatter 
Tall talk; ‘‘ Beware!” you say— 

But all that doesn’t matter, 
[t's ‘‘ pretty Fanny's way” 


You see you were mistaken, 
In fact, the biter’s bit— 
Our hold remains unshaken, 
You’d better think of it! 
Despite your fierce endeavour, 
There still remains a doubt, 
If we shall now—or ever— 
Be willing to clear out! 





Wail from a Modern 
Villa Resident. 


Ir is not that I idly carp, 
Nor make complaint of this or that— 
But all the window-sashes warp, 
The doors are things to wonder at! 
Alack-a-day ! 
I never should have left my 


If I'd been sharp 
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( For Cartoon Verses see page 232 ) 
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By tHe Parry on THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Got up very early so as to be in time to get Sir F. 
Marshall Clarke and ‘kit’ properly started from Eshowe. Then 
(still on African business) came back and superintended removal 
of Dr. Jameson from Holloway. Then made my way to Crystal 
Palace to hear Mr. Forbes Robertson discourse on “‘ Sixty Years of 
the Drama ”’—one of the lectures apropos of the Queen’s lengthy 
reign, you know. What achange /jias come over the drama, by 
the way! Friends of my youth and infancy, where are ye now? 


ALAS ! 


Ah, me, this sixty years of change ! 
Where be those youth-friends* now ? 
Where de those long-haired heroes strange, 
With pale and gloomy brow ? 
The bandit-chief whose scowling frown 
Would set our hair on end ? 
The lady in the muslin gown ? 
And—ah !—where’s ‘‘ Charles, his friend ” ? 


Dined with the Actors’ Benevolent Fund diners. Enjoyed 
myself very much, but couldn’t get an engagement to do my 
monologue on ‘‘Tombstones"’ anywhere. (Words and music my 
own.) 


Thursday.—Spent some time at the Guildhall with the British 
Empire League. Plenty of beautiful talk and some lovely ideas, 
but something more solid might be looked after. Ran over to have 
a peep at the Liitzow trial in Berlin, as I heard it was to be 
‘sensational.”” But people ‘sensation’? themselves over such 
curious things. Found the thing rather dull, Hurried back to 
lunch on the Tintagel Castle, and afterwards to help Sir Lewis 
eee distribute the prizes to the students of the Borough Poly- 
technic. 


Friday.—Got into the Egyptian Court of Appeal in time to hear 
decision against England in the Caisse case. Rather false move on 
part of France, should say; but John Bull pays, as usual. Good old 
tax-payer! Hada look at the rather Al National Cycle Show at 
the Crystal Palace, then made my way to Brighton to see the 
tremendous damage done by the storm. My word! It must have 
been a teaser! No wonder those structures, emblems of the past 
and present, succumbed. 

WHEW ! 

The winds that blew at Brighton 
(And other places, too) 

Were quite enough to frighten 
Away one’s “ healthy bue.’’ 

If courage in this pale way 
Looked on the stormy fray, 

What wonder that the railway 
And good old pier gave way ? 


Nearly did a smart thing. Went to meet Duchess of Sare- 
Coburg and Gotha at Paddington and saw her home. Noticed one 
of the jewel cases was left in the boot of one of the omnibusses. 
Didn’t say anything, and when all was quiet in the Paddington 
coach-houses went to sneak the valuable case. Unfortunately, loss 
bad been discovered when I arrived on the scene. I never have 
any luck! Dined at the Gimcrack Club at York. 


Saturday.—Went to see Newman released, told him to be a good 
boy in future, and not to do it again. Saw the new cruiser 
Proserpine launched at Sheerness. 











Monday.—Had a look at the Cattle Show. Telegraphed con- 
gratulations to Her Most Gracious. .Went to hear Mr. Birrell’s 
“ Quain Lecture” at the Old Hall, Lincoln’s Inn. Afterwards to 
Mr. Besant’s on “‘ London "’ (with Lord Rosebery in the chair), at 
the Queen’s Hall. 


Tuesday.—Made my way to Perth, early, to see that Lord 
Wolseley got through all right. Helped him take the freedom of 
the city, lunch with what was once the 90th Light Infantry (now 
merged in the Scottish Rifles), an old regiment of his, inspect the 
Boys’ Brigade, and unveil a memorial to the said 90th. Felt 
solemn myself (good champagne at lunch, though don’t know what 
this has to do with it!). 


IN MEMORIAM. 


Lord Wolseley he went to the North intent 
On enjoying a (busy) vacation, 
Politely unveiling a monument 
To a regiment’s defunct designation ; 
The 90th has a new name, you see— 
Of the old they have spoken in doom’s tone, 
To which this memorial seems to be 
A sort of a glorified tombstone ! 


tan over, also, to see that Sir Edward Monson was properly 
received by President Faure; hurried in time to see the Gladiator 
launched—(hooray !)—looked in on the Chow Chow (and other) 
dogs at the Aquarium; and then to dinner at my own expense just 
for once. 


THE SPOTTER. 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 33. 


BoTcHER AND THE BuRGLING SEASON: THE ELONGATED GHosTLy Bure ar. 
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‘Such a charming young gentleman! so aesthetic looking! so courtly! and yet so humble!" commented Mrs. and Mr. Botcher. Next day the personage 
in question called at Muddle Villa. “He was dying,” he explained, “‘ to inspect some of the wonderful inventions of the English Edison,” being himself an 
inventor in a very modest way. Botcher delightedly took the stranger over the place, explained his “ Burglar Defiance Guards,” an arrangement of wires and 
electric bells, protecting all entrances and pathways; his secret explosive ladder, musical window sills (each of which, when under pressure, struck up a 
lively air), and pointed out his extra-vicious watch-dog. 
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“ Most truly wonderful,” gasped the amazed beholder. “Some one must construct a cast-iron burglar before your most admirable devices can possibly 
fail.” Botcher proudly beamed. “ Muddle Villa is impregnable, so far as burglars are concerned,” he most complacently remarked. ‘“ You see,” he added, 
“ assuming that all other snares and pitfalls fail to work (an impossibility, by the way), the would-be housebreaker, to reach an upper window, “tw take to 
the ladder, which is always stationed in a conspicuous place in the grounds. When mid way up this, explosives (placed under certain spokes) would instantly 
alarm the household, and the climber would thus be ‘ hoisted by his own petard,’ by which I mean, my explosive ladder. 
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kitchen maid, on the morning following her “ night out,” related a most blood-curling story of a 


ghost seen, all in white, and with legs so jong that it easily passed over the Villa wall without touching it. In three pees (whieh 1 $058 oor deiea ae 

it reached the (non-musica]) window sill of the strong room, on which it oa aS oe peer mgt ots Pind hal loan havo entered by a burglart Fortunately, 

thought the “ ghost story ” emelt badly of strong drink. but. on inspection, altered his opinion. Mud : n . ) ; 

nathan but notes, gold, and jewelry were taken. Ail his priceless manuscripts remained untouche ~ “ne a ‘s er pow ST oases tide lame 

LS ai very long, wooden stilts and an enormous package of white calico. A note enclosed read thusly: 2€ yor pupil , ’ 

aoe F ' Th I , - Lin | * Soe "Bi + mag Ps “ae oa ’ i “is intended for use when doing a bust at the crib of any ingenious cuss who goes in for ‘ Burglar 
7 3 i. ave > ; nini ‘ ’ 


; am raat nar $¢ ' re adder nglv. A. Crackeman. Crib Alley. Do’em Square, Shady Borough.” 
dodge aD a on resper ig i } im ig) 


A week elapsed, when Sarah Ann Betsy Jane Matilda, the 
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FUN. DECEMBER 15, 1896. 














.._ Fun, over enterprising, has attempted t> discxver the favourite 
ys of some of the principal actors at present in the world’s 
= (or comedy, or farce, or what-you-will). Appended i; the 

result :-— 


President Kriiger —The Sign of the Cross. 

The Sultan— Diplomacy. 

The L.0.C.—New Lamps for Old. 

Lord Rosebery—The Derby Winner. 

Mr. B. J. Barnato—A Million of Money. 

M. Hanotaux—/ Half a) Million of Money. 

Sir F. Joune—The Queen's Proctor. 

Mr. Bancroft—A Christmas Carol. 

Dr. Jim—One of the Best. 

Mr. Chamberlain—La Dame aux Camelias (or orchids). 
Mr. Labouchere—True Blue. 

The Kaiser—-The Fatal (Post) Card (or telegram). 

The latest recipient of the Queen’s Bounty—A Mother of Three. 
Mies Marie Corelli—The New Woman. 

Mr. Tynan—The Benefit of the Doubt 

Rev. W. Jenkyns—The Hobby-Horse. 

Editor of Fun—Up in a Balloon, 


Justice Hawkins has been out-hawkinsed badly. A Brighton 
County Court judge now wants to know what is meant by “ going 
on the spree.’’ The time is coming when a trial will soon take the 
following humorous form :— 

Counsel.—‘‘ You took a cab at the Houses of Parliament——"’ 

, Judge (interrupting).—“ Pardon me—what are the Houses of — 
what did you say?’’ (Laughter.) 

Counsel.—‘‘ Parliament. It isa little hut down Westminster way. 
More laughter.) And when you gave the cabman his legal 
are—— ”’ 

Judge (naively).—‘‘ Excuse me, but what do you mean by ‘ legal 
fare?’’’ (Loud laughter and applause, which was not immediately 

suppressed. 

ounsel finger to nose).—‘‘ A ‘ legal fare,’ my lord, is just half 
what the cabman expects. (Yells of laughter.) And then the 
cabman remarked to you politely, ‘Now we shan’t be long,’ or 
words to——”’ 

Judge (innocently).—‘‘One moment! What did the cabman 
mean by saying that?’’ (Laughter, cheers, and tears.) 

And so on. 


It is rather amusing to notice that a French syndicate has just 
offered to advance the Egyptian Government the £500,000 which 





| the French were so angry at our advanciag a few daysago More 
|  Albionic perfidy, of course! We have no right to be prompt ! 


Tne Hamburg strikers are calling upon our dock labourers here 
to help them. It would be a kind and generous act if Messrs, 
Manon, Tillett, and Co. would go over to Hamburg and throw their 
influence ioto the affair—and stay there. 


One is relieved to hear that Oom Paul is “ not, personally, 
opposed to the release of Dr. Jameson.’’ That takes a great weight 
off one’s mind. Ever sioce Sanctus Paulus Kriiger was crowned 
Kiog of England we bave wondered what he would think. Now, 
however, the Home Secretary need tremble no longer. We wonder 
whether the Daily Newrograph will get up a national testimonial to 
King Kriiger for his Cnristiau clemency ! 


‘“* Yes,”’ said Mrs. Malaprop, pensively, ‘‘ the Czar can do just as 
he likes. He is, in fact, an auwtocar.”’ 


se -eelenenertenssieenenneenen 


He had opened the letter containing the ‘‘ ()ueen’s Bounty.” 
“Tt is a funny thing,’’ he mused, “ but for the first time in my 
life I have acquired property not on the instalment system!” 


* You heard about poor Evans ?”’ 

“No. What? 

‘‘ Well, poor fellow, he was riding his machine down Oxford 
Street, when he fell right in front of a crowded ’bus. He was 
iastantly ——”’ 

‘‘Heavens! Not killed?” 

“Oh, no. Run in for foul language.” 

Gentleman — “A merry Christmas, Pat !”’ 

Pat.—“ Thankee, sorr. With hot wather an’ limon, and wan 
sugar.” 


** Poor old Jones is on his last legs.”’ 
‘You don’t say so. What’s the matter?”’ 
‘* * Res angust@ domi,’ I fancy.”’ 
“ Er—really ? Can’t—er—can’t an operation do any good?” 
Ctristmas travelling on the S.E.R.:— 
Passenger.—‘* Hi, guard! are we ever going on? ”’ 
Guard.—**‘ Not yet. Thank yer stars yer ain’t goin’ back! ”’ 
Little Brother.—*Ob, I saw you, Mr. Clark, kissin’ my sister 
Amelia!” 
Clark.— Er, did you? Ha, ha! Well, say nothing! Here’s 
— for you.” 
. B. (scornfully.— Sixpence? All the others give me a 
shillin’! ” 
Shakespeare up-to-date :— 
A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse! 
No, no! I mean a motor-car, of course! 


‘* What beautiful teeth your wife has, Mr. Nouveau-riche! ”’ 
** Ho, yes, Sir Harthur, I can afford to buy ’er the very best, 
y know.” 


Arabella.—‘‘ Oh, he made such a lovely quotation ! ” 

Araminta.— And what was it, dearest ?’’ 

Arabella.—* Well, I can't say it exactly, but it was about the 
something of—er—thingummy not being-—-you know—but doing 
ye ay or another like the what you may call it—er—from 

eaven !”’ 


Two Irishmen were to sleep together at a hotel one night, and 
made a wager as to who would be up’first. The difficulty was 
how to decide it. 

‘* T’]l tell yez phwat!’’ exclaimed Pat, after scratching his rough 
bead for ten minutes. ‘If Oi git up firrst, Oi’ll make a cross on 
the door. If you gits up firrst, then yez must jist rub it out.” 






















































PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘HOVIS,”’ or if what is 
supplied as “HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers. MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hov.s” is stamped “ Hovis.” 

Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Home use, packed in 
bags of 34 ibs. and 7 lbs 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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=a — ON ER MEME. HES. Satta f 
er 
sa | sé ” Fan Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. : 
Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better than ever. The if 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and ty aphical, neat, crisp, and ci 
ere original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—“ Political Tobogganing "—ought i 
v8. to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is it 
; = 1) RR, e 8S9' 7 at the hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the i ’ 
eir 9 ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a it 
ty arg Ramm — over the seated Lord gt cry wrong a 
Ty wy ° 1S Deard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following i 
ly, Price opence 5 Post Free, 2id., close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and Ba Belle France looking rather i i 
‘ot anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the to 
ed one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John res | Bu 
: NOW READY aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excite ‘ 
Ww, & to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on ti 
ler the other the Grand Turk coming an awful pw wh while on che rear slope te 
to | of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up agaim, having just ith 
ORDER AT ONCE OR SEND 914d TO bi FUN iB) OFFICES enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. ' ii 
. ’ - ’ ; tp Almanac for oe is a good twopennyworth, the calendar being specially i} H 
Ss vell done.— Western Mail. Th 
| 23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E£.C. | li 
; fe. ny * 
ry | ' 
| Crackers. 
| Bt. Calendar for 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow _ As desire for novelty ig natural to mankind, so fertility in design i} 
ae ; lal i ms , ’ Ape brilliant characteristic of Tom Smith’s Christmas Crackers. 
’ : un manac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 is | ose most i 7 “nm a) ” 
d just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead embellish 4 agg se em «4 th ee ee 
2S 7% | of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are — ea with & photo OF ALUZSE, VOCE odes, an r. im. 
; | such items as “Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, l'uesday, Fun Next come * Up to-date Cycling Crackers,’’ followed by ‘* Home : 
day of pubiication’’; “ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first Comforts” and ‘‘Grandpapa’s Christmas Box.” The confec- 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896”; tionerv = a : «! ’ ’ 
es is. alieiiinn ia al Seine’ ie y and miscellaneous toys crammed into the Santa Claus . 
2 and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at PE se A “ 1 ei “+ mame Ith wage ‘] i 
i | recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of thiee Ogs Will prove @ very long stocking of weaith for the juveniles, . | 
i letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short and will galo their ample appreciation. 
D <a humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- i 
pe doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. : ilalietiiaaieen ¢ 
f Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter | 
| we may quote the following: “ ‘Can you tell me where that line goes to, my . . . 
|  boy?”—**It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on!”—The The Peril of Procrastination. 
Citizen, Gloucester. 7 ‘ ‘ 
| Fun Almanac for 1897, “containing a variety of useless and unreliable d t oo sib boys who were missed from Harrow School the other " 
| information,” to quote its own words, has just been issued. The 18 pages are By Dave veen discovered. They had, it seems, an idea of making 
| filled with jokes and pictures in Mr. Fun’s best style.—Cheltenham Free Press. the best of their way to Johannesburg, but they had got no farther 
| The Fun Almanac appears once more, with its usual allowance of jokes and than Piccadilly.’’—Evening Paper. | 
. | are = a a E89 Rae MEA tk aee SEES f In the dead of the night, in the pale moonlight, 
| OTS OF UN.—FUR manac provides us with Vv y ag 5 I 4 | . : . : 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about itthatis very | When the world and his wife were sleeping, 
g welcome.—The Newsagent. The schoolboys both took a terrible oath 
The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to That ere the sun came peeping iF 
¥ : hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled They would up and away to seek the spray— 
| guidance of Jone Bult” progreseing favourably, while all the ctber tobosgans With wild, adventurous notion, } 
; e ohn Bull, progress , W 2 2 4 “4 : : be 
| seem to meet with a surprising number of obstacles. One of the best illustrated They determined to fly, their luck to try, Ht 
| absurdities is “The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very Afar o’er the stormy ocean. 4 
|  clever.—Spalding Guardian, td ‘ 
Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The Two lads they were of spirit rare, ry 
| “Snap Shots” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well We will call them Bob and Willy, ij 
' | worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The And side by side, away they hied, Y 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign Till they came to Piccadill gi i 
| political situation.— Northern Ensign. Then Bob to Will, as hes 4 ‘took still ih & 
Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a And emoothal his lashes hi sion . ‘ 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times. ue bo so cithe os ee A so , a i 
7 a ° . . , r 1 tak aI 
. i The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- ee ht in th fe ed Ceiteri " ° He 
| | taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many raug ong! 16 ery ri oO ° ; 
et a hearty laugh.— Dover City Chronicle. - Why, here is ple, with the Pav. close by " 
ae Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 2d.—Reynolds. And the ‘ Christies ys ae 
: Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has @ Like merry elves, 60 our no le seives 
very good twu-page cartoon, entitled “Political Toboganing.”” The Turk has To a halt we will be bringing— 
: just been run down by a toboggan, a gg by tn doughty Lipton ao And indulge in arest ere with dauntless breast « 
a Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention 0 Pa . — ” 
‘7 Mr. Gladstone ; France and Russia are shooting a Ms hea ere eed We are over the ocean winging. 
| but are followed rather tov closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two F ; 
q Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon Alas for the schemes of boyish dreams i 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash | And the woes of procrastination, . & 
oe | against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley Glaring The wight who must wait to tempt fell Fate 
| wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has | Te doomed 40 tathaleiion 
| just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is : § doomed to Uribule wo : 
| decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press, For a harrowing wail rides wild on the gale 
Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father | Tn & way to freeze one 6 marrow, “ig 
|  Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly | Which singular noise is from two funny boys, i 
| poet ae ig the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News And it sounds o’er the hills of Harrow. r | 
} the World, i 
os | ESTABLISHED 1624. H | 
an | 
ple | | | ie 
at 
Pe | F ' | N eedham’s i 
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| | Polishing 
im CUSTARD | cocoa P 
ni ; aste. 
POWDER Refreshing and Invigorating fo the Te moat ralibla prepartion tor Oleatng 
Rae ae 
oe ; ® Piatinold, every where. 
ps. @ | Enhances the acceptability of every jaded mind and body : delicious to the bE 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. , o r 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated. JOSEPH PICKERING & 8088, SHEFFIELD. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 4 ay coe = Landon Of: H.Guons’s Hoot, Rates, 2. 


ee - NO ALKALIES USED. 
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~ Dr. Nansen’s First Glimpse of the North Pole & Arctic Lamp. 


4/ 
7 
The Arctic Lamps are as necessary in every well-appointed House as the Arctic Light is to the Polar Regions. 
00K KK KO 
A PERFECT LIGHT FOR ALL DECORATIVE PURPOSES. 
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A novel form of candle holders, in outward appearance 
resembling fine wax candles. They are constructed on the 
same principle as a carriage or reading lamp, in which the 
candle, inclosed in a meta! tube, is forced up as it burns by 
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The decoration and lighting of dinner-tables and 
rooms. They fit in any candlestick. and always 
remain the same height As ordinary candle 
shades can be used with perfect safety—they are 











means of a spiral spring inside. 
preventing the candles guttering and the danger of the ornamental 
in appearaece they do not vary in height, thas saving a great amount of unnecessary waste. The candles 
invaluable for this purpose alone. 
i 7 
| | ¥ Considering the saving in candles and burned shades, and 
| | | ka ey COSI ; 
e ~~". we 


| Under Royal Patronage. 
They are clean and simple to refill, and require no attention or trimming when alight 
shade taking fire. 
are extinguished without smoke or smell, and without necessitating the removal of the shade. 

They are especially adapted for use in India and other hot countries, where the want of a candle is much 
the advantages obtained by using them as stated above, the 

whey last a lifetime, and are very economical to_use, costing less than the commonest wax candle 

h 








| 
vax ve sot What they are! 
A CANDLE, 
t t | They supply a long-felt want wherever candles are used, entirely 
at they do! 
a They allow of the candles being burned to the very end; yet 
What they are for! 
a a 
| felt, they not being affected by draught, and burning steadily whatever the temperature may be. 
initial cost is trifling. 
would without the Arctic Lamp. 








PRICES (COMPLETE WITH SHADE SUPPORT): 


| Brass Fittings. Plated Fittings. 
6-inch, size of a 6's Wax Candle, for small Candlesticks, Pianos,etc. .... 9s. 10s. 6d. per pair. 
| 

| 





8-inch ” 4's ” ” tall ” Candleabra, etc. 10s. oe hee lls. 6d. - 
If by post, 34. per pair extra. 





ARCTIC LIGHTS .—Suitable Candles for burning in the Arctic Lamp (highly recommended) : 
For 6-inch Lamps, burning about 44 hours, is. 4d. per box of 12; postage 44d. 
» §8-inch * ” am Oo 99 2s. ” ” *” a 
If a quantity is sent by post, the difference in cost of postage will be refunded. 


TESTIMONIALS RECEIVED FROM ALL OVER THE WORLD. 





Showing the ARCTIC 
LAMP, with Shade | 
Support and Extin- 
uisherattached. The 
| lower spring isadjust- 
| able, and fits firmly on 
|} any sized candlestick 
nozzle 


| 


They can be obtained through any of the leading Silversmiths, Lamp Dealers, or Furnishing Ironmongers in the - 
United Kingdon r can be seen in great variety at the Showrooms of 








Illustrated Pamphlet and Catalogue on Application. 


WHOLESALE OFFICES-49, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, E.C. 





aidE ARCTIC LIGHT CO., 179, Regent Street, LONDON, W. 












Patented in Nearly Every 
Country = 





A CANDLE YET NOT 
A CANDLE. 





Section of ARCTIC 
LAMP, showing inner 
spring and action of 
Extinguisher. This 
form has tapering 
rubber end for use in 
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Noricz.—The Editor will not be anewerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed erwelope. 
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Christmas Chips. 


HavInc a round—Eating a plum- 
pudding. 

A sound company—The waits. 

Bad to beat—An addled egg. 

An ill wind—A black draught. 

‘The mixture as before’’—The good 
old Christmas pudding. 

‘‘The Heart Boughed Down "—Wait- 
ing in vain for a kiss beneath the mistle- 
toe bough. 

Christmas fare—‘ Two sbillin’s! ’Ang 
it all, guv’nor—no! It’s ‘arf-a-crown, 
bein’ Christmas time!” 


en en ~ — . ee 


The Literary Plum- 
Pudding. 

THERE is a good deal that is literary 
about a -pudding. For instance, 
it is bound in cloth, = when says 
from the press (of the pu nk > 
circulation is often considerable. Then 
it is criticised, and eagerly devoured by 
the eyes of all beholders, and is a type of 
old English fare. 
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Tough. 

‘“‘Onnistmas is not kept up as it used 
to be, John,” remarked Mrs. Goodheart 
to her husband. ‘Its associations are 
dying out, but they die hard.” 

“ They do die hard,” wled Mr. G., 
as he vainly endeavoured to dismember 
an ancient goose. 


The ait and the Short 
of It. 


A CurisTmas CATASTROPHE. 
Tuy stood beneath the mistletoe, 
Her face was flushed with rosy glow, 
For on tiptoe she had to go; 

He stooped his noble visage low 
he he stood six feet two or so), 
en uttered a loud cry of woe; 
His form was quite a perfect bow— 
His coat split up the back, you know! 








No contributions can be returned 












































































































































































































} U N ° DECEMBER 22, 1896. 4 
ee ee ill ae > — 
===——=—=—_—_==— 2 
| 
IT Was 
(ia | HE CLOCKS HAD just STRugg// % 
Ae Sila Wf, y aie —— 
Vy), 4c, FOAM WHEN PC KE = ZF 4 
Tae SAW A SHADOW FLT across /Z a 
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Mr. Yungwed.—‘*‘ What are you cry- 
ing for, darling ? ”’ 

Mrs. Yungwed.—“‘ Why, I’ve got to— 
to pluck this tur—key, and—and I don’t 
know whi—which end I ought to—to 
begin at!”’ 


Christmas Nut-Crackers. 


WHat figures most prominently 
amongst Christmas fare ?—Dates. 

Why, if you take too much punch, 
are you likely to experience some 
spiritualistic manifestations ?—Because, 
in all probability, you will fall down 
and experience some spirit-rapping. 

Why is a roast turkey like the piece 
of stone a sculptor operates upon ?— 
Because it isn’t much good until it is 
carved. 

Why is Christmas fare like a man 
who dissolves partnership with another, 
and carries on the business himself ?— 
Because it generally pays you out. 

Why is it paradoxical if you expect a 
Christmas Box, and don’t get it ?— 
Because if you don’t get a box you 
receive a blow. 

Why is a tough goose like a judge? 
Because it tries you. 


Well Filled. 


Friend of the Family (to little Son).— 
‘“Well, Tommy, what did you find in 
your stocking ?”’ 

Tommy (sobbingly) ‘‘On—only sister 
Mary’s leg! Sne—she put it on by—by 
nistake! Boo-hoo!” 


Too Bad. 
Cook.—*’Ere’s a bit o’ ‘rabbit pie, 
Robert.” 
Robert (reproachfully).—‘* What! No 
cold goose or turkey, darlin’, an’ this 


") 99 


Christmas time ‘ 






Hulking Bill.—“ Urrgh!” 
Sneaking Jim.—Wot’s bup, Cully ?”’ 


Hulking Bill.—“’Ear this! 
description o’ work hobjected to!’ Jest sickenin’, I calls it!’’ 







































‘Sitivation wanted, hearly riser, werry punctial, no 


little one..{ When that happens, “arbitration” is spelled “ b-i-g 
s-h-i-p-s,”” and then the arbitrators are not Judges of the High 
Court, but soldiers and sailors. 
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By THE “ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


\ 

f 31sHop TUGWELL says that gin 
| is the standard currency in some 
- parts of Africa. I fancy that that 
co'nage is not altogether unknown in 
England, and there is very often a 
great run on the mint. But the 
currency would be here more aptly 
described as “sitting” than ‘“ stand- 
erd,”’ 
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* * 
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ing to arbitrate for a term ol years. 
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“PUN” LYRICS. (No, 58.) 
THe Oup PIeR, BRIGHTON 


Good-bye, old friend, whereon in youthful day 
Of happy hours I wandered, as the sea 


Kissed and caressed your weather-beaten planks, 
And sang a song eternal unto me. 
Sturdy and strong through many an angry gale, 


Staunch as the oak which held you firm and true, 
Lonely and still, no longer pleasure’s haunt! 
But still Love’s trysting place, for Love loved you 


Farewell, old friend, the sea sings o’er your grave, 
Mourning the victim of ite angry mood, 
And moans thy requiem in penitence, 
The waves break gently there where once you stood, 
And whisper as they plash upon the beach 
Of how they watched you grow from green to grey, 
Of how they loved you, as they tossed and swirled 
Around your oaken limbs in plashing play. 


And now at last that you have sunk to rest, 
Killed by the angry sea you loved so well, 
Rent by your treacherous comrade of long year 
We sing your praises and your glories tell. 
Good-bye, old friend, your lusty life is done, 

But in our hearts you will rem mbered be; 
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SOFT WHISPERS 
Mr. C.— 


Mrs. C. 


Mr. C.— 


‘She has a very graceful figure.”’ 
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(A DRAWING-ROOM FRAGMENT). 


* Which is due to the arts of a skillful dressmaker.”’ 


9 


‘*Er—why don’t you give her a trial 











Christmas Gifts ; 
or, 
Giving Himself Away. 


THE LION (smiling sweetly):— 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS, gentlemen ! 
Let nothing you dismay! 

I've just dropped in to wish you well 
And pass the time of day— 

3esides my help I wish to lend, 

I've heard that our Celestial friend 
ls giving things away ! 


(To the Bear) 


You here? H'’m! Sorry I am late; 
In fact, I understood 

That you were in a Balkan State 
Suppose you're here ‘for good "’? 

‘‘Your aim is no mere selfish aim ?”’ 

Precisely! Mine is just the same! 
‘‘You see!’’ I thought you would! 


Your friend the Kaiser coming? Oh! 
' *? 


‘* He doesn't know you're here! 


But France, yournewally? What—‘ No, 


She doesn't know!" Dear, dear! 
In fact, you've really come alone. 


riOw ieer, I Per 





No matter; we have met, you see, 
At this ‘“‘ sea-side’’ resort. 

Let ‘‘ Isolated Action ”’ be 
Our mutual retort! 

But, there, we’ve only come to lend 

Our worthy and Celestial friend 
Our moral—h’m !—support. 


I notice you have been in haste 
To make a moral start ! 

Upon my word, it shows your taste 
Your honest warmth of heart. 

| know you take a keen delight 

[In proving might may claim the right 
To take another’s part. 


To take another's part, my boy, 
You rever will decline— 

By all means take it—wish you joy! 
But don’t go taking mine. 

No need for diplomatic fuss 

There’s quite enough for both of us, 
At ‘‘ halves! ’’ we’ll draw the line. 


You have one slice! I need not wait 
To talk of Britain’s might— 
I've brought with me an empty plate 
A healthy appetite ! 
For you and me the Spicey East 
Should prove enough—‘ Enough’s 4 
feast ?' 


Ha na 








(He passes plate to China) 


Belay, there, sonny! Where's my slice, 


Don’t sit and twirl your thumbs ; 

A nice thick piece, that’s full of spice 
And rich with luscious plums. 

A choicer morsel than the Bear’s 

A wise Celestial prepares 
What time the Lion comes. 


CHINA (in alarm as he cuts another 
slice) :— 


Ah me! Ah me! My moral friends, 
For all their talk of “ rights,”’ 

Have always some ulterior ends, 
And awful appetites ! 

The war-dog has a fearful bark 

But I will back a peaceful shark 
Whene’er it comes to bites! 


Not Tempting Enough. 


Frolicsome Niece. —‘‘ Now, auntie, 


come under the mistletoe with me! ”’ 


Ancient and Scraggy Auntie (sim- 
peringly).—“I’m afraid some naughty 


man might kiss me, too!”’ 
Chorus of Male Voices (solemnly 


nour, madam, I w 
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CHRISTMAS 


| | BRITISH LION (LOQ.)—“ ALL RIGHT, MY HEARTY! 











GIFTS. 


BELAY 





WHEKE’S MY. LUMP?” 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 242.) 


THERE, 
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Let us be Jolly. 


Yes, this is the festival season of Yule 
When ev’ryone tries to be frisky, 
Chortle at ev’rything, that is the rule, 
And the best thing to work on is whisky. 
We’re sure to be happy, for do we not know 
That “‘ fretting is nothing but folly ” ? 
So here's to the Season, come frost or come snow, 
Let us be jolly. 


The popular noun for the moment is “ box,” 
The principal adjective—* merry ”’ ; 

The curate has just had a card from Miss Cox, 
And his aspect is love-smitten—very. 

Halloa—an arrival! Why, here is Aunt Jane, 
Stumping along with her “‘ brolly,”’ 

She will stay to describe her rheumatics again 

Let us be jolly. 


’Tis Christmas—-the songster full-chested and strong 
Lilts with mellifluous throttle 

A wonderful “ new and original ’’ song 
Of ‘‘ vine,” and of “wine,”’ and of * bottle.” 

’Tis Christmas, ’tis idle the statement to flout, 
Notice the laural and holly, 

So mind you “look cheerful "’ and frolic about 

Let us be jolly. 


Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Took a run over to Paris. Heard there were to be 
great doings about the Divine Sara. So there were; quite a 
theatrical performance. Lut, bless their excitable hearts, they're 
sincere enough, if a trifle comic to the sober British view. Drank 
her health myself until my sober British view got mixed a little. 
A nice blow across the British Channel, however (do the French 
call it the Gallic Channel, by the way ?), soon put me all right and 
in good condition to epjoy the Universities’ Rugby match at 
football. Sturdy young chaps not wholly given up to sturdy—I 
mean study. And why should they be? 


. PLAY, 


Say, shall the boy of muscle yield 
Precedence to the skull boy ? 
Shall learning on/y hold the field, 
And Jack become a dull boy? 


No fear! when work is done (no doubt), 
Play takes the place of study ; 

So bang your leather ball about 
And get sublimely muddy. 


In the evening, dined with Lord Roberts and the New Vagabonds. 
srilliant assembly. I was there. »}; son ~ -”BDS 


Thursday.—Saw the Duke of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha off safely 
—starting for his home, sweet home. Had a lazy afternoon all to 
myself. Later on attended a rather ‘‘ select’’ meeting of Protec- 
tionists at St. James’s Hall. About a hundred of them answered 
to the clarion call. In the evening, to the Royal Academy of Arts. 
Prize-giving to the students. Sir Edward Poynter's first public 
appearance in his new character of P.R.A. Great success 
enthusiastic reception—tumultuous applause. Performance will 
be repeated as occasion demands, 


Friday.—Winter being somewhat of a laggard, went to meet her 
at Niagara Hall. Real ice rink—but fancy dress. A pleasing 
sight; enjoyed myself immensely—looking on. 


A RINKLE. 


If you skate you will find it exceedingly nice 
(I'd not be misleading you wilfully) 
To spend afternoons on Niagara ice 
Gyrating serenely and skilfully. 
Sut if for the runners you don't care a bit 
From the side watch the expert or staggerer, 
And sipping your coffee complacently sit 
Enjoying the falls of Niaggerer ! 
Saw a very good performance at the Lyceum to-day. Sort of 
amateur performance, but not quite so. The Royal Colleg: f 
Music did Verdi ; ; and did it verv well.” 








Saturday.—Nice day. Went for a long walk with my bicycle 
(punctured tyre in first mile). Helped the Duchess of Teck open 
the Public Hall at Croydon, and just looked in at the meeting of 
the Loughborough Liberal Association. Not so lively as I ex- 
pected, and came away. 


Monday.—Had a ride on the Midland Railway to Derby in their 
new residential car (as you may say). Very luxurious—they begin 
running to Manchester with the New Year. (By-the-way, wish 
you a Happy New Year.) Just ran up to the Clyde while 1 was 
about it—found a strike there. Well, you know, people must have 
a holiday at Christmas time. (By-the-way—wish you a Merry 
Christmas.) Spent the evening with Sir George Baden Powell at 
the Gordon Boys’ Home, told us about his Arctictrip. Chilly 
subject, but bracing and seasonable. Sorry to find that during my 
absence at Derby the Orotava capsized in Tilbury Dock. Very 
distressing—but, there, one can never turn one’s back for a moment 
but something happens ! 


Tuesday.—Rather a lark at the L.C.C. They wanted to fob the 
Press off with six places at one of their meetings. Press indignant. 
Held meeting on the spot—demanded “ space” for the lot. Got 
it. Attended the meet of Lady Journalists. Good business, but 
what a change since other days! 


WRITE YOU ARE! 


Of old the ‘‘ shrieking sisterhood ”’ 
(And most of them were frights !) 
Were wont to fulminate and brood 
And howl for ‘*‘ Women’s Rights.” 
Now, learning freely to combine, 
The journalistic lights 
Of ‘‘ the eternal feminine ’”’ 
Protect their ‘‘ Women’s Writes.”’ 


I say, what a splendid lark about that letter I wrote to the Grand 
Duke Sergius appointing him Prince of Khodynka! Great hoax, 
wasn’t it? Took everybocy in. Ha! Ha! Ha! 

THE SPOTTER. 


Heard between the Stations. 


Materfamilias (in the carriage corner—first-class—with Christ- 
mas perplexities too plainly written on her brow).—‘‘ Now, Bobbie, 
put that biggest parcel up on the rack; you've got quite enough to 
do to look after baby’s rocking-horse, and ——”’ 

Bobbie (@tat ten).—‘‘ Why didn’t you ask the Army and Navy 
people to send it, Mater? It’s such a fag looking after baby’s 
thirgs. I say, I don't think much of those crackers we have over 
from last year. They’re all cats and love-poetry.”’ 

Materfamilias.—** How kind of you, Bobbie, considering your 
father got them specially for your benefit.”’ 

Bobbie (ignoring the paternal solicitude).—‘ I'll tell you what to 
do, Mater. Have scrambles with them from the window. Let the 
organ-grinders have a look in. No, I’ve got it; I shall give them 
to old Gendarme, the French Master, and tell him they’re ¢rés 
bon-bons. That ought to fetch him?!’’ (Laughs consumedly at his jeu 
d'ésprit, and in his excitement twirls the point off a gold pencil in 
his hand.) 

Materfamilias.—‘' Now, Bobbie, I told you what it would come 
to. And what will Uncle George say after bringing you that all 
the way from Capetown? Your really are oa 

Bobbie.—*‘ I’m sure Georgie could have gone one better at ‘the 
stores.’ Has Pater placed the order with Buzzard’s yet?” 

Materfamilias (placing a woolly sheep, half-a-dozen Christ- 
mas numbers, and sundry troublesome toys on the rack).—‘I will 
not have you speak of your uncle in that rude, disrespectful 
manner, Bobbie. I can’t conceive where you get such vulgar 
expressions from.” 

Bobbie.—‘‘ Father and the School Debating Society. I say, what 
do you think of the Christmas numbers this year? Awfully tame, 
only two really decent murders, and one passable accident, in those 
I have read so far. There are too many herald angels and other 
girls in the ones you got at the bookstall.”’ 

Materfamilias (peremptorily).—‘‘ Be quiet, Bobbie.’ 

Bobbie.—“‘ Are you going to send Auntie Dot that goose you 
promised her the year before last ? ”’ 

(Materfamilias heaves a sigh of infinite relief as the train draws 
up at Wandsworth Common. The suburban enfant terrible drops 
ty corner man; and 'mid 


J j ; et, ; r 4 
’ ' 7 
Ti f i? f ( ( M ( h/t 
A 





oe a, | . , r 1. 
the MmeChHaANRICG hep On C/ f Loes OF Lite q 


DECEMBER 22, 1896. 





a 






























eR pne YS AN OC 


we 


& 
x 
s- 
i 

6 
? 
aa 





San gle 


acu 


aS 









eee 











s 
3 
4 
7 

zs 











DECEMBER 22, 1896. HUN. 




















THE HANDY MAN.—No. 84. 
BotcHEer’s LatEest.—ARTIFICIAL WINTER AND OUTDOOR AMUSEMENTS aT Homr. 











This Christmas having been predicted a snowless one, Botcher, anxious not to have his festive arrangements damped by an erratic 
climate, has obta'ned his own supply of snow, or, rather, an imitation of the same, in the form of pure white wool, plentifully sprinkled 
with sparkling isinglass. Muddle Villa, thus nestling in frosted wool snow, now presents a picture quite of the Christmas card order of 
beauty. 
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To keep up the illusion of severe winter, Bifiles, the beery, and his noble-minded patron nightly enact the parts of itinerant musicians 
at the door of the villa. In a spacious outhouse ‘“‘snow-clad mountain peaks rear their majestic heads (devised, arranged, and painted 
by Botcher and Biffles), and amateur cliff accidents are the order of the day. The Rev. Meekly Bleat is greatly to the fore with a nephew 
of Botcher, who has a turn for practical joking. A wool snowdrift is a most realistic affair, and also the big wool snowball—both, in fact, 
slightly too realistic for the comfort of the Rev. Meekly Bleat. 
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Biffles has admirably painted in all the backgrounds. The notion of the door sweepers and poche: nr oft ms myer ta RS 
this gifted painter. 30th of these exercises are calculated to produce inordinate thirst, but Botcher’s beer is @ wage pl - | tee ieee 
choicest brand. The slide on a polished floor, with heaps of frosted wool on either side, is considered enormously navural—' Um ps 

teed to | te as “‘ fine and large” as any to be secured on REA! 
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) Dame Europa, 

THE OLD WOMAN WHO LIVED IN THE SHOE THAT 
PINCHES; Or, HARLEQUIN “FUN” AND THE CONCERT 
THAT WAS INDEFINITELY POSTPONED. 

AN EXTRAVAGANZA IN ONE TRANSFORMATION SCENE. 





Characters :— 
Dame Europa.... A Little Lady, with o large family. 


CU ce ccecceses . The Eldest. Very stuck up. 

Bill ...eeeee --++ The Pattern Boy. Rather a loud pattern. 

bg eee An Artful Lad, with ideas as to his own 
advancement. 

Francis ........ A Nervous Youth, suffering from Mono-Rou- 
mania. 

Humbert ........ The Baby, “ kept in the dark,” and threatened 


with the “‘ black man.’ 
Alidul ....e0+.+. A Little Beast. 
La Bellona....+. The * Beauty,” 
AND 


FUN..ee-- The Friend of the Family. 





Scene.—A Howling Wilderness in Asia Minor. 

(Curtain rises on empty stage. Loud yells, cries of ‘‘ Who’er you?” 
“ Egypt!" “ Kruger!” etc., with sounds of blows and peals of 
laughter are heard “off.” Enter Europa hurriedly, with her fingers 
in her ears.) 

Evropa (singing with an air of wild distraction) :— 

Oh, I never have a minute with a little quiet in it! 

It is out about and shout about from morning until night ! 
It’s ‘‘ Bellona, pray be quiet!” or it’s “ Bill, just stop that riot!” 

Or it’s Nicky 'mid the China asking John to come out.and fight ; 
Or it’s Humbert asking Francis what the latest Prussian dance is; 

Or it’s Bill a pulling faces to annoy his brother John ; 
Or it’s Nicky and his sister, sitting Johnny on a blister— 

Till, upon my word, I wonder what the deuce is going on. 


Oh, the rising generation brings me nought but tribulation, 
It is, ‘‘ Stop it now,” and ‘ Drop it now,” from morn till dewy eve; 
It is, ‘‘ Johnny went and did it,”’ or ‘* Bellona, I forbid it!” 
Or it’s artful Master Nicky laughing in his sleeve ; 
Or it’s Abdul playing Bogie, calling Jobn an ancient fogey, 
Throwing stones at other children, aud a-telling wicked lies ; 
It is really most distressing, and, if children are a blessing, 
I can only say that they must be a blessing in disguiee. 


Well, in fact, to put it truly, they are getting so unruly 
It is call to them, and baw! to them, from morning until eve; 
For their mother they are mocking till it’s really something shocking, 
They laugh at her, and chaff at her, they worry and deceive. 
They are quarrelling and fighting, they are scratching, they are 
biting, 
TillI vets what this wicked world is really coming to ; 
I ve almost had enough of it, I'm always in the rough of it— 


(A loud and prolonged yell “ off.’’) 
Good gracious! What's the matter now! Whatever shall Ido? 
(Europa rushes off.) 


(The sound of a Penny Trumpet is*heard, and enter Bill. He is 
dressed in Prussian helmet, British Admiral’'s coat, Russian nether 
garments, Austrian boots, and an Italian ‘“‘Garibalda,.”' He marches 


proudly to centre of stage, and waits as if for applause.) 
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Bill.—I am the Pattern Boy! Blow, trumpets, blow! 


(He blows his own trumpet.) 


Ha, ha! within there! Hoch! Likewise, ‘*‘ What bo!” 
Sweet William, flower of thefblooming flock— 
I mean the blooming flower,’ Hoch ! hoch ! hoch 


(He bows to imaginary applause.) 


Thanks, thanks! Now, so to speak, we shan’t be long! 
Attention all for my Imperial Song! 

I did it, I myself, unhelped, alone, 

The words! the music!! and the voice!!! my own !!! 


(He tows repeatedly, unrols large MS., and sings.) 
BILt (his scng) :— 


Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
Ob, a merry old soul was he— 
3ut, though very full of fun, 
He was quite a “little gun,” 
So he cannot be compared to me! 
He called for his pipe and he called for his glass, 
And he called for his fiddlers three— 
But he never played with fire, 
And he never sent a wire, 
And he never sang a song like me. 


So, Hip Hurrah! With a Hoch, Hoch, Hoch! 
And a thundering three times three ! 
For you’ll never get a wiser, 
Better, smarter kind of Kaiser 
Than you have in Me! In Me!! 


Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
Oh, & merry old soul was he— 
He was something of » muff, 
For he wasn’t up to snuff, 
So he cannot be compared to me! 
He called for his pipe, and he called for his glass, 
And he called for his fiddlers three— 
But he wasn’t, as a rule, 
Such an isolated fool, 7 
As to pull a lions tale, like me! 


‘‘So, Hip Hurrah!”’ etc., etc. 


(At conclusion of song he shouts wildly ‘‘ Encore!” ‘“‘ Author!” 
“ Bravo!" andclaps his hands. He then smiles and bows. Enter 
John, Bellona, Nicky, Francis, Humbert, and Abdul. They knock 
Bill’s helmet over his eyes, pull his hair, kick him, and throw him 
to back of stage.) 


\MARZA WINE CONTAINS _ 
38, WYCH STREET, STRAND RON, COCA, PHOSPHORUS 
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(To be continued.) 


A Christmas Card. 
FOR ALL “FUN” READERS. 


WHEN Christmas comes with bounteous hand 
To scatter largess through the land, 

And brings to crown the dying year 

A garland of abundant cheer, 

I only trust it may befall, 

When he is bringing gifts to all, 

That he may tarry at your door 

With double portion of his store! 
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One Lozenge alone relieves. 
Sold everywhere, Tins 134d. each. 
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DECEMBER 22, 1896. 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOF 1897, 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2}d., 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





Fun’s Calendar for 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. ' : 

Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as *‘ Jan. Ist, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday. Fun 
day of publication’’; ‘* Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 


known as master pieces, 1896”; *‘ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 


letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 

Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “ ‘Can you tell ime where that line goes to, my 
boy ?”*—‘* It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on! "—The 
Citizen, Gloucester 

Fun Almanac for 1897, “containing a variety of useless and unreliable 
information,” to quote its own words, has just been issued. The 18 pages are 
filled with jokes and pictures in Mr. Fun’s best style.—Cheltenham Free Press. 


The Fun Almanac appears once more, with its usual allowance of jokes and 
witticisms and humorous drawings.—Star. 

Lots oF Fun.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 

The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled 
‘Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 
seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. One ofthe best illustrated 
absurdities is ‘The woman with a past.” The ‘“‘Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian, 

Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The 
“Snap Shots” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well 
worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign 
political] situation.— Northern Ensign. 

Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times, 

The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 
a hearty laugh.—Dover City Chronicle. 

Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 2d.—Reynolds. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “ Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 

but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press. 

Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” 1s smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the World, 





FUN. 








Fun Almanac is full of good things. Stage. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better than ever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and typographical, neat, crisp, and 
original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—“ Political Tobogganing "—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
at the hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excites 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on che rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having ‘just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 











































Fun Almanac for 18)7 is a god twopennyworth, the calendarjbeing specially 
well done.— Wests rn Mail, , 


O, Mistletoe! 
A ROUNDEL. 

O, MISTLETOE, in hackneyed rhyme and stilted, 

I will not bid the praise of thee to flow! 
For what art thou to one who has been jilted ? 

O, Mistletoe! 

I loved a maiden, Sarah Binks, of Bow ; 

I loved her all, e’en to her nose tip-tilted ; 
And when they hung thee up we kissed below. 


[ said, ‘‘ My Sarah, wilt thou?’’ and she ‘ wilted ”’ 
But that, alas! ‘twas twelve long moons ago, 


Since which she’s left me for a Scotchman kilted, 
O, Mistletoe ! 


New Leaves. 


‘‘Whitaker’s Almanack’”’ for 1897 is to hand. It is, as usual, 
replete with useful, technical, and official information. Amongst the 
descriptive articles is one in commemoration of Her Majesty's 
reign, which is the longest of all English monarchs, 


‘Rhymes of the Regiment,’’ by Starr Wood, is a collection of 
humorous delineations which, in some respects, resemble the 
Sketches by Seymour, who flourished in the early part of the 
present century. To each sketch in the volume under review is 
attached a verse written in Gilbertian style. The locality of 
publication is 2, Southampton Street, Strand. 


A pleasing reminiscence of a former colleague comes to us in the 
form of a Comic Calendar for 1897, containing twelve illustrations 
by the late Fred Barnard, who in the early years of this periodical 
contributed many pictures and cartoons to our pages. Ernest 
Nister, 24, St. Bride Street, E.C., is publishing this desirable and 
unique calendar, which is printed in colours. 











Queer Christmas Queries. 


WHEN the holly is hung, is it re(a)dy to be berried? 

Does punch-bow/ & man over? 

When 4 goose looks a “ perfect picture,”’ does it want drawing? 

Are not spirits the real Christmas ghosts that haunt you so that 
you can’t get them out of your head for some time ? 

Does a baron of beef count for much amongst lords of high degree ? 

Do the waits “sing small’? when you saturate them with water? 

Is it fare to take a ‘‘ buss” beneath the mistletoe? And where 
does the ‘bus(s) go? 

Can you bolt a tur-key in a safe way ? 

Does an orange ap-peel not to be quartered ? 

If you sup port at a Christmas dinner, does it support you ? 

Is not the most popular Christmas number ‘‘ Number One” ? 

Is it not the ‘‘ naked truth ’’ that shopkeepers dress their windows 
at Christmas, and yet they don’t want to hide anything ? 











‘Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 





adbur 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating ‘o the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” PH PICKERING & S088, SHEFF! 


—Pamity OocTror. 


NO ALKALIES USED 


| ESTABLISHED 16%. 


Needham’s 
| Polishing 
<P> Paste. 


and Brilliantly picking Brass, Copper, , Britannia 
Platinold, &e. every where. 
Bole Manufacturers : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIE 
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AVOID INFLUENZA 


by the liberal use of strengthening stimulative nourishment 
which will fortify the system against the ills incidental to 
our changeable climate. 

Strength is what is needed, and Bovril, the vital principle 















of Prime Ox Beef, gives fresh strength and increased vitality, 
building up the constitution and enabling it to resist 
attacks of 


COLDS, CHILLS, AND || 


| Influenza. Bovril is made from the primest parts of specially 








selected Cattle reared in Australia and South America. It | 


forms a strengthening, invigorating beverage (free from evil 
| after-effects) for the healthy; and is a true recuperative food 


for the weak, being relished and retained by Invalids and all 


who sufier from 


WINTER AILMENTS. ||: 
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By tHe “ Enrant TERRIBLE.” 


So the French President is going 

to Russia after all. What Faure? 
Well, the French are always on thorns 
about the entente unless they have 
tangible reminders of it. 


* * 


The great Hiram has now invented a 
new automatic gun which will fire four 
nine-pound projectiles in three minutes. 
Wholesale slaughter will certainly be 
the Maxim in the next big war. But 
I don’t suppose we have reached the 
Maxim-um even yet. 


* * 





Mr. Labouchere has done for the hackneyed Tennysonian quota- 
tion at last. No longer can we say that “‘men may come and men 
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No longer ‘neath berries we kiss, 
The berries of sweet mistletoe, 

’T would be wrong of any young miss, 
For the New Woman has told us so. 


Plum pudding is quite infra dig, 
Snap-dragon’s entirely de trop, 

For them children won't give a fig, 
They like reading Nordau, you know. 


Goat-chaises they vote awful rot, 
And donkey rides quite silly are, 

A “ bike’s” worth the whole “ bally lot,” 
Or else it’s the new motor car, 


Of course, Santa Claus is played out, 

“Such rubbish” the youngsters him deem, 
The value of turkey they doubt, 

And careless of crackers they seem. 


They say it’s an “ awful great fag,” 
That grandma is coming to dine, 
And parties now all seem to “ drag,” 
“ The best thing about them’s the wine.” 


They leave Christmas numbers to pa, 

And read “‘ Money Market” instead, 
They leave all the bon-bons to ma, 

And tell us they wish “ they were dead.” 


Poor old Christmas, you're worn out, I fear, 
In these decadent, neurotic days, 

A new Dickens you want as @ seer, 
To carol anew your sweet praise. 


Mein. Cte 





may go, but Brooks goes on for ever.”’ —=————— 
. . . (‘The War Office bave refused to sanction the enrolment in the 


Beautiful Bounty-ful Brooks will have to seek fresh woods and Inns of Courts Volunteers of a native Indian now practising as a 
lawyer.”—Vide Press.) 








pastures new. They say that Truth comes from the bottom of a 
well, but Brooks dreads rather more the Truth that comes from 


Cartaret Street, 


* * * 


FUN” LYRICS (No, 54.) 
CHRISTMAS—1896. 


Farewell to the mistletoe bough, 
Farewell to the holly so red, 
We don’t think so much of it now, 
We've got other follies instead. 


We've got the Society bow, 
A quite different sort of thing, 
We ne’er think of curtseying now, 
"Tis a grace that has long taken wing. 
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An Indian Prince, though he sport a blue bag, 
A defender of Britain can ne'er be ; 

All soldiers and sailors who as for our flag 
Must by awful authority be. 


But, if by some chance, we discover a black 
Who can knock up a big score at cricket, 
We don’t feel in any way taken aback 
V’hen he fights for John Bull at the wicket. 


And so we sustain in our dear British style 
Our motto of “ Britain will fust be,”’ 

And Fun can remark with a cynical smile, 
“‘ What delicious old humbugs we must be.” 
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HOW THE QUARREL BEGAN. 


Pattie.—‘ Jack Hargreaves gave me these flowers. I hope you're not jealous, dear?” 


Hattie.—“ Oh, no. I told him I didn’t want them, love.” 





Masks and Faces. 


[On the Continent lady cyclists have 
become convinced that riding in the open 
air ils the complexion, and have, 
therefore, started wearing masks.— 
Evening Paper.) 

‘‘ Or great inventions this is one!” 

So spake the prude with zeal 

(The — who thinks that girls should 


un 
The fast-revolving wheel) ; 
“This mask will suit the maid who oft 
Along the highway rushes, 
Both keeping her complexion soft, 
And covering up her blushes!” 














Remunerative. 


Friend.—*I hope you’ve spent a 
pleasant Christmas, doctor?” 

Doctor (cheerfully).— “I have, indeed. 
People seem to have gorged themselves 
more than ever this year! ” 


By oUR OWN LaTIN GRAMMAR-IAN.— 
‘A lady at Auxerre has given birth to 
triplets. Only last Christmas Day the 
same lady gave birth to twins.” Evi- 
dently a case of Auxerunt or Auzer(r)e, 
tuird plural of the perfect (‘‘im-perfect,”’ 
fur the ew husband, we should think) 
tense of the verb Augére, to increase. 
The future is indefinite, paradoxical 
though it seems, and involves in-tense 
anxiety for the husband whose wife pre- 
sents (infants in) arms. 

















Fun Week by Week. 
By THE Party ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—Got up very early this morning, and rushed over to 
Constantinople. Wanted to be in time to hear the Amnesty read. 
— have saved myself the trouble—it wasn't read. Most 
tating. Made sure it was all right, because the Sultan had 
promised, you know, and when the Sultan promises—well—there ! 


A PROMISING MONARCH, 


It’s a curious odd, unaccountable thing, 
For which I was quite unprepared, 

This week (for the Turks) should an Amnesty bring, 
And that Amnesty wasn’t declared ! 

I know that the Sultan is fond of his fun, 
And I know that his movements are slow, 

But I did feel so certain this thing would be done 
For His Majesty promised, you know | 


Before starting for Turkey I had a nice chilly ride on 
Mr. Radcliffe Ward's electric carriage in the very earliest 
hours of the morning from Whitehall, through the City and 
round by Piccadilly to Whitehall again. Machine quite a success, 
and climbed hills without getting out of breath. Made my way 
through the fog (ugh !) to have a look at the new P. and O. vessel, 
the C! Very sumptuous. Looked in at the Truth doll show 
for a few moments, then down to the Palace to hear Dr. Maguire 
on “ Sixty Years of the Army and Navy,” and afterwards to the 
Hotel ee to dine with the Commercial Travellers’ Schools 
people, the Mayor in the chair, 


Thursday.—Went to see Dartmoor all over snow—half-a-foot 
deep. Shivered and hurried away to help the Master of Balliol 
to lay the foundation stone of the University Settlement, Cannin 
Town. Returning by a Docks found the Orotava overturne 
like the Royal Soames! eard a lot about the earthquake. 
Remember to have felt a shock myself, but thought at the time it 
was only the policeman going by. Well, it only shows that we can 
have earthquakes as easy as those foreign countries which are 
always making « fuss about them. 

GREAT SHAKES. 
You may boast of the earthquakes you get in Japan, 
' i npeii's eruption Titanic 
You may gas of the shake up they give you at Cannes, 
And places as proudly volcanic, 








But the standard of Britafn waves grandly sublime, 
And no other nation it strikes to, 

Though we do not go in for those things all the time, 
We can do an earthquake when we like to. 


Friday.—Saw Her Most Gracious safely down to Osborne, but 
got back in time to attend the fifth Exhibition of the Children’s 
Salon at Westminster Town Hall. Pretty sight. Bought some- 
thing I didn’t want, and hurried to help Sir Douglas Galton give 


away the prizes at the South-West London Polytechnic Institute. 
After that round to Euston Station to see Lord Stalbridge present 


Mr. Richard Newbold with a gold watch on behalf of the Queen. 


Mr. Newbold, of the company’s carriage department, has been one 
of the “men in charge” of Her Majesty’s train whenever she has 
travelled over the line during the last 38 years. 


A RETURN TICKER(T). 


For eight-and-thirty years, or so, 
On journeys folks enlarge of, 
Would Mr. Richard Newbold go 
Her Majesty in charge of. 
He gave her all that time you see— 
No service could be slicker— 
Now, in return, Her Majesty 
Has given him a ticker. 


Saturday.—Saw the Prince and Princess Charles of,jDenmark 


safely off for Copenhagen, then down to Tilbury to give; finishing 
directions for the floating of the Orotava, and away to,Florence to 
assist King Humbert to open the Art Exhibition. A great time! 
Viva Italia! Hurried to see the extension of the Liverpool Over- 
head Electric Railway opened. 


UP AND DOWN LINES, 


Although an apparently frail way 
Which gives nervous parties distress 
The Liverpool Overhead Railway 
Has been a tremendous success. 
And lately a town ward extension 
An absolute need has been found 
So the Overhead rail, I may mention, 


Now finishes under the ground! 
Mond Stone raisins, blanched almonds, stirred the Christmas 
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Tim.—“ Sure, thin, ’tis de Lord Leftenant’s four-in-hand dey are, de beauties!" 
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The Keyhole. 


O, HUSBAND gallivaniting, 
Who should be with your wife, 
O, lady, so enchanting 
With merry view of life, 
As through flirtation’s mazes 
You take your careless way 
An optic on you gazes 
And checks you day by day, 
It is watching, ever watching, 
It will notice what you do; 
The eye is to the keyhole 


Keeping constant watch on you. 


Ye prudes so meanly prowling 
Who always evil think, 

Ye scandal-mongers scowling 
Who from no oath will shrink ; 

Men’s wrath ye have invited, 
For ye say what is not true, 

And the town would be delighted 
Just to have a “ go” at you. 


It is watching, eto. 


Ye company promoters 
With swagger city airs, 
Ye clever swindle-floaters 
Who set such tempting snares, 
Ye knaves who rob your neighbours 
Without a twinge of shame, 
There’s a law which ever labours 
To twig your little game. 
It is watching, etc. 


Ye faddists, miscalled “‘ statesmen,” 
Now seated in the cold, 
Your downfall quites elates men, 
Your scattered ranks are “‘ sold.”’ 
Ye doubtless will be striving 
Your projects to renew, 
But the realm will be contriving 
To keep an eye on you. 
It is watching, etc. 





Conservatives—well seeking 
Disunion to prevent— 

In action and in speaking 
O fill us with content, 

Fulfil our expectation 
As ye have done of yore, 

And stand with Queen and Nation 
More glorious than before, 


It is watching, etc. 











The Spider and the Fly Up-to-date. 


By Love’s mysterious power enthralled, 
He up Parnassus blithely crawled, 
And his = goddess grandly called 

A “ darling little fly.” 
But why he used that curious noun 
I can’t conceive (it’s not in boun- 
Teous Cupid’s lexicon set down), 

And much I marvel why ! 


Since “ flies” and —_ both have light 

And gauzy wings, he indite 

ate we ee te 

He Aer ¢ i 

Or did he hint (wi sll beyond 

Old Izaak’s) that from Oupid’s pond 

The “ fly” of a fish most fond 
faithful been a raiser ? 


Or, thirdly, did he mean that Miss 
Had borne him to Elysian bliss} 
With “ fiy’’-like ?—However this 


May be, dull intment 
Sussesii to that poetic craze 


Which amorous metaphor conveys : 
For the “ darling fly ” of his fond praise 
Is——a fly within his ointment ! 





(An imaginative young wooer who addressed his sweetheart 4 
‘My own darling little fly ’ has been mulcted in £50 for breach! of 
promise of marriage. } 
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Amateur Shot (from town, who has missed every bird). 


too fly for me. 


Gamekeeper (grinning).— Well, sir, seeing as how yer say yer a bit of a shot, yer might have a chance of hittin’ ’em if you 


' ’ 


aimed to MISS ’EM 


Welcome! 


JOHN BULL: 


New YEAR, you are welcome, 


Come along, my boy! 


Everybody's waiting, 


Come and wish us joy. 


sring us Peace and Pienty, 


Bring us rest from care, 


For we trust you'll prove, lad, 


Good as you are fair. 


For a “ good time coming’ 


We have waited long. | 


Will you prove Time’s champion 
Sent to right the wrong? 
Glad to see you're loaded 
All her years have been — 
With congratulations 
For our gracious Queen. 


Let this year be for her 


All that years can be. 
ll of 5 1 accomplished, 
pr 
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HIT OR MISS! 
‘“T’m a bit of a shot, don’tcherknow, but these birds are rather 


Let all clouds of sorrow, 


Let all mists of pain, 


Ge dispelled this greatest 
Year of her great reign. 


War clouds, and all murmur; 


Of our social strife, 
All the bitter fighting 
Of our civic life, 
All the vice of Party, 
May you now despel ! 


Bring goodwill and kindness 


With your natal bell. 


As your bells go ringing 


May you Peace proclaim ! 
And the world’s true welfare 


3e your only aim! 


Let not Trouble conquer, 


Let not Fear dismay, 
Let not Sorrow linger, 
Ring them all away ! 


Hark, a welcome’s pealing 


Out from every tower ; 


Hopes spring us triumphant, 


Wer; 
















Heed no cynic scoffing: 


‘* Always to be blest! ”’ 
Let man hope, not hope in vain, 


Let time do the rest. 


Justify our hope then, 
Let it not be vain ; 


Be your reign in goodness 


As Victoria’s reign. 
Be, as she is always, 
Good as you are sage, 


Bring us back the glories 


Of the Golden Age 


Welcome, New Year, welcome ! 


Come along, my boy, 
Everybody's waiting, 


Come and wish us joy. 
Bring us Peace and Plenty, 

Bring us rest from care, 
For we trust you’ll prove, lad, 


Good as you are fair! 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 252.) 
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Seasonable Riddles. 


Ir your father were boiled by can- 
nibals, why would he resemble a half- 
cooked plum-pudding? Because he 
would be pa(r) boiled. 

When might you suppose a cook to 
| frighten a goose? When she gives it a 
| turn. 

Why ought a turkey to be able to 
weigh itself? Because it has scales on 
its legs. 


Why is holly like an apprehended 
murderer? Because it is hung when 
alive and cut down when dead. 


Why is a person brave who prepares a 
goose for the table? Because he or she 
behaves in a plucky manner. 











A Game of Poker. 


TuouGcH Mrs. Smith owns all the cash, 
Smith takes some when he chooses, 
And in a manner wrong and rash 
Oft plays at cards, and loses. 
The other day, though he knew well 
That it would much provoke her, 
He sneaked into some low hotel, 
And had a game of poker. 
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He lost a lot—which made him mad— 
And told his wife at dinner ; 

She said that he was downright bad— 
A most outrageous sinner ! 

Instead of being meek and crushed, 

= Smith first swore that he’d choke her; 

| Then to the fender madly rushed, 

ao oe And had a “‘ game of poker! ”’ 


| He knocked her down; the p’lice were 
2 called > 
eyiel They took him to the station ; 

Then he before the ‘“beak’’ was 


hauled— 
— 1D nedale / His wife got separation. 


>>. 


~— So now the home is broken up, 


EFFECTS OF CHRISTMAS. And Smith has to sell ‘‘ coker ’’- 


First Child.—“ Well, have you had a Merry Christmas?” N yr 4 get ee and * tok 
Second Child.—‘* No, I've had a tummy-ache—all the time!” age © Gas OS Poa 
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Where the Two Years Meet. | We seem to have scarce ta’en breath 
Since we welcomed the New Year last ; 


May an angel from Heaven come down, | Yet how far on the path to death, 


And, by way of a New Year's gift, Since then, have our footsteps passed |! 


Efface from each face the frown, | But with hopefulness strong, sublime 
And the cloud from each heart uplift! Let us dare to defy—defeat— 


May we throw off our load of care, The decaying designs of Time, 


And trample it neath our feet, | Aa ts eek Gh es 
As we stand at the junction where Tene HENS Ne Cine yeaes Eneee— 
| The year with the cerements cold, 
The two years mingle and meet — 
The year that in death grows cold And the year with the strong young thew! 
’ Though our frames have grown old with the Old, 


And the year that looms large to view ! | 
And, saying farewell to the Old, May our hearts be made new in the New! 











May we all fare well in the New! 4 a — 
As we hark to the midnight chime Worse Still. 

On December the thirty-first, WHEN I’ve no thirst, and lots of cash, 
We may see, in a moment's time, It makes me sick—but hold! I’m rash, 

How our hearts have been marred and cursed For zounds! it makes me sicker 








When my parched tongue is hanging out, 
| The sad result of drinking bout, 
And I’ve no cash for liquor! 


By a bevy of Sin’s black elves 

That have tracked us with tireless feet : 
May we bid them aroynt themselves, 

As we stand where the two years meet— meio ge ati | 
The year which its course has rolled, At a Christmas Party. 

And the year whose arrival's due ! Johnson.—* Why, Miss Demure is actually crying because Captain 


% . , : . . + a4 } 
| May we vow, as we part with the Old, Larkins kissed her under the mistletoe!” 
That we'll part with them in the New|! Waggle.—** Um! The muizzle-toe bough —eh ?”’ 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 35. 


LivinGc Pictures at MuppLe VILLA. 
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f To entertain his many and distinguished visitors during the winter evenings, the ever-gay and festive Botcher has devised a series of groups of Living 
' Pictures. Miss Precilla Bleat (sister of the Rev. Meekly Bleat), a young lady reputed to have been recently crossed in love, Botcher has fittingly selected for 
i the classic embodiment of “ the love-sick Ophelia.” ‘ Napoleon Crossing the Alps,” is by Botcher himself, in consequence of the well-known resemblance the 
: latter bears to the late great French Emperor. Biffles explains that he could have done greater justice to the Alps if Botcher had not so strictly limited 
< him to quantity re flake white and size. ‘ Charging the Guns on Balaclava’s Heights” was a scene which everyone agreed suited the fiery aspect of the Rev. 
4 Meekly Bleat “down to the ground.” A Heelander «xecuting a “sword dance” naturally fell to the lot of Botcher’s nephew, as he came from Wales and =, ’ 
4 could not dance. 
' 
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; 3 ” . -j ark ther as e sas the Ghost. This beautiful tableau evoked much applause! 
t “A Scene from Hamlet "—I otcher as the Prince of Denmark, Mrs. Botcher as Queen, Biffles as t ial ’ «Tha Da 
f but when the ghost came from behind the hangings it was at once apparent that Biftles had been communing far too deeply with the spirits! The Pet of the ' 


Ballet "—a very graceful picture by Miss Precilla Bleat. 
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ad club. auite fitted in with the graceful proportions of Botcher, a plentiful covering of flake 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


SHAKESPEARE’s King Richard III. was revived at the Lyceum 
on the 19th inst. by Sir Henry Irving, who obtained great notoriety 
by his masterful representation of Richard, Duke of Gloster, upon 
the occasion of his performance of this character 19 years ago. 
At that time this tragedy was the talk of London, and the 
Academy subsequently became enriched with a portrait of Sir 
Henry as Richard. At the present time the performance is very 
little changed, to the best of my memory. Act I., the famous 
scene of the funeral procession, and the subject matter 
of the principal picture of thie year’s Royal Academy, the 
work of Mr. Abbott, was a fine piece of acting. ‘Was ever woman 
in this humour wooed? Was ever woman in this humour won ?’’ 
is the crowning cynical utterance of the crafty Richard, who has so 
cleverly overcome the fury and reluctance of the Lady Anne to his 
wooing, upon such a lugubrious occasion as the interment of her 
deceased husband, the Prince of Wales, whose murder she plainly 
ascribes to Richard. Miss Julia Arthur thoroughly sustained this 
difficult part. The second act displays a further step in Richard's 
scheming for the Throne. In the King’s ante-chamber Elizabeth 
Woodville is surrounded by her friends, who have been ennobled 
by her husband, King Edward IV. Here the seeds of discord are 
disseminated by Richard, and the feud is embittered by the taunts 
thrown at the Queen by Margaret, widow of Henry VI. Miss 
Genevieve Ward is very strong and intensely impressive as Margaret 
and Miss Maud Milton is an imperious Queen. The murder of 
Clarence in the Tower is free from any revolting feature. Mr. 
Cooper Cliffe as Clarence delivered his lines faultlessly, and 
Messrs. Norman Forbes and William Farren, jun., fulfilled their 
respective parts as the murderers in a business-like capacity. The 
supplication of the Lord Mayor of London and his posse of alder- 
men, supported by the Duke of Buckingham, to Richard, to 
assume the Crown, is a fine piece of duplicity and dissimulation. 
The staging of this scene is different to that of 19 years ago. Here 
Richard interviews his supplicants, and speaks to them from a 
gallery. Afterwards he descends a staircase, and accepts the 
proffered gift of the crown, the consummation of his desires. The 
arrest of Hastings is attended with a greater clamour and display 
of mailed men than upon the previous occasion. Richard’s dream, 
the night preceding the battle with Richmond upon Bosworth 
Field, is well managed. The spirits »f his victims reproach him, 
and bid him despair and die. The battle is realistically pourtrayed, 
and the duel between Richard and Richmond is well fought. The 
contending armies appear to suspend hostilities and await the 
result of the duel. At the death of Richard the applause is 
universal, and the victor is forthwith presented with the crown. A 
very brilliant house assembled to witness this Shakespearian revival 
and the reception accorded was most emphatic and pronounced— 
a sufficient mead and corroboration of the great actor's merit— 


B8uccess, 


Jedbury Junior was revived at the Globe Theatre on Monday, 
2ist instant, but not with the same caste. The latter is vastly 
different from that convened by Mr. Kerr, at Terry’s Theatre, last 
spring, but it is not uncommendable, Mr. H. Reeves-Smith plays 
Christopher Jedbury Junior in a style which improves as the piece 
proceeds, and Mr. reson Paxton makes a not unworthy Jedbury 
Senior, but his manner lacks finish, Whimper was 4 creation of 
Mr. Farquhar’s, upon the first preduction of the comedy, 
and his rendering of the part of Jedbury Senior's butler was 
inimitably humorous. Mr. Harry Farmer takes this part, 











but he fails to imbue it with the dignity associated with 
the position of an old family butler, and there is a want 
of evelopment of the comic element, with which this 
character is essentially impregnated. Mr. Lindo and Miss Lane 
play Mr. and Mrs. Glibb in a manner leaving little to be desired. 
Mr. Gordon Tomkins fairly pourtrays Major Hedway, and Mr. 
Wilfred Draycott will, with attention, become a good Tom Bellaby. 
Mr. Duncan Tovey seems to fail in understanding the part of a 
gentleman’s servant. The guise of an ostler is apparently more 
congenial to him. Miss Claire Pauncefort is a very becoming 
Mrs. Jedbury, senr. The part of Nellie Jedbury was entirely 
within the grasp of Miss Emmie Merrick, who played most 
winsomely. Dora Hedway was impersonated by Miss Annie 
Aumonier, who, in a way, reminds one of Miss Maude Millett. 
The latter played the part originally. Miss Aumonier does 
not approach the perfection displayed by Miss Millett, a natural 
artiste. Doubtlessly, after a few performances, Miss Aumonier 
will catch the true personality of the part. 


Mr. Huanmee’s three-act musical farce is to be called Stolen. 
and the same is being carefully rehearsed at the Avenue Theatre, 
where it will be produced on or about the 31st inst., the principal 
characters being sustained by Mesdames Alice Lethbridge, Alma 
Stanley, May Edouin, Grace Hamond, Messrs. E. Dagnall, Sydney 
Howard, C. L. Cherry, Littledale Power, and E. J. Lonnen. 


The thirty-fifth concert of the Westminster Orchestral Society 
took place on the 16th instant. The opening overture, ‘ The 
Hebrides’”’ (Mendelssohn), was well pertormed. Miss Clara 
Williams sweetly warbled Sullivan’s ‘‘ Orpheus with His Lute,”’ 
and Mr. Gerald Walenn’s performance upon the violin, orchestrally 
accompanied, was pleasing. The pianoforte playing of Miss 
Llewela Davis was excellent, and WBeethoven’s ‘Sinfonia 
Pastorale,’’ which was feelingly interpreted by the orchestra, con- 
cluded a very enjoyable evening. 


Wulff’s Monster Circus has arrived at the Crystal Palace, and 
opened in the Centre Transept on Wednesday afternoon, the 23rd 
inst. There will be two complete equestrian performances 
daily. The scenes in the ring will include the performances which 
created such a furore last year, in addition to many striking novel- 
ties, notably two marvellous jumping acts, one horse clearing & 
barrier 7ft. high. The second part of the programme will consist 
of an entirely new and gorgeous spectacle, ‘‘ A Tournament of the 
Olden Time,” illustrating the magnificent fétes given by Louis XV. 
In addition to Wulff’s Circus, a great Toy Fair has been arranged 
in the North Nave. There is also a picturesque representation 
of the quaint old houses of Nuremberg, notably that of the 
celebrated artist, Albert Diirer. What with Christmas trees, 
music, and pictures in new “penny in the slot” machines, a 
Punch and Judy Show, the new Monkey House, and other attrac- 
tions too numerous to mention, there will be plenty of fun at the 
Crystal Palace this Christmas for the boys and girls home for the 
holidays. 





Alike. 
Mrs. Nocook.—“ The bills this Christmas are the heaviest I have 
ever known.”’ 


Mr. Nocook (suffering from indigestion).—“‘ Yes, the only thing 
to compare with them is that pudding you made! ”’ 











PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as “‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “ Hovis” do 
so for their own profit. BEWARE! 
Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
“ Hovis” is stamped “ Hovis 
Apply to your Grocer for “Hovis” Flour for Hom«s packed in 
44 lbs. and 7 lbs 


s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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Strong Man.—-‘‘ I will now exhibit my feat of strength ! 


FOR 1897, 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2)d., 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 24d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, £.C, 





Fun’s Calendar for 1897 contains some amusing enough itenis.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 


Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2...) for 1897 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as *“ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication’”’; “ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896 ” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 

Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: ““‘ Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
boy ? "—** It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on!”—The 
Citizen, Gloucester. 

Fun Almanac for 1897, “containing a variety of useless and unreliable 
information,” to quote its own words, has just been issued. The 18 pages are 
filled with jokes and pictures in Mr. Fun's best style.—Cheltenham Free Press. 

The Fun Almanac appears once more, with its usual allowance of jokes and 
witticisms and humorous drawings.—Star. 

Lots oy Fun.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 

The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this Pen are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled 
“ Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 


“EFUN ALMANAC’ 




















JEALOUSY. 
Clown. 


“IT will now exhibit my strength of feet! | 


seem to meet with a surprising number of obstacles. One of the best illustrated 
absurdities is “ The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian, 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The 
‘Snap Shots” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well 
worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign 
political situation.— Northern Ensign, 


Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times. 


The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 
a hearty laugh.—Dover City Chronicle. 


Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 24.—Reynolds, 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “ Political Toboganing.”” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press, 


Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the World, 


Fun Almanac is full of good things. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better than ever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and typographical, neat, crisp, and 
original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—* Political Tobogganing "—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “ the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excited 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on the rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather paintally up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertter. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is a good twopennyworth, the calendar being speciaily 
well done.— Western Mail, 
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Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 


Knhances the acceptability of every 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 





CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 





-Gadbury’ 


cocoa 


‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the Platinold, be Gold everywhere 
palate; and absolute! 


y unadulterated.” 


—P amity DocTor. 
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TUNES, 


AND IS POPULAR Boxes from 


16/6 to 50 gs. 


Its tone far surpasses any Disc Musical Box. 

In this respect it has proved a revelation to all Lovers of 
Good Music. 

The Polyphon Discs are made of Metal, are Indestruc- 
tible, and are Moderate in Price. 

It plays all the Latest Music. 


It causes the Summer Resort to be more attractive. 

It furnishes Entertainment at Home. 

In Public Places it can be made very Profitable. 

In the Waiting Room it wT entertain the Visitor. 

It is strongly made, handsomely cased, and cannot get 
out of order. 
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